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ACT      I. 

SCENE    L     CleopatraV  Palace  at  Akxandri^. 
Enter  Demetrius  and^niLo* 

Philo. 

NAY,  but  this  dotage  of  our  general's 
O'erflows  the  meafure  :  thofe  his  goodly  eyes 
That  o'er  the  files  and  mufters  of  the  war 
Have  glowM  like  plated  Mars,  now  bend,  now  turn 
The  office  and  devotion  of  their  view 
Upon  a  tawny  front :  his  captain's  heart, 
Which  in  the  fcuffles  of  great  fights  hath  burfl: 
The  buckles  on  his  breaft,  reneges  all  temper; 
And  is  become  the  bellows  and  the  fan 
To  cool  a  gypfey's  luft. — Look  where  they  come ! 

Flourljh.     Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  with  their 
Trains ;   Eunuchs  fanning  her. 

Take  but  good  note,  and  you  (hall  fee  in  him 
The  triple  pillar  of  the  world  transformed 
Into  a  ftrumpet's  fool :  behold,  and  fee. 

Cleo,  If  it  be  love  indeed,  tell  me  how  much. 

Jnt,  There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be  reckon'd* 

Cleo.  I'll  fet  a  bourne  how  far  to  be  belov'd. 

Ant,  Then  muft  thou  needs  find  out  new  heaven    new 
earth,  ' 

^'^  Enter 
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Enter  a  MeJJenger. 

Mejf.  News,  my  good  lord,  from  Rome, 

Jnt,  Grates  me : — The  fum. 

Cleo,  Nay,  hear  them,  Antony : 
Fulvia,  perchance,  is  angry :  Or,  who  knows. 
If  the  fcarce-bearded  Csefar  have  not  fent 
His  powerful  mandate  to  you,  Do  this^  or  this  \ 
Take  in  that  kingdom^  and  enfranchife  that  i 
]P£rfor?nt^  or  elfe  we  danni  thee. 

Jnt,  How,  my  love  ! 

Cleo.  Perchance — nay,  and  moft  like. 
You  muft  not  flay  here  longer,  your  difmlffion 
Is  come  from  Caefar  ;  therefore  hear  it,  Antony. — 
Where's    Fulvia's    procefs  ?     Casfar's,    I  would   fay  ?*-^ 

Both  ?— 
Call  in  the  meflengers. — As  I  am  i^gypt's  queen, 
Thou  blufheft,  Antony  ;  and  that  blood  of  thine 
Is  Csefar's  homager :  elfe  fo  thy  cheek  pays  fhame. 
When  ihrill-ton^u'd  Fulvia  fcolds. The  meflengcrs. 

Jnt.  Let  Rome  in  Tyber  melt !  and  the  wide  arch 
Of  the  rang'd  empire  fall  ?  Here  is  my  fpace  5 
Kingdoms  are  clay  :  our  dungy  earth  alike 
Feeds  beaft  as  man  :  the  noblenefs  of  hfe 
Is  to  do  thus ;  when  fuch  a  mutual  pair,  ^         ^Embracing, 
Andfuch  a  twain  can  do't ;  in  which  I  bind, 
On  pain  of  punifhment,  the  world  to  weet, 
We  rtand  up  peerlefs. 

Cleo.  Excellent  falfchood ! 
Why  did  he  marry  Fulvia,  and  not  love  her  ?— • 
I'll  feem  the  fool  1  am  not ;  Antony 
Will  be  himfelf. 

Jnt.  But  ftirr'd  by  Cleopatra. — 
Now,  for  the  love  of  love,  and  his  foft  hours. 
Let's  not  confound  the  time  with  conference  harfh  : 
There's  not  a  minute  of  our  lives  fhould  ftretch 
Without  feme  pleafure  now :  What  fport  to-night  I 

Cleo.  Hear  the  embaffadors. 

Jnt.  Fie,  wrangling  queen ! 
Wt).om  every  thing  becomes,  to  chide,  to  laugh, 
To  weep  ;  whofe  every  pafTion  fully  ftrives 
To  make  itfelf  in  thee  fair  and  admir'd ! 

I  No 
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No  mefTenger  but  thine  ; — and  all  alone 
To-night  we'll  wander  through  the  ftreets,  and  note 
The  qualities  of  people.     Come,  my  queen, 
Laft  night  you  did  defire  it : — Speak  not  to  us. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  and  Cleo,  with  their  Train. 

De?n.  Is  Cefar  with  Antonius  prizM  fo  flight  ? 

Phil.    Sir,  fometimes,  when  he  is  not  Antony, 
He  comes  too  fhort  of  that  great  property 
Which  ftill  fhould  go  with  Antony. 

Dem.    I  am  full  forry 
That  he  approves  the  common  liar,  who 
Thus  fpeaks  of  him  at  Rome ;  but  I  will  hope 
Of  better  deeds  to-morrow.     Reft  you  happy  !     {^Exeunt, 


SCENE    11.     Another  Part  of  the  Palace. 
Enter  ChaRmian,  Iras,  Alexas,  and  a  Soothfayer. 

Char.  Lord  Alexas,  fweet  Alexas,  moft  any  thing 
Alexas,  almoft  moft  abfolute  Alexas,  where's  the  footh- 
fayer  that  you  prais'd  fo  to  the  queen  ?  O  !  that  I  knew 
this  hufband,  which,  you  fay,  muft  change  his  horns  with 
garlands! 

Alex.    Soothfayer. 

Sooth.  Your  will. 

Char.    Is  this  the  man  ? — Is't  you,  fir,  that  know  things  ? 

Sooth.    In  Nature's  infinite  book  of  fecrecy 
A  little  I  can  read. 

Jlex.    Shew  him  your  hand. 

Enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  Bring  in  the  banquet  quickly;  wine  enough 
Cleopatra's  health  to  drink. 

Char.  Good  fir,  give  me  good  fortune. 

Sooth.  I  make  not,  but  fcrefce. 

Char.  Pray  then,  forefee  me  one. 

Sooth.  You  ftiall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you  are. 

Char.  He  means  in  flefh. 

Iras.  No,  you  /hall  paint  when  you  are  old. 

Char.  Wrinkles  forbid ! 
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Jlex,    Vex  not  his  prefcience  j  be  attentive* 

Char,    Hufh! 

Sooth.    You  fhall  be  more  beloving  than  belov'd. 

Char,    I  had  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drinking, 

Jlex.    Nay,  hear  him. 

Char.  Good  now,  fome  excellent  fortune !  Let  me  be 
married  to  three  kings  in  a  forenoon,  and  widow  them  all  f 
Let  me  have  a  child  at  fifty,  to  whom  Herod  of  Jewry  may 
do  homage !  Find  me  to  marry  with  06lavius  Cefar,  and 
companion  me  with  my  miftrefs  I 

Sooth,    You  fhall  outlive  the  lady  whom  you  ferve. 

Char.    O  excellent !  I  love  long  life  better  than  figs. 

Sooth.  You  have  (e^n  and  prov'd  a  fairer  former  fortune 
Than  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char,  Then,  belike,  my  children  fhall  have  no  names  ; 
Pr'ythee,  hov/  many  boys  and  wenches  niuft  I  have  ? 

Sooth.    If  every  of  your  wifhes  had  a  womb, 
And  foretel  every  wiili,  a  million. 

Char.    Out,  fool !  I  forgive  thee  for  a  witch. 

Jlex.  You  think  none  but  your  fheets  are  privy  to  your 
\yifhes. 

Char,    Nay,  come,  tell  Iras  her's. 

Jlex.    We'll  know  all  our  fortunes. 

Eno.  Mine,  and  mofl  of  our  fortunes,  to-night  fhall 
be — drunk  to  bed. 

Iras.     There's  a  palm  prefages  chaftity,  if  nothing  elfe. 

Char,    Even  as  the  o'erflowing  Nilus  prefageth  famine. 

Jras.     Go,  you  wild  bedfellow,  you  cannot  foothfay. 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  palm  be  not  a  fruitful  prognofll- 
cation,  I  cannot  fcratch  mine  ear.  Pr'ythee,  tell  her  but 
a  worky-day  fortune. 

Sooth.    Your  fortunes  are  alike. 

Iras.     But  how,  but  how  ?  give  me  particulars. 

Sooth.    I  have  faid. 

Iras.     Am  I  not  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than  fhe  ? 

Char.  Well,  if  you  v/ere  but  an  inch  of  fortune  better 
than  I,  where  would  you  choofe  it  ? 

Iras.     Not  in  my  hufband's  nofe. 

Char,  Our  worfer  thoughts  heavens  mend  !  Alexas, 
•^come,  his  fortune,  his  fortune,— -O!  let  him  marry  a' 

woman 
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woman  that  cannot  go,  fweet  Ifis,  I  befeech  thee  !  And 
let  her  die  too,  and  give  him  a  worfe !  and  let  worfe  follow 
Worfe,  'till  the  worft  of  all  follow  him  laughing  to  his 
grave  fifty-fold  a  cuckold!  Good  Ifis,  hear  me  this 
prayer,  though  thou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  weight ; 
good  Ifis,  I  befeech  thee  ! 

Iras,  Amen.  Dear  goddefs,  hear  that  prayer  of  the 
people !  for,  as  it  is  a  heart-breaking  to  fee  a  handfome 
man  loofe-wiv'd,  fo  it  is  a  deadly  forrow  to  behold  a  foul 
knave  uncuckolded;  therefore,  dear  Ifis,  keep  decorum, 
and  fortune  him  accordingly  !  ^ 
-  Char.    Amen. 

jflex,  Lo,  now  !  if  It  lay  in  their  hands  to  make  me  a 
Cuckold,  they  would  make  themfelves  whores  but  they'd 
do't. 

Em,    Hufh  !  here  comes  Antony. 

Char,  Not  he  j  the  queen. 

Enter  Cleopatra,; 

Cko.    Saw  you  my  lord  ? 
Eno,    No,  lady. 
Cko,   Was  he  not  here  ? 
Char,  No,  madam. 

Cko,    He  was  difpos'd  to  mirth ;  but  on  the  fudden 
A  Roman  thought  had  ftruck  him. — Enobarbus — 
Eno,    Madam* 

Cko,    Seek  him,  and  bring  him  hither.  Where's  Alexas? 
Akx,  Here,  at  your  fervice. — My  lord  approaches. 

Enter  Antony,  with  a  MeJJenger  and  Attendants, 

Cko,    We  will  not  look  upon  him :  go  with  us.  [Exeu?it. 

Mef,    Fulvia  thy  wife  firft  came  into  the  field. 

Ant,     Againft  my  brother  Lucius  ? 

Mef,    Ay: 
But  foon  that  war  had  end,  and  the  time's  ftate 
Made  friends  of  them,  joining  their  forces  'gainft  Cefarj 
Whofe  better  iflue  in  the  war,  from  Italy, 
Upon  the  firft  encounter,  drave  them. 

Ant.  Well,  what  worft? 

Mef,  The  nature  of  bad  news  iftfewls.th«  teller. 

B  %  Ant. 
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Jnt,    When  it  concerns  the  fool  Or  coward. — Ofi-r 
Things  that  are  paft  are  done  with  me. — 'Tis  thus  ; 
Who  tells  me  true,  though  in  his  tale  lie  death, 
I  hear  hirii  as  he  flatter 'd. 

Me/,    Labienus  (this  is  ftifF  news) 
Hath,  with  his  Parthian  force,  extended  Afia, 
From  Euphrates  his  conquering  banner  iliookj 
From  Syria  to  Lydia,  and  to  Ionia  j 
Whilft^ 

J?iti    Antony,  thou  wouldft  fay-^ 

Mef.    O  my  lord  ! 

Jnt.    Speak  to  me  home,  mince  not  the  general  tongue; 
Name  Cleopatra  as  {he's  call'd  in  Rome ; 
Rail  thou  in  Fulvia's  phrafe ;  and  taunt  my  faults 
With  fuch  full  licence  as  both  truth  and  malice 
Have  power  to  utter.     O !   then  we  bring  forth  weeds, 
When  our  quick  v.'inds  lie  ftill ;  and  our  ills  told  us 
Is  as  our  earing.     Fare  thee  well  a  while.  [Exit. 

Mef.    At  your  noble  pleafure. 

y/«/.    From  Sicyon  how  the  news  ?   Speak  there. 

1  Jtt.  The  man  from  Sicyon. — Is  there  fuch  an  one? 

2  Jtt.  He  flays  upon  your  will. 
Jnt.     Let  him  appear. 

Thefe  Itrong  Egyptian  fetters  I  mufl  break. 

Enter  a  fecond  MeJJenger , 

Or  lofe  myfelf  in  dotage. — What  are  you? 

2  Mef,    Fulvia  thy  wife  Is  dead. 

Ant,     Where  died  fhe  ? 

2  Mef    In  Sicyon  : 
Her  length  of  ficknefs,  with  what  elfe  more  ferlous 
Importeth  thee  to  know,  this  bears.  \Gives  a  Letter. 

Ant.    Forbear  me. —  \^Exit  Adeffenger, 

There's  a  great  fpirit  gone  !  Thus  did  I  defire  it : 
What  our  contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us 
We  wifti  it  ours  again ;  the  prefent  pleafure. 
By  revolution  lowering,  does  become 
The  oppofite  of  itfelf*  file's  good,  being  gone; 
The  hand  could  pluck  her  back  that  fliov'd  her  on. 

I  mufl 
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I  i2juft  from  this  enchanting  queei^  bre^k  off"; 
Ten  thoufand  harms,  more  thaji  the  ills  I  know, 
My  idlenefs  doth  hatch. — How  now!  Enobarbus! 

JBnier  Enobarbus. 

Eno.    What's  your  pleafure,  fir  ? 
j^nt.    I  muft  with  hafte  from  hence. 
Eno.    Why,  then  we  kill  all  our  women  :  we  fee  how 
mortal  an  unkindnefs  is  to  them ;  if  they  fuifer  our  de^ 
parture,  -death's  the  word. 
J/it.    I  muft  be  gone.o 

Eno.  Under  a  cornpelling  occafion  let  women  die :  it 
were  pity  to  caft  them  away  for  nothing ;  though,  be- 
tween th?m  and  a  great  caufe,  they  fhould  be  efteem'd 
nothing.  Cleopatra,  catching  but  the  leaft  noife  of  this, 
dies  inii-antly;  I  have  feen  her  die  twenty  times  upon  far 
poorer  moment;  I  do  think  there  is  mettle  in  death, 
which  commits  fome  loving  a£l  upon  her,  fhe  hath  fuch  a 
celerity  in  dying, 

Jnt.    She  is  cunning  p.aft  man's  tb^ought. 

Eno.  Alack,  fir,  no ;  her  paffions  are  made  of  nothino- 
but  the  fineft  part  of  pure  love  :  vi^e  cannot  call  her  winds 
and  waters  fighs  and  tears ;  they  are  greater  ftorms  and 
tempefts  than  almanacs  can  report :  this  cannot  be  cun- 
ning in  her  j  if  it  be,  fhe  m.akes  a  fhower  of  rain  as  well 
as  Joye- 

J^nt.  'Would  I  had  never  feen  her  ! 

Eno.  O,  fir,  you  had  then  left  unfeen  a  wonderful  piece 
of  work ;  which  not  to  have  been  bleft  withal  vi^ould  have 
difcredited  your  travel. 

j^nt.    Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.    Sir  ! 

Jnt.    Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.    Fulvia  ? 

Jnt.    Dead. 

Eno.  Why,  fir,  give  the  gods  a  thankful  facrifice. 
When  it  pleafeth  their  deities  to  take  the  wife  of  a  man 
from  him,  it  fhews  to  man  the  tailors  of  the  earth  ;  com- 
forting therein,  that,  when  old  robes  are  worn  out,  there 
ar^  members  to  make  new.  If  thqre  were  no  more  women 

but 
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but  Fulvia,  then  had  you  indeed  a  cut,  and  the  cafe  to 
be  lamented  :  this  grief  is  crownM  with  confolation ;  your 
old  fmock  brings  forth  a  new  petticoat ;  — and,  indeed,  the 
tears  live  in  an  onion  that  ihould  water  this  forrow. 

J77t.  The  bufinefs  (lie  hath  broach'd  in  the  ftate 
Canaot  endure  my  abfence. 

Eno.  And  the  bufmefs  you  have  broached  here  cannot 
be  without  you;  efpecially  that  of  Cleopatra's,  whiclj 
•wholly  depends  on  your  abode.  ,  ^.-f 

Ant,    No  more  light  anfwers.     Let  our  ofHcer$ 
Have  notice  what  we  purpofe :  I  fhall  break 
The  caufe  of  our  expedience  to  the  queen, 
And  get  her  love  to  part.     For  not  alone 
The  death  of  Fulvia,  with  more  urgent  touches. 
Do  flrongly  fpeak  to  us;  but  the  letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  friends  in  Rome 
Petition  us  at  home :   Sextus  Pompeius 
Hath  given  the  dare  to  Caefar,  and  commands 
The  empire  of  the  fea :   our  flippery  people' 
( Whofe  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  deferver 
-Till  his  deferts  are  paft)  begin  to  thtow 
Pompey  the  great,  and  all  his  dignities, 
Upon  his  fon ;  who,  high  in  name  and  power, 
Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life,  ftands  up  ^ 
iFor  the  main  foldier ;  whofe  quality,  going  on, 
The  fides  o'the  world  may  danger :  Much  is  breedings 
Which,  like  the  courfer's  hair,  hath  yet  but' life,      "     ' 
And  not  a  ferpent's  poifon.     Say,  our  pleafure 
To  firch  whofe  place  is  under  us,  requires 
Our  quick  remave  from  hence. 

Eno,    I  fhall  do't.-  [Exeunt. 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas» 

'  Cleo,    Where  is  he  ?   ' 
Char,  I  did  not  fee  him  fmce. 

Cleo,-  See  where  he  is,  who's  with  him,  what  he  does:— - 
1  did  net  feud  you  i — if  you  find  him  fad, 

8       .  .  .■■      .  ^  Say 
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Say  I  am  dancing  ;  if  in  mirth,  report 
That  I  am  fudden  fick  :  Qiiick,  and  return. 

[Exit,  Alex, 

Char,  Madam,  methinks  if  )^ou  did  love  him  dearly. 
You  do  not  hold  the  method  to  enforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cko.   What  fhould  I  do,  I  do  not  ? 

Char,  In  each  thing  give  him  way,  crofs  him  in  nothing. 

Cleo.  Thou  teacheft  like  a  fool  :  the  way  to  lofe  him. 

Cbar.  Tempt  him  not  fo  too  far :  I  wiih,  forbear  j 
In  time  we  hate  that  which  v/e  often  fear. 

Enter  Antony, 

But  here  comes  Antony. 

Cieo.  I  am  fick  and  fullen. 

J?2t,  I  am  fprry  to  give  breathing  to  my  purpofe.— - 

Qeo.  Help  me  away,  dear  Charmian,  I  fhall  fall  i 
It  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  fides  of  nature 
Will  not  fuflain  it. 

y////.  Now,  my  deareft  queen 

Cleo.  Pray  you,  Hand  farther  from  me. 

Jnt.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Clgo.  I  know,  by  that  fame  eye,  there's  fome  good  news* 
What  fays  the  marry'd  woman  ? — You  may  go ; 
'Would  fhe  had  never  given  you  leave  to  come  ! 
Let  her  not  fay  'tis  I  that  keep  you  here, 
I  have  no  power  upon  you  ;  her's  you  are. 

j^nt.  The  gods  beft  know — 

Geo.   O,  never  was  there  queen 
So  mightily  betray'd  !  Yet,  at  the  firfl, 
I  faw  the  treafons  planted. 

J?2t.  Cleopatra—  ^ 

Geo.  Why  fliould  I  think  you  can  be  mine,  and  true. 
Though  you  in  fwearing  fhake  the  throned  gods. 
Who  have  been  falfe  to  Fulvia  ?  Riotous  madnefs^ 
To  be  entangled  with  thofe  mouth-made  vows 
Which  break  themfelves  in  fwearing  ! 

u^nt,   Moft  fvveet  queen — 

Geo.  Nay,  pray  you,  feek  no  colour  for  your  going, 
But  bid  farewell,  and  go  :  when  you  fu'd  flaying, 
Tlien  was  the  time  for  word  :  No  going  then  j — 

Eternity 
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Eternity  was  in  our  lips  and  eyes ; 
Biifs  in  our  brows  bent ;  none  our  parts  (o  poor. 
But  was  a  race  of  heaven  :  They  are  fo  ftill, 
Or  thou,  the  greateft  foldier  of  the  world, 
Art  turn'd  the  greateft  liar. 
y/nt.  How  now,  lady  ! 

Cleo,  I  would  I  had  thy  inches  5  thou  {hould*ft  know 
There  was  a  heart  in  Egypt. 

j{nt.  Hear  me,  queen : 
The  ftrong  necelTity  of  time  commands 
Our  fervices  a  while  ;  but  my  full  heart 
Remains  in  ufe  with  you.     Our  Italy 
Shines  o'er  with  civil  fwords :   Sextus  PompeiuS 
Makes  his  approaches  to  the  port  of  Rome  : 
Equality  of  two  domeftic  powers 

Breeds  fcrupulous  fa61:ion  :  The  hated,  grown  to  ftrength, 
Are  newly  grown  to  love  :  the  condemned  Pompey, 
Rich  in  his  father's  honour,  creeps  apace 
Into  the  hearts  of  fuch  as  have  not  thriv'd 
Upon  the  prefent  ftate,  whofe  numbers  threaten ; 
And  quietnefs,  grown  fick  of  reft,  would  purge 
By  any  defperate  change.     My  more  particular. 
And  that  which  moft  with  you  ftiould  fafe  my  going, 
Is  Fulvia's  death. 

Cleo.  Though  age  from  folly  could  not  give  me  freedom, 
It  does  from  childiihnefs  : — Can  Fulviadie? 

Jnt.   She's  dead,  my  queen  : 
Look  here,  and,  at  thy  fovereign  leifure,  read 
The  garboiis  ftie  awak'd  ;  at  the  laft,  beft  : 
See  when  and  where  ftie  died. 

Cleo.  O,  m.oft  falfe  love  ! 
Where  be  the  facred  vials  thou  fhould'ft  fill 
With  forrowful  water  ?  Now  I  fee,  I  fee 
In  Fulvia's  death  how  mine  received  iball  be. 

Jnt.  Quarrel  no  more,  but  be  prepar'd  to  know 
The  puipofes  I  bear  j  which  are,  or  ceafe, 
As  you  fhall  give  the  advice  :   By  the  fire 
That  quickens  Nilus'  flime,  I  go  from  hence 
Thy  foldier,  fervant^  making  peace,  or  war, 
As  thou  affea'ft. 

C/es* 
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Geo,  Cut  my  lace,  Gharmian,  come  ;  — - 
But  let  It  be,— I  am  quickly  ill,  and  well : 
So  Antony  loves. 

Jnt,  My  precious  queen,  forbear  ; 
And  orive  true  evidence  to  his  love,  v^^hlch  llan4s 

to  ' 

An  honourable  trial. 

Cieo,  So  Fulvia  told  me. 
I  pr'ythee,  turn  afide,  and  vi^eep  for  her  ; 
Then  bid  adieu  to  me,  and  fay  the  tears 
Belong  to  Egypt :  Good  now,  play  one  fcene 
Of  excellent  diifembling  ;  and  let  it  look 
Like  perfect  honour. 

Ant,  You'll  heat  my  blood  :  no  more. 

Cleo.  You  can  do  better  yet ;  but  this  is  meetly. 

Ant,  Now,  by  my  fword — 

Cleo.  And  target— Still  he  mends  ; 
But  this  Is  not  the  beil,  look,  prithee,  Gharmian, 
How  this  Herculean  Roman  does  become 
The  carriage  of  his  chafe. 

Ant,  ril  leave  you,  lady. 

Cleo.  Courteous  lord,  one  word. 
£ir,  you  and  I  muft  part — but  that's  not  it : 
Sir,  you  and  1  have  lov'd — but  there's  not  it ; 
That  you  know  well :  Something  it  is  I  would— 
O,  my  oblivion  is  a  very  Antony, 
And  I  am  ail-forgotten. 

Ant.  But  that  your  royalty 
Holds  idlenefs  your  fubje^t,  I  fhould  tak6  you 
For  idlenefs  itfelf. 

Cleo,  'Tis  fweating  labour 
To  bear  fuch  idlenefs  fo  near  the  heart 
As  Cleopatra  this.     But,  fir,  forgive  me; 
Since  my  becomings  kill  me,  when  they  do  not 
Eye  well  to  you  :  Your  honour  calls  you  hence  ;- 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  unpitied  folly. 
And  all  the  gods  go  with  you  !  Upon  your  fword 
Sit  laurell'd  viilory  !  and  fmooth  fuccefs 
Be  ftrew'd  before  your  feet ! 
Ant.  Let  us  go.     Gome ; 
Our  feparation  ^o  abides,  and  flies, 

That 
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That  thou,  refiding  here,  go'ft  yet  with  rae, 

And  I,  hence  fleeting,  here  remain  with  thee. 

Away.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     IV.        Cafars  Palace  in  Rome. 

Enter  OcTAVius  GiESAji,  Lepidus,  and  Attendants. 

Caf,  You  may  fee,  Lepidus,  and  henceforth  know 
3t  is  not  Caefar's  natural  vice  to  hate 
'One  great  competitor  :  From  Alexandria 
This  is  the  news  ;  he  fiihes,  drinks,  and  wafles 
The  lamps  of  night  in  revel  :  is  not  more  manlike 
Than  Cleopatra ;  nor  the  queen  of  Ptolemy 
More  womanly  than  he  :  hardly  give  audi-ence,  or 
Vouchfaf  M  to  think  he  had  partners  :  You  ftiali  find  therf? 
A  man,  who  is  the  abflracl:  of  all  faults 
That  all  men  follow. 

Lep»  I  mull:  not  think  there  are 
Evils  enough  to  darken  all  his  goodnefs  :  • 
His  faults,  in  him,  feem  as  the  fpots  of  heaven. 
More  fiery  by  night's  blacknefs  ;  hereditary 
Rather  than  purchas'd ;  what  he  cannot  change. 
Than  what  he  choofes. 

Ccef.  You  are  too  indulgent :    Let  us  grant,  it  is  not 
Amifs  to  tumble  on  the  bed  of  Ptolemy ; 
To  give  a  kingdom  for  a  mirth;  to  fit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  tippling  with  a  flave ; 
To  reel  the  ftreets  at  noon,  and  ftand  the  buffet 
With  knaves  that  fmell  of  fweat :  fay,  this  becomes  hlrn 
(As  his  compofure  muft  be  rare  indeed. 
Whom  thefe  things  cannot  blemifh),  yet  muft  Antony 
No  way  excufe  his  foils,  when  we  do  bear 
So  great  weight  in  his  llghtnefs  :  If  he  fill'd 
His  vacancy  with  his  voluptuoufnefs. 
Full  furfeits,  and  the  drynefs  of  his  bones. 
Call  on  him  for't :   but,  to  confound  fuch  time— 
TW  drums  him  from  his  fport,  and  fpeaks  as  loud 
As  his  own  ftate,  and  ours — 'tis  to  be  chid 
As  we  rate  boys ;  who,  being  mature  in  knowledge^ 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  prefent  pleafure. 
And  fo  rebel  to  jiidgment. 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Js£p,  Here's  more  news. 

'Jkldf,  Thy  biddings  have  been  done  ;  and  every  hour, 
Moft  noble  Csefar,  fhalt  thou  have  report 
Hovv^  'tis  abroad.     Pompey  is  ftrong  at  fca; 
And  it  appears  he  is  belov'd  of  thofe 
That  only  have  fear'd  Csfar :  to  the  ports 
The  difcontents  repair,  and  men's  reports 
.Give  him  much  wrongM. 

Caf.  I  fhould  have  knovvrn  no  lefs:—  / 

It  hath  been  taught  us  from  the  primal  flate. 
That  he  vt^hich  is  v^as  wifh'd  until  he  were ; 
And  the  ebb'd  man  ne'er  lov'd,  till  ne'er  worth  loye, 
Comes  dear^d,  by  being  lack'd.     This  common  body. 
Like  to  a  vagabond  flag  upon  the  ftream, 
Goes  to  and  back,  lackying  the  varying  tide 
To  rot  itfelf  with  motion. 

Afef.  Csefar,  I  bring  thee  word, 
Menecrates  and  Menas,  famous  pirates, 
'Make  the  Tea  ferve  them ;  which  they  ear  and  wound 
With  keels  of  every  kind :   Many  hot  inroads 
They  make  In  Italy:  the  borders  maritime 
Lack  blood  to  think  on't,  and  flufh  youth  revolt : 
Jvio  vefTel  can  peep  forth,  but  'tis  as  foon 
Taken  as  feen ;  for  Pompey's  name  ftrikes  more 
Than  could  his  war  refifted, 

Cisf.  Antony, 
Leave  thy  lafcivious  waflels.     When  thou  once 
Waft  beaten  from  Modena,  where  thou  flew'ft 
Hirtius  and  Panfa,  confuls,  at  thy  heel 
Did  famine  follow  ;  whom  thou  fought'ft  agalnfl. 
Though  daintily  brought  up,  with  patience  more 
Than  favages  could  fuffer  :  Thou  did'ft  drink 
The  ftale  of  horfes,  and  the  gilded  puddle 
W^hich  beafts  would  cough  at :   thy  palate  then  <3id  deign 
The  rougheft  berry  on  the  rudeft  hedge  ; 
Yea,  like  the  ftag,  when  fnow  the  pafture  flieets, 
The  barks  of  trees  thou  browfed'ft  :  on  the  Alps, 
It  is  reported,  thou  did'ft  eatftrange  flefb, 
Which  fome  did  die  to  look  on  :   And  all  this 
(It  wounds  thine  honour  that  I  fpeak  it  now) 

Was 
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Was  borne  fo  like  a  foldier,  that  thy  cheek 
So  much  as  lank'd  not. 

Lep,  It  is  pity  of  him. 

Caf.  Let  his  fhames  quickly 
Drive  him  to  Rome  :  Time  is  it  that  we  twain 
Did  ihew  ourlelves  i'the  fields   and,  to  that  end, 
Afiemble  me  immediate  council :   Pompey 
Thrives  in  our  idlenefs. 

Lep,  To-morrow,  Csfar, 
I  fhall  be  furnifh'd  to  inform  you  rightly 
Both  what  byfea  and  land  I  can  be  able 
To  'front  this  prefent  time. 

Qsf.  'Till  which  encounter 
It  is  my  bufmefs  too.     Farewell. 

Lep.  Farewellj  my  lord:  What  you  fhall  know  mean- 
time 
Of  ftirs  abroad,  I  fhall  befeech  you,  fir. 
To  let  me  be  partaker, 

Cisf.  Doubt  it  not,  lir ;  I  knew  it  for  my  bond,  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E     V.       The  Palace  in  Alexandria, 
Enter  Cleofatp.a^  Charmian,  Iras,  ^w^Mardian. 

Cleo.  Charmian — 

Char.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Ha,  ha— Give  me  to  drink  mandragora. 

Char,  Why,  madam  ? 

Cleo.  That  I  might  fleep  out  this  great  gap  of  time 
My  Antony  is  away. 

Char.  You  think  of  him  too  much« 

C^co.  O,  'tis  treafon  ! 

Char,  Madam,  I  trull,  not  fo. 

Cleo,  Thou,  eunuch  !  Mardian  ! 

Mar,  What's  your  highnefs'  pleafure  ? 

Cleo.  Not  now  to  hear  thee  fmg  ;  I  take  no  pleafure 
In  auf^ht  an  eunuch  has  :  'Tis  well  for  thee. 
That,  being  unfeminar'd,  thy  freer  thoughts 
May  not  fly  forth  of  Egypt.     Haft  thou  affedlions  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  gracious  madam. 

Cleo.  Indeed  ? 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Not  in  deed,  madam  ;  for  I  can  do  nothing 
But  what  in  deed  is  honeft  to  be  done : 
Yet  have  I  fierce  aftedions,  and  think 
What  Venus  did  with  Mars. 

Cleo.  O,  Charmian ! 
Where  think'ft  thou  he  is  now  ?   Stands  he,  or  fits  he? 
Or  does  he  walk  ?  or  is  he  on  his  horfe  ? 
O,  happy  horfe,  to  bear  the  weight  of  Antony ! 
Do  bravely,  horfe  !  for  wot'ft  thou  whom  thou  mov'ft  ? 
The  demy  Atlas  of  this  earth,  the  arm 
And  burgonet  of  man, — He's  fpeaking  now. 
Or  murmuring,  IVheres  my  ferptnt  of  old  Nile? 
For  fo  he  calls  me  ; — Now  I  feed  myfelf 
With  moft  delicious  poifon  : —Think  on  me. 
That  am  with  Phoebus'  amorous  pinches  black. 
And  wrinkled  deep  in  time  ?   Broad-fronted  Caefar, 
When  thou  waft  here  above  the  ground,  I  was 
A  niorfel  for  a  monarch:  and  great  Pompey 
Would  ftand,  and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my  brow  ; 
There  would  he  anchor  his  afpe6l,  and  die 
With  looking  on  his  life. 

Enter  AiEXAS. 

Alex.   Sovereign  of  Egypt,  hail ! 

Cleo.  How  much  unlike  art  thou  Mark  Antony  ! 
Yet)  coming  from  him,  that  great  medicine  hath 

With  his  tincSl  gilded  thee. 

How  goes  it  with  my  brave  Mark  Antony? 

Jkx.  Laft  thing  he  did,  dear  queen, 
FTe  kifs'd,  the  laft  of  many  doubled  kifTes, 
This  orient  pearl  j — His  fpeech  fticks  in  my  heart. 

Cleo.  Mine  ear  muft  pluck  it  thence. 

Alex.  Good  friend,  quoth  he. 
Say,  the  firm  Roman  to  great  Mgypt  fends 
This  treafure  of  an  oyfter:  at  whofe  footy 
71/  ?nend  the  pftty  -prefent^  I  zuill  piece 
Her  opulent  throne  with  kingdoms  \  All  the  eajiy 
Say  thou,  fhall  call  her  miftrefs.     So  he  nodded, 
Andfoberly  did  mount  an  arm-gaunt  fteed. 
Who  neigh'd  fo  high,  that  what  I  would  hav^e  fpoke 
Was  beaftly  dumb'd  by  him, 

Cko* 
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Cleo.  What,  was  he  fad  or  merry  ? 

Alex,  Like  to  the  time  o'the  year  between  the  extremes 
Of  hot  and  cold,  he  was  nor  fa^l  nor  merry. 

Cleo.   O,  well-divided  difpofition! — Note  him, 
Note  him,  good  Charmian,  'tis  thQ  man  j  but  note  him  : 
He  was  not  fad  ;  for  he  would  fhine  on  thofe 
That  make  their  looks  by  his  :  he  was  not  merry; 
Which  feem'd  to  tell  them  his  remembrance  lay. 
In  Egypt  with  his  joy  :  but  between  both  : 
O,  heavenly  mingle  I  Be'ft  thou  fad  or  merry. 
The  violence  of  either  thee  becomes; 
So  does  it  no  man  elfe. — Mct'ft  thou  my  pofts  ? 

Alex,  Ay,  madam,  twenty  fevxral  melTengers : 
Why  do  you  fend  fo  thick  ? 

Cleo.  Who's  born  that  day 
When  I  forget  to  fend  to  Antony, 
Shall  die  a  beggar.     Ink  and  paper,  Charmian. 
Welcome,  my  good  Alexas,     Did  I,  Charmian, 
Ever  love  Caefar  fo? 

Char.  O,  that  brave  Cj5efar ! 

Cleo,  Be  chok'd  with  fuch  another  emphafis  ! 
Say,  the  brave  Antony. 

Char.  The  valiant  Cacfar  I 

Cleo.  By  Ifis,  I  will  give  thee  bloody  teeth, 
If  thou  with  Caefar  paragon  again 
My  man  of  men. 

Char.  By  your  moft  gracious  pardon, 
I  fing  but  after  you. 

Cleo.  My  fallad  days  ! 
When  I  was  green  in  j  udgment ;  Cold  in  blood. 
To  fay  as  I  faid  then  ! — But  come,  away ; 
Get  me  ink  and  paper ;-  he  fhall  have  every  day 
A  feveral  greetings  or  Til  unpeople  iEgypt.  [Exeutif. 
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ACT      II. 

SCENE    I.      Mejftna.     PomfeyV  HquJc. 

Enter  Pompey,  Menecrates,  and  Menas, 

Pompey. 

IF  the  great  gods  be  juft,  they  fhall  affift 
The  deeds  of  jufleit  men. 

Men»  Know,  worthy  Pompey, 
That  what  they  do  delay,  they  not  d^ny. 

Pomp,  Whiles  we  are  fuitors  to  their  throne,  decays 
The  thing  we  fue  for. 

Men.  We,  ignorant  of  ourfelves, 
Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wife  powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good  :  fo  find  we  profit 
By  lofing  of  our  prayers. 

Pomp,  I  fhall  do  well : 
The  people  love  me,  and  the  fea  is  mine ; 
My  power's  a  crefcent,  and  my  auguring  hope 
Says  it  will  come  to  the  full.     Mark  Antony 
In  ^gypt  fits  at  dinner,  and  v/ill  make 
No  wars  without  doors  :  Csefar  gets  money  where 
He  lofes  hearts  :   Lepidus  flatters  both, 
Of  both  is  flatter'd  j  but  he  neither  loves. 
Nor  either  cares  for  him. 

Men.  Caefar  and  Lepidus  are  in  the  field ; 
A  mighty  firength  they  carry. 

Pomp,  Where  have  you  this  ?  'tis  falfe. 

Men.  From  Silvius,  fir. 

Pomp.  He  dreams ;  I  know  they  are  in  Rome  together 
Looking  for  Antony  :    But  all  the  charms  of  love, 
Salt  Cleopatra,  foften  thy  wan  lip  I 
Let  v/itchcraft  join  v/ith  beauty,  lufl  with  both  ! 
Tie  up  the  libertine  in  a  field  of  feafts, 
Keep  his  brain  fuming  ;  Epicurean  cooks, 
Sharpen  with  cloylefs  fauce  his  appetite  ; 
That  fleep  and  feeding  may  prorogue  his  honour, 
Even  'till  a  Lethe'd  dulnefs — How  now,  Varrius  ? 

Ente7- 
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Enter  Varrius. 
Var.  This  is  moft  certain  that  I  fhall  deliver  I 
Mark  Antony  is  every  hour  in  Rome 
Expe6le(l  5  fince  he  went  from  ^gypt,  'tis 
A  (pace  for  farther  travel. 

Pomp.  I  could  have  given  lefs  matter 
A  better  ear. — Menas,  I  did  not  think 
This  amorous  furfeiter  would  have  don'd  his  helrB 
For  fuch  a  petty  war  :  his  foldierfhip 
Is  twice  the  other  twain  :  But  let  us  rear 
The  higher  our  opinion,  that  our  ftirring 
Can  from  the  lap  of  ^Egypt's  widow  pluck 
The  ne'er  luft- wearied  Antony, 

Men.  I  cannot  hope, 
Csfar  and  Antony  fhall  well  greet  together : 
His  wife,  that's  dead,  did  trefpafles  to  Csefar ; 
His  brother  warr'd  upon  himj  although,  I  think> 
Not  mov'd  by  Antony. 

Pomp.  I  know  not,  Menas, 
How  lefler  enmities  may  give  way  to  greater, 

Wer't  not  that  we  ftand  up  againft  them  all, 

'Twere  pregnant  they  fhould  fquare  between  themfelves : 

For  they  have  entertained  caufe  enough 

To  draw  their  fwords  :   but  hov/  the  fear  of  us 

May  cement  their  divifions,  and  bind  up 

The  petty  difference,  we  yet  not  know. 

Be  it  as  our  gods  will  have  It !  It  only  ftands 

Our  lives  upon,  to  ufe  our  ftrongeft  hands. 

Come,  Menas.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     IL     Rome, 
EfJter  Enobarbus  ^w^Lepidus. 
Lep.  Good  Enobarbus,  'tis  a  worthy  deed, 
And  fhall  become  you  well,  to  entreat  your  captain 
To  foft  and  gentle  fpeech. 
Em.  I  ihall  entreat  him 
To  anfwer  like  himfelf :  If  Caefarmove  him, 
Let  Antony  look  over  Csefar's  head, 
And  fpeak  as  loud  as  Mars.     By  Jupiter, 

Were 
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Were  I  the  wearer  of  Antonius'  beard, 
I  would  iiot  fhav't  to-day. 

Lep.  *  I  is  noi:  a  time  for  private  ftomaching, 

Eno,  Every  time 
Serves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  borne  in  it. 

Lep,  But  fmall  to  greater  matters  muft  give  way, 

Eno.  Not  if  the  fmall  come  firft. 

Lep.  Your  fpeech  is  paffion : 
But,  pray  you,  ftir  no  embers  up.     Here  comes 
The  noble  Antony. 

Enter  Antony  and  Ventidius. 
Eno.  And  yonder  Caefar. 

Enter  C^sar,  Mecjenas,  ^«i  Agrippa. 

Ant.  If  we  compofe  well  here,  to  Parthia : 
Hark  you,  Ventidius* 

Caf.  I  do  not  know^ 
Mecaenas  ;  afk  Agrippa. 

Lep.  Noble  friends, 
That  which  combin'd  us  was  moft  great ;  and  let  not 
A  leaner  adion  rend  us.     What's  amifs. 
May  it  be  gently  heard  :   When  we  debate 
Our  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murder  in  healing  wounds  :  Then,  noble  partners, 
(The  rather,  for  I  earneftly  befeech) 
Touch  you  the  foureft  points  with  fweeteft  terms. 
Nor  curftnefs  grow  to  the  matter. 

Ant,  ^Tis  fpoken  well : 
Were  we  before  our  armies,  and  to  fight, 
I  fhould  do  thus. 

Ccef.  \v  elcome  to  Rome. 

Ant.  Thank  you. 

O/  Sit. 

Ant.  Sit,  fir! 

C^sf.  Nay,  then — 

Ant.  I  learn  you  take  things  ill  which  are  not  fo  ; 
Or  being,  concern  you  not. 

C^f.  I  muft  be  laugh 'd  at, 
If,  or  for  nothing,  or  a  little,  I 
Should  fav  myfelf  offended  5  and  with  vou 

C  '  Chiefly 
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Chiefly  i'the  world :  more  laughM  at,  that  I  fhould 
Once  name  you  derogately,  when  to  found  your  nama 
It  not  concerned  me. 

Jnt.  My  being  in  ^gypt,  Caefar, 
What  was't  to  you  ? 

C^df.  No  more  than  my  refiding  here  at  Rome 
Might  be  to  you  in  ^^gypt :  Yet,  if  you  there 
Did  pra6life  on  my  ftate,  your  being  in  ^gypt 
Might  be  my  queftion. 

j^fit.  How  intend  you^  praclis'd  ? 

Caf.  You  may  be  pleas'd  to  catch  at  mine  intent. 
By  what  did  here  befall  me.     Your  wife  and  brother 
Made  wars  upon  me ;  and  their  conteftation 
Was  theme  for  you — you  were  the  word  of  war. 

J?it,  You  do.  miftake  your  bufmefs  ;  my  brother  never 
Did  urge  me  in  this  a£i :  I  did  inquire  it  5 
And  have  my  learning  from  fome  true  reports, 
That  drew  their  fwords  with  you.     Did  he  not  rather 
Difcredit  my  authority  with  yours  j 
And  make  the  wars  alike  againft  my  flomach, 
Having  alike. your  ^aufe  ?  Of  this  my  letters 
Before  did  fatisfy  you.     If  you'll  patch  a  quarrel. 
As  matter  whole  you  have  not  to  make  it  with, 
It  muft  not  be  with  this. 

C^J,  You  praife  yourfelf 
By  laying  defecSls  of  judgment  to  me  3  but 
You  patched  up  your  excufes. 

Ant.  Not  io^  not  fo  5 
I  know  you  could  not  lack,  I  am  certain  on'tj 
Very  necefiity  of  this  thought,  that  I^ 
The  partner  in  the  caufe  'gainil  which  he  fought, 
Could  not  with  graceful  eyes  attend  thofe  v/ars 
Which  fronted  mine  own  peace.     As  for  my  wife, 
I  would  you  had  her  fpirit  m  fuch  another : 
The  third  o'the  world  is  yours ;   which  v/ith  a  fnaffle 
You  mxay  pace  eafy,  but  not  fuch  a  wife. 

Eno.  'Would  we  had  fuch  wives,  that  the  men 
Ivlight  go  to  wars  with  the  women  ! 

Ant,   So  much  uncurbable,  her  garboil?,  Csefar, 
Made  out  of  her  impatience  (which  not  v^-anted 
Shrewdnefs  of  policy  too)  I  grieving;  grant, 

Did 
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Did  you  too  much  dlfquiet :  for  that,  you  muft 
But  fay  I  could  not  help  it. 

Cief  I  wrote  to  you 
When  1  loting  in  Alexandria  ;   you 
Did  pocket  up  my  letters,  and  v/ith  taunts 
Did  gibe  my  miliive  out  o{  audience. 

Ant.   Sir,  he  fell  on  me,  ere  admitted  ;  then 
Three  kings  I  had  newly  feafted,  and  did  want 
Of  what  I  was  i'the  morning  :   but,  next  day, 
I  told  him  of  myfelf;  which  was  as  much 
As  to  have  afk'd  him  pardon :  Let  this  fellow 
Be  nothing  of  our  ftrife  ;  if  we  contend. 
Out  of  our  queftion  wipe  him. 

Caf.  You  have  broken  ^ 

The  article  of  your  oath ;  which  you  fhall  never 
Have  tongue  to  charge  me  with. 
Lep,   Soft,  Cssfar. 
Ant.  No,  Lepidus,  let  him  fpeak  ; 
The  honour  is  lacred  which  he  talks  on  now, 
Suppofmg  that  I  lack'd  it : — But  on,  Csfar  ;— 

The  article  of  my  oath 

Ca:f.  To  lend  me  arms  and  aid  when  I  requir'd  them  ^ 
The  which  you  both  deny'd. 

Ant,  Neglected  rather ; 
And  then,  when  poifon'd  hours  had  bound  me  up 
From  mine  own  knowledge.     As  nearly  as  I  may, 
I'll  play  the  penitent  to  you  :  but  mine  honefty 
Shall  not  make  poor  my  greatnefs,  nor  my  power 
Work  without  it :  Truth  is,  that  Fulvia, 
To  have  me  out  of  ^gypt,  made  wars  here  ; 
For  which  myfelf,  the  ignorant  motive,  do 
So  far  aik  pardon  as  befits  mine  honour 
To  ftoop  in  fuch  a  cafe. 
Lep.  'Tis  nobly  fpoken. 

Mec.  If  it  might  pleaie  you  to  enforce  no  further 
The  griefs  between  you  :  to  forget  them  quite, 
"Were  to  remember  that  the  prefent  need 
Speaks  to  atone  you. 

Lep.  Worthily  fpoken,  Mecsnas. 
Eno.  Or,  if  you  borrow  one  another's  love  for  the  in-^ 
flant,  you  may,  when  you  hear  no  more  v^ords  of  Pompey, 
C  2  retura 
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return  it  again  :  you  fhall  hav5  time  to  wrangle  in,  whetl 
you  have  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

Ant,  Thou  art  a  foldier  only;  fpeak  no  more. 

Eno.  That  truth  ihould  be  filent  I  had  almoft  fofgot. 

Ant.  You  wrong  this  prefence,  therefore  fpeak  no  more. 

Eno.  Go  to  then  ;  your  confiderate  ftone. 

Caf.  I  do  not  much  diflike  the  matter,  but 
The  manner  of  his  fpeech :  for  it  cannot  be 
We  fhall  remain  in  friendfhip,  our  conditions 
So  differing  in  their  a6ls.     Yet,  if  I  knev/ 
What  hoop  (hould  hold  us  ftaunch,  from  edge  to  edge 
O'  the  world  I  would  purfue  it. 

Agr.  Give  me  leave,  Caefar— 

Ccsf.   Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agr,  Thou  haft  a  fifter  by  the  mother's  fide, 
Admir'd  Oftavia :  great  Mark  Antony 
Is  now  a  widower. 

Ccef.   Say  not  fo,  Agrippa; 
If  Cleopatra  heard  you,  your  reproof 
Were  well  defeiv'd  of  ralhnefs. 

Ant.  I  am  not  married,  Caefar :  let  me  hear 
Agrippa  further  fpeak. 

Agr,  To  hold  you  in  perpetual  amity, 
To  make  you  brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearts 
With  an  unflipping  knot,  take  Antony 
OtSlavia  to  his  wife  :  whofe  beauty  claims 
No  worfe  a  hufband  than  the  beil:  of  men  ; 
Whofe  virtue,  and  whofe  general  graces,  fpeak 
That  which  none  elfe  can  utter.     By  this  marriage. 
All  little  jeaioufies,  which  now  feem  great. 
And  all  great  fears,  which  now  import  their  dangers. 
Would  then  be  nothing  :  truths  would  be  tales 
Where  now  half  tales  be  truths  :  her  love  to  both 
Would,  each  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both, 
Draw  after  her.     Pardon  what  I  have  fpokej 
For  'tis  a  Pcudied,  not  a  prefent,  thought. 
By  duty  ruminated. 

Ant.  Will  Csefar  fpeak  ? 

Caf,  Not  'till  he  hears  how  Antony. is  touch'd 
Vv^ith  what  is  fpoke  already. 

ATit,  What  power  is  in  Agrippa, 
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If  I  would  fay,  Agrippa  he  it  fo^ 
To  make  this  good  ? 

Ct^.  The  power  of  Casfarj  and 
His  power  unto  Odlavia. 

Ant,  A4ay  I  never 
To  this  good  purpofe,  that  fo  fairly  fhews, 
Dream  of  impediment ! — Let  me  have  thy  hand  : 
Further  this  ail  of  grace  ;  and,  from  this  hour. 
The  heart  of  brothers  govern  in  our  loves. 
And  fway  our  great  defigns  ! 

Cisf.  There  js  my  hand. 
A  filter  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  brother 
Did  ever  love  fo  dearly  :  Let  her  live 
To  join  our  kingdoms  and  our  hearts;  and  never 
Fly  off  our  loves  again  ! 
Lep.  Happily,  amen  ! 

Ant,  I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  fword  'galnft  Pompey; 
For  he  hath  laid  ftrange  courtefies,  and  great, 
Of  late  upon  me  :  I  muil  thank  him  only, 
Left  my  remembrance  fuffer  ill  report ; 
At  heel  of  that  defy  him. 

Lep,  Time  calls  upon  us  : 
Of  us  muft  Pompey  prefently  be  fought. 
Or  elfe  he  fceks  out  us. 
Ant,  Where  lies  he  ? 
Ceef.  About  the  mount  Mifenum. 
Ant,  What  is  his  ftrength  by  land  ? 
Ccef.  Great,  and  increafmg  :  but  by  fea  » 

He  is  an  abfolute  mafter. 

Ant,  So  is  the  fame. 
'Would  we  had  fpoke  together  !  Hafte  we  for  it : 
Yet,  ere  we  put  ourfelves  in  arms,  difpatch  wc 
The  bufmefs  we  have  talk'd  of. 

Caf,  With  moft  gladnefs  ; 
And  do  invite  you  to  my  fitter's  view. 
Whither  ftraight  I  will  lead  you. 

Ant.  Let  us,  Lepidus, 
Not  lack  your  company. 
Lep,  Noble  Antony, 
Not  ficknefs  fhould  detain  me. 

[Flourijh,     Exeunt  CiES,  Ant.  andLzp. 
Mec,  Welcome  from  JEs^ypU  fir. 
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Eno.  Half  the  heart  of  Caefar  worthy  Maecenas  !— My 
honourable  friend,  Agrippa ! 

Jgr,  Good  Enobarbus  ! 

Mec.  We  have  caufe  to  be  glad  that  matters  are  fo  well 
digefted.     You  ftay'd  well  by  it  in  ^^gypt. 

Eno,  Ay,  fir  ;  we  did  fleep  day  out  of  countenance,  and 
made  the  night  light  with  drinking. 

Mec.  Eight  wild  boars  roafted  whole  at  a  breakfaft,  and 
but  twelve  perfons  there  :  Is  this  true  ? 

Eno.  This  was  but  as  a  fly  by  an  eagle  :  we  had  much 
more  monftrous  matter  of  feafl:,  which  worthily  deferved 
noting. 

M^c.  She's  a  mod  triumphant  lady,  if  report  be  fquare 
to  her. 

Eno.  When  fhe  firfl:  met  Mark  Antony  fhe  purs'd  up 
his  heart  upon  the  river  of  Cydnus> 

Agr.  There  fhe  appear'd  indeed  3  or  my  reporter 
Devis'd  well  for  her. 

Eno.  I  will  tell  you  : 
The  barge  fhe  fat  in,  like  a  burnifh'd  throne, 
Burnt  on  the  water  :   the  poop  was  beaten  gold  ; 
Purple  the  fails,  and  fo  perfumed  that 
The   winds  were  love-fick  v/ith  them :    the   oars   wei'e 

filver ; 
Which  to  the  tune  of  flutes  kept  ftroke,  and  made 
The  water  v/hich  they  beat  to  follow  fafter. 
As  amorous  of  their  ftrokes.     For  her  own  perfon 
It  beggar'd  all  defcription  :  fhe  did  lie 
In  her  pavilion  (cloth  of  gold,  of  tifTue) 
O'er-picturing  that  Venus  where  we  fee 
The  fancy  outwork  nature  :  on  each  fide  her 
Stood  pretty  dimpled  boys,  like  fmiling  Cupids, 
With  divers-colour'd  fans,  whofe  wind  did  feem 
To  glow  the  delicate  cheeks  which  they  did  cool. 
And  what  they  undid,  did. 

Jgr.  O,  rare  for  Antony  ! 

Eno,   Her  gentlev/omen,  like  the  Nereides, 
So  many  mermaids,  tended  her  i'the  eyes. 
And  made  their  bends  adornings  :  at  the  helm 
A  feeming  mermaid  fleers;  the  filken  tackles 
Swell  with  the  touches  of  thofe  flower-fofc  hands 

'fhat 
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That  yarely  frame  the  office.     From  the  barge 
A  ftrange  invifible  perfume  hits  the  fenfe 
Of  the  adjacent  wharfs.     The  city  caft 
Her  people  out  upon  her  :  and  Antony, 
EnthronM  i'the  market-place,  did  fit  alone, 
Whiftling  to  the  air ;  which,  but  for  vacancy. 
Had  gone  to  gaze  o^  Cleopatra  too,  • 
And  made  a  gap  in  nature. 

Jgr,  Rare  Egyptian  ! 

Eno^  Upon  her  landing,  Antony  fent  to  her. 
Invited  her  to  fupper  :  fhe  reply'd 
It  fhould  be  better  he  became  her  gueft ; 
Which  fhe  entreated  :  Our  courteous  Antony, 
Whom  ne'er  the  word  of  no  woman  heard  fpeak, 
Being  barber'd  ten  times  o'er,  goes  to  the  feaft  ; 
And,  for  his  ordinary,  pays  his  heart 
For  what  his  eyes  ate  only. 

Agr.  Royal  wench ! 
She  made  great  Casfar  lay  his  fword  to  bed  ; 
He  plough'd  her,  and  fhe  cropt. 

Eno,  I  faw  her  once 
Hop  forty  paces  through  the  publick  ftreet : 
And,  having  loft  her  breath,  (he  fpoke,  and  panted. 
That  fhe  did  make  defeat  perfection. 
And,  breathlefs,  power  breathe  forth. 

Mec.  Now  Antony  muft  leave  her  utterly. 

Eno.  Never ;  he  will  not : 
Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  cuftom  ftale 
Her  infinite  variety :  Other  women  cloy 
The  appetites  they  feed  ;  but  fhe  makes  hungry 
Where  moft  fhe  fatislies.     For  vileft  things 
Become  themfelves  in  her;  that  the  holy  priefts 
Blefs  her  when  fhe  is  riggifh. 

Mec.  If  beauty,  wifdom,  modefty,  can  fettle 
The  heart  of  Antony,  0£tavia  is 
A  bleffed  lottery  to  him. 

Agr.  Let  us  go. — 
Good  Enobarbus,  make  yourfelf  my  guefl 
Whilft  you  abide  here. 

Bno,  Humbly,  fir,  I  thank  you.  [ Exeunt. 

*  .  C  4  SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 


Entir  CiESAR,  Antony,  Octavia  between  them'. 
Attendants^  and  a  Soothfayer. 

Ant.  The  world,  and  my  great  office,  will  fometimes 
Divide  me  from  your  bofom. 

O^a.  All  which  time 
Before  the  gods  my  knee  fhall  bow  in  prayers 
To  them  for  you. 

Ant,  Good  night,  fir. — My  Oftavia, 
Read  not  my  blemifhes  in  the  world's  report  : 
I  have  not  kept  my  fquare  :  but  that  to  come 
Shall  all  be  done  by  the  rule.     Good  night,  dear  lady, 

Odla.  Good  night,  fir. 

CceJ.  Good  night.  [Exeunt  Qms,  and  Oct  A* 

Art.  Now,  firrah  !  you  do  wifh  yourfelf  in  ^gypt  ? 

Sooth.  'Would  I  had  never  come  from  thence,  nor  you 
Thither! 

Ant.  If  you  can,  your  reafon  ? 

Sooth.  I  fee  it  in 
My  motion,  have  it  not  in  my  tongue  :  But  yet 
Hie  you  again  to  ^gypt. 

Ant.   Say  to  me, 
Whofe  fortunes  fhall  rife  higher,  Caefar's,  or  mine  ? 

Sc'jlh.  Caefar's. 
Therefore,  O  Antony,  ftay  not  by  his  fide  : 
Thy  daemon,  that's  thy  fpirit  which  keeps  thee,  is 
Noble,  courageous,  high,  unmatchable. 
Where  Ca^far's  is  not;  but,  near  him,  thy  angel 
Becomes  a  Fear,  a^  being  o'erpower'd  \  therefore 
Make  fpace  enough  between  you. 

Ant.  Speak  *^his  no  more.     ' 

Sooth.  To  none  but  thee ;  no  more,  but  when  to  thee. 
If  thou  doft  play  with  him  at  any  game. 
Thou  art  f.ire  to  lofe  ;  and,  of  that  natural  luck, 
He  beats  thee  'gainft  the  odds  ;  thy  luftre  thickens, 
When  he  lliines  by  :  I  fay  again,  thy  fpirit 
Is  ail  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him  j 
But,  he  away,  'tis  noble* 

Ant, 
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Ant,  Get  thee  gone : 
Say  to  Ventidius  i  would  fpeak  with  him: 

[^Exit  Sooihfayer. 
He  fhali  to  Parthia — Be  it  art,  or  hap. 
He  hath  fpoken  true  :   The  very  dice  obey  him  5  ^ 

And,  in  our  iports,  my  better  cunning  faints 
Under  his  chance  :  if  we  draw  lots,  he  fpeeds  : 
His  cocks  do  win  the  battle  ftill  of  mine. 
When  it  is  all  to  nought ;  and  his  quails  ever 
Beat  mine,  inhoop'd,  at  odds.     I  will  to  ^gypt : 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  my  peace. 

Enter  Ventidius. 
I'the  eaft  my  pleafure  lies. — O,  come,  Ventidius, 
You  muft  to  Parthia  ;  your  commiffion's  ready  ; 
Follow  me,  and  receive  it.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE   IV.      The  fame-,  a  Street. 
Enter  Lepidus,  Mecjenas,  and  i^gkivpa. 

Lep.  Trouble  yourfelves  no  farther :  pray  you,  haften 
Your  generals  after. 

Jgr.   Sir,  Mark  Antony 
Will  e'en  but  kifs  06tavia,  and  we'll  follow. 

Lep.  'Tis  I  fhall  fee  you  in  your  foldier's  drcfs, 
Which  will  become  you  both,  falewell. 

Mec,  We  fhall. 
As  1  conceive  the  journey,  be  at  mount 
Before  you,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  ftay  is  fhorter. 
My  purpofes  do  draw  me  much  about  j 
You'll  win  two  days  upon  me. 

Both.  Sir,  good  fuccefs  .' 

Lep.  Farewell.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE     V.      The  Palace  in  Alexandria. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas^  . 
Cleo.  Give  me  fome  mufick  j  mufick,  moody  food 
Of  us  that  trade  in  lovco 

OfnntSi 
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Omnes,  The  mufick,  ho! 

£n:er  MardiAN. 

Cleo.  Let  it  alone ;  let  us  to  billiards  :  come,  Charmian* 

Cbar,  My  arm  is  fore,  belt  play  with  Mardian. 

CIe/7.  As  well  a  woman  with  an  eunuch  play'd 
As  with  a  woman:— Come,  you'll  play  with  me,  fir? 

A^ar.  As  well  as  I  can,  madam. 

Cleo.  And  when  good-will  is  fhew'd,  though  it  come  too 
fhort, 
The  aclor  may  plead  pardon.     I'll  none  now : — 
Give  me  mine  angle —We'll  to  the  river  :   there, 
My  mufick  playing  far  ofF,  I  will  betray 
Tawny-finn'd  fiihes  :  my  bended  hook  fhall  pierce 
Their  flimy  jaws  ;  and,  as  I  draw  them  up,  " 
I'll  think  them  every  one  an  Antony, 
And  fay,  Ah,  ha!  you're  caught. 

Char,  'Twas  merry  when 
You  wager'd  on  your  angling;  when  your  driver. 
Did  hang  a  falt-fifh  on  his  hook,  v/hich  he 
With  fervency  drew  up. 

C/eo.  That  time  !' O  times  !        ■ 

I  laugh'd  him  out  of  patience,  and  that  night 
I  laugh'd  him  into  patience  :   and  next  morn, 
Ere  the  ninth  hour,  I  drank  him  to  his  bed ; 
Then  put  my  tires  and  mantles  on  him,  whilft 
I  wore  his  fword  Philippan.     O  !  from  Italy  j — . 
E^jter  a  Mcjfenger, 

Ram  thou  thy  fruitful  tidings  in  mine  ears. 
That  long  tim.e  have  been  barren. 

Mef,  Madam,  miadam  — 

Cleo.  Antony's  dead  ?— 
If  thou  fayfo,  villain,  thou  kilFft  thy  miflrefs  : 
But  w^ll  and  free. 

If  io  thou  yield  him,  there  is  gold,  and  here 
My  blueft  veins  to  kifs  ;  a  hand  that  kings 
Have  lipp'd,  and  trembled  kiffing. 

MeJ,  Firft,  madam,  he  is  well. 

Cleo,  Why,  there's  more  gold.     But,  firrah,  mark,  wc 
ufe 
To  fay  the  dead  are  well :  bring  it  to  that, 

The 
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The  gold  I  give  thee  v/ill  I  melt,  and  pour 
Down  thy  ill-uttering  throat- 

Mef,  Good  madam,  hear  me. 

Cleo.   Vv^ell,  go  to,  I  will ; 
But  there's  no  goodnefs  in  thy  face  :  If  Antony 
Be  free  and  healthful — fo  tart  a  favour 
To  trumpet  fuch  good  tidings  !   If  not  well, 
Thou  fliould'ft  come  like  a  fury  crovvn'd  with  fnakes. 
Not  like  a  formal  man. 

Mef.  Will't  pleafe  you  hear  me  ? 

Cleo.  I  have  a  mind  to  ftrike  thee,  ere  thou  fpeak'il ; 
Yet,  if  thou  fay  Antony  lives,  is  well. 
Or  friends  with  Caefar,  or  net  capti\  e  to  him, 
I'll  fet  thee  in  a  fhower  of  gold,  and  hail 
Rich  pearls  upon  thee. 

Mef.  Madam,  he's  well, 

Cleo.  Well  faid. 

Mef.   And  friends  with  Casfar. 

Cleo.  Thou  art  an  honeft  man. 

Mef.  Caefar  and  he  are  greater  friends  than  ever. 

Cleo.  Make  thee  a  fortune  from  me. 

Mef.  But  yet,  madam — 

Cleo.  I  do  not  like  hut  yet^  it  does  allay 
The  good  precedence  j  fy  upon  but  yet : 
But  yet  is  as  a  jailor  to  bring  forth 
Some  monilrous  malefactor.     Prithee,  friend. 
Pour  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear, 
The  good  and  bad  together  :  He's  friends  with  Casfar  ; 
In  ftate  of  health  thou  fay'ft  ;  and  thou  fay'ft  free. 

Alef  Free,  m.adam  !  no ;  I  mxade  no  fuch  report : 
He's  bound  unto  Oftavia. 

Cleo.   For  what  good  turn  ? 

Mef.  For  the  beft  turn  i'the  bed. 

Cleo.  I  am  pale,  Charmian. 

Mef  Madam,  he's  married  to  Oclavia. 

Cleo.  The  m.oft  infectious  peftilence  upon  thee ! 

[Strikes  him  down, 

Mef.  Good  madam,  patience. 

Cleo.  What  fay  you  ? — Hence,  [Strikes  him  again* 

Jlorrible  villain  !  or  I'll  fpurn  thine  eyes 

Like 
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Like  balls  before  me ;  I'll  unhair  thy  head  ; 

[S'je  hales  hhn  up  and  down  * 
Thou  (halt  be  whipt  with  wire,  and  ftew'd  in  brine. 
Smarting  in  lingering  pickle. 

Mef.  Gracious  madam, 
I  that  do  bring  the  news  made  not.  the  match. 

Cteo,  Say  'tis  not  fo,  a  province  I  will  give  thee. 
And  make  thy  fortunes  proud  :  the  blow'  thou  had'il 
Shall  make  thy  peace,  for  moving  me  to  rage ), 
And  I  will  boot  thee  v/ith  what  gift  befide 
Thy  modefty  can  beg. 

Mef  He's  married,  madam, 

'Geo,  Rogue,  thou  haft  liv'd  too  long. 

[Draws  a  dagger, 
Mef.  Nay,  then  I'll  run  :— 
What  mean  you,  madam?  I  have  made  no  fault.         [ExiU 

Char.  Good  madam,  keep  yourlelf  within  yourfelfj 
The  man  is  innocent. 

Cleo.  Some  innocents  'icape  not  the  thunderbolt.— 
Melt  ^gypt  into  Nile  !  and  kindly  creatures 
Turn  all  to  ferpents  !- — ^Call  the  flaye  again ; 
Though  I  am  mad  I  will  not  bite  him  ;-rCalL 
Char.  He  is  afeard  to  come. 
Cleo.  I  will  not  hurt  him  : — • 
Thcie  hands  do  lack  nobility  that  they  ftrike 
A  meaner  than  myfelf ;  fmcc  I  myfelf 
Have  given  myfeli^the  caufe.— -Come  hither,  fir. 

Re-enter  MeJJenger, 

Though  it  bdhoneft,  it  is  never  good, 
To  bring  bad  nev/s  :  Give  to  a  gracious  meflagc 
An  hoft  of  tongues  ;  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themfelves  when  they  be  felt. 

Mef.  I  have  done  my  duty. 

Cleo,  Is  he  married? 
I  cannot  hate  thee  worfer  than  I  do 
If  thou  again  fay  Yes. 

Mef.  He  is  married,  madam. 

Cleo.  The  gods  confound  thee !  doit  thou  hold  there 
ftill? 

Mef,  Should  I  lie,  madam  ? 

Qeo, 
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Cho.  O,  I  would  thou  didft  ; 
So  half  my  ^^gypt  were  lubmerg'd  and  made 
A  ciftern  for  fcnl"d  fnakes !  Go,  get  thee  hence  ; 
Hadft  thou  Nurciflus  in  thy  face,  to  me 
Thou  would' il  appear  moft  ugly.     He  is  married  ! 

Mef,  I  crave  your  highnefs'  pardon. 

Cleo.  He  is  married  ! 

Mef,  Take  no  offence,  that  I  would  not  ofFend  you : 
To  punifh  me  for  what  you  make  me  do, 
Seems  much  unequal :   He  is  married  to  0£l:avia. 

Cleo,  O,  that  his  fault  fhould  make  a  knave  of  thee, 
That  art  not  what  thou'rt  fure  of! — Get  thee  hence  : 
The  merchandife  v/hich  thou  haft  brought  from  Rome 
Are  all  too  dear  for  me;  lye  they  upon  thy  hand, 
And  be  undone  by  'em  !  \^Exit  MeJJenger, 

Char.  Good  your  highnefs,  patience. 

Cleo,  In  praifmg  Antony  I  have  difprais'd  C^far. 

Char,  Many  times,  madam. 

Cleo,  I  am  paid  for  it  now.     Lead  me  from  hence, 
I  faint ;  O  Iras  !  Charmian  ! — 'Tis  no  matter  :•— 
Go  to  the  fellow,  good  Alexas ;  bid  him 
Report  the  feature  of  Odlavia,  her  years, 
Her  inclination  ;  let  him  not  leave  out 
The  colour  of  her  hair  : — bring  me  word  quickly.— 

[Exit  Alexas. 
Let  him  for  ever  go  : — Let  him  not — Charmian  j 
Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 
The  other  way  he  is  a  Mars  : — Bid  you  Alc::as 

[To  Mardian^ 

Bring  me  word  how  tall  fhe  is. Pity  me,  Charmian, 

But  do  not  fpeak  to  me.-^Lead  me  to  my  chamber. 

[  Exeunt^ 

SCENE      VI.      Near  Mifenum, 

Enter  Pompey  <2«iMENAS  ai  one  Door^  with  Drum  and 
Trimpet :  at  another  C^ffiSAR,  Lepidus,  Antony, 
Enobarbus,  MeC-SNAs,  ^uith  Soldiers  marching. 

Pomp.  Your  hoftages  I  have,  fo  have  you  mine  ; 
And  we  fhall  talk  before  we  fight. 
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Caf.  Moft  meet 
That  firfl:  we  come  to  words ;  and  therefore  have  we 
Our  written  purpofes  before  us  fcnt: 
Which,  if  thou  haft  confider'd,  let  us  know 
If  'twill  tie  up  thy  difcontented  fword  5 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth 
That  elfe  muft  perifh  here. 

Pomp*  To  you  all  three. 
The  fenators  alone  of  this  great  world, 
Chief  factors  for  the  gods — I  do  not  know 
Wherefore  my  father  fhould  revengers  want. 
Having  a  fon  and  friends  ;  fmce  Julius  Csslar, 
Who  at  Philippi  the  good  Brutus  ghofted, 
'f  here  faw  you  labouring  for  him.     What  was  it 
That  mov'd  pale  Caffius  to  confpire  ?  And 
What  made  all-honour'd,  honeft,  Roman  Brutus, 
With  the  arm'd  reft,  courtiers  of  beauteous  freedom^ 
To  drench  the  Capitol ;  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  man  but  a  man?  And  that  is  it 
.Hath  made  me  rig  my  navy ;  at  whofe  burden 
The  anger'd  ocean  foams;  with  which  I  meant 
To  fcourge  the  ingratitude  that  defpightful  Rome 
Caft  on  my  noble  father. 

Caf,  Take  your  time. 

Ant.  Thou  canft  not  fear  us,  Pompey,  with  thy  fails  5 
We'll  fpeak  with  thee  at  fea  :  at  land  thou  know'ft      ~ 
How  much  we  do  o'ercount  thee. 

Pomp.  At  land,  indeed, 
Thou  doft  o'ercount  me  of  my  father's  houfe  : 
But,  fmce  the  cuckoo  builds  not  for  himfelf, 
-Remain  in't  as  thou  may'ft. 

Lep.  Be  pleas'd  to  tell  us 
(For  this  is  from  the  prefent)  how  you  take 
The  offers  we  have  fent  you. 

Caf.  There's  the  point. 

j^rit.  Which  do  not  be  entreated  to,  but  weigh 
What  it  is  worth  embrac'd. 

C^sf.  And  what  may  follow. 
To  try  a  larger  fortune. 

Pojjip.  You  have  made  me  offer 
Of  Sicily,  Sardinia  5  and  I  muft 

8  Rid 
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Rid  all  the  fea  of  pirates  :  then  to  fend 
Meafures  of  wheat  to  Rome  :  This  'greed  upon, 
To  part  with  unhackM  edges,  and  bear  back 
Our  targes  undinted. 

Omnes.  That's  our  offer. 

Pomp.  Know  then, 
I  came  before  you  here  a  man  prepar'd 
To  take  this  offer  :   But  Mark  Antony 
Put  me  to  fome  impatience  : — -Though  I  lofe 
The  praife  of  it  by  telling,  You  muft  know, 
When  Csefar  and  your  brother  were  at  blows. 
Your  mother  came  to  Sicily,  and  did  find 
Her  welcome  friendly. 

Jnt,  I  have  heard  it,  Pompey ; 
And  am  well  ftudied  for  a  liberal  thanks, 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 

Po7np.  Let  me  have  your  hand  : 
I  did  not  think,  fir,  to  have  met  you  here. 

Jnt.  The  beds  i'the  eaft  are  foft ;  and  thanks  to  you 
That  call'd  me,  timelier  than  my  purpofe,  hither  i 
For  I  have  gain'd  by  it,  ^:., 

G^  Since  I  faw  you  laft 
There  is  a  change  upon  you. 

Po?np.  Well,  1  know  not 
What  counts  harfh  fortune  cafls  upon  my  face  ; 
But  in  my  bofom  fhall  fhe  never  come. 
To  make  my  heart  her  vaflal, 

Lep,  Well  met  here. 

Pomp,  I  hope  fo,  Lepldus.- — Thus  we  are  agreed ; 
I  crave  our  compofition  may  be  written. 
And  feal'd  between  us. 

Cttf,  That's  the  next  to  do. 

Pomp,  We'll  fcafi:  each  other  ere  we  part ;  and  let  us 
Draw  lots  who  fhall  begin. 

Alt.  That  will  I,  Pompey. 

Pomp.  No,  Antony,  take  the  lot :  but,  firfl 
Orlafl,  your  fine  Egyptian  cookery 
Shall  have  the  fame.     I  have  heard  that  Julius  Csefar 
Grew  fat  with  feafling  there.  . 

Ant.  You  have  heard  much. 

Pomp.  I  have  fair  meaning,  fir, 

Jnu 
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Ant.  And  fair  words  to  them. 
Pomp,  Then  fo  much  have  I  heard  :— 
And  I  have  heard,  Apollodorus  carried-^— 

Em,  No  more  of  that : — He  did  fo. 
Pomp.  What,  I  pray  you  ? 

Em.  A  certain  queen  to  Caefar  in  a  mattrefs. 

Pomp,  I  know  thee  now :  Howfar'ft  thou^  foldier? 

Em,  Well ; 
And  well  am  like  to  do ;  for,  I  perceive:,        i 
Four  feafts  are  toward. 

Po?np,  Let  me  fhake  thy  hand  ; 
I  never  hated  thee :  I  have  feen  thee  fight j 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Em,  Sir, 
I  never  lov'd  you  much  ;  but  I  have  prais'd  yon 
When  you  have  well  deferv'd  ten  times  as  much 
As  I  have  faid  you  did. 

Pomp,  Enjoy  thy  plainnefsj 
It  nothing  ill  becomes  thee. — 
Aboard  my  galley  I  invite  you  all : 
Wn?you  lead,  lords? 

All.  Shew  us  the  way,  fir. 

Pofnp.  Com.e.         [Exeunt,    Manent  EiJO'S.  m?^  Men, 

Men,  [Jfide.'j  Thy  father,  Pompey,  would  ne'er  have 
made  this  treat.-— 
You  and  I  have  known,  fir* 

£j2o.  At  fea,  I  think. 

Men,  We  have,  fir. 

Eno,  You  have  done  well  by  water. 

Men,  And  you  by  land* 

Eno,  I  will  praife  any  man  that  will  praife  me  :  though 
it  cannot  be  denied  what  I  have  done  by  land. 

Men,  Nor  what  I  have  done  by  water. 

Eno,  Yes,  fomething  you  can  deny  for  your  own  {a,ftty  : 
you  have  been  a  great  thief  by  fea. 

Men,  And  you  by  land. 

Em.  There  I  deny  my  land  fervice.  But  give  me  your 
hand,  Menas  :  If  our  eyes  had  authority,  here  they  might 
take  two  thieves  killing. 

Men,  All  men's  faces  are  true,  whatfoe'er  their  hands  are. 

Eno, 
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Eno,  But  there  is  never  a  fair  woman  has  a  true  face. 

Alen,  No  flander ;  they  fteal  hearts. 

Eno,  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 

Men,  For  rny  part  I  am  ferry  it  is  tum'd  to  a  drinking. 
Pompey  doth  this  day  laugh  away  his  fortune. 

Eno,  If  he  do,  fure  he  cannot  v/eep  it  back  again. 

Men.  You  have  faid,  fir.  We  look'd  not  for  Mark 
Antony  here  :  Pray  you,  is  he  married  to  Cleopatra  ? 

Eno.  Csfar's  fifter  is  cali'd  06(:avia. 

Men.  True,  fir;  fhe  was  the  wife  of  Caius  Marcelius^ 

Eno.  But  now  fhe  is  the  wife  of  Marcus  Antonius. 

Men.  Pray  you,  fir  ?  • 

Eno,  ^Tis  true. 

Men.  Then  is  Csfar  and  he  for  ever  knit  together. 

Eno.  If  I  were  bound  to  divine  of  this  unity,  I  would  not 
prophefy  fo. 

Men.  I  think  the  policy  of  that  purpofe  made  more  in 
the  marriage  than  the  love  of  the  parties. 

Eno.  I  think  fo  too.  But  you  fhall  find  the  band  that 
feems  to  tie  their  friendlhip  together,  will  be  the  very 
flrangler  of  their  amity :  Odtavia  is  of  a  holy,  cold,  and 
ftill  converfation. 

Men.  Who  would  not  have  his  wife  fo  ? 

Eno.  Not  he  that  himfelf  is  not  fo  ;  which  is  Mark  An- 
tony. He  will  to  his  ^^.gyptian  difh  again :  then  fhall 
the  fighs  of  06tavia  blew  the  lire  up  in  Ca^far ;  and,  as  I 
faid  before,  that  which  is  the  flrength  of  their  amity  fhall 
prove  the  imrnediate  author  of  their  variance.  Antony 
will  ufe  his  afFe(flion  where  it  is  ;  he  marry'd  but  his  occa- 
fion  here. 

Men.  And  thus  it  may  be.  Come,  fir,  wilt  you  aboard  ? 
1  have  a  health  for  you. 

Eno,  I  fhall  ^ke  it,  fir  :  we  have  us'd  our  throats  irt 
^gypt. 

Men,  Come ;  let's  away.  [  Exeunt. 

"  SCENE    VII.     Near  Mount  Mlfenum, 

X)n  hoard  Pompey'j  Galley,     Mufick  plays.     Enter  two  or 
three  Servants  with  a  Banquet. 
I  Serv.  Here  they'll  be,  man:  Some  o'  their  plants  are 
ill-rooted  already,  the  leail  wind  i'the  world  will  blow  them 
down. 

D  2  Serv, 
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2  Serv*  Lepidus  is  high-colourM. 

1  Serv.  They  have  made  him  drink  alms-drink, 

2  Serv.  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  difpofiticn 
he  cries  out  no  more ;  reconciles  them  to  his  entreaty,  and 
himfelf  to  the  drink. 

1  Serv.  But  it  raifcs  the  greater  war  between  him  and 
his  difcretion. 

2  Serv.  Why,  this  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great  men's 
fellov/lbip :  I  had  as  lief  have  a  reed  that  will  do  me  no 
fervice,  as  a  partizan  I  could  not  heave. 

I  Serv.  To  be  cali'd  into  a  huge  fphere,  and  not  to  be 
feen  to  rnove  in^t,  are  the  holes  where  eyes  fhould  be  which 
pitifully  difafter  the  cheeks. 

A fonnet founded.  Enter  C^SAR,  Antony,  PompEY,  Le- 
''piDUs,  Agrippa,  MECiENAs,  Enobarbus,  Menas, 
with  other  Captains* 

Ant,  Thus  do  they,  fir :  They  take  the  flow  o'the  Nile 
By  certain  fcales  i'the  pyramid  ;  they  know 
By  the  height,  the  lownefs,  or  the  mean,  if  dearth 
Or  foizon'follow  :  The  higher  Nilus  fwells 
The  more  it  promifes  :  as  it  ebbs  the  feedfman 
Upon  the  flime  and  oozefcatters  his  grain, 
And  fhortly  comes  to  harveft. 

Lep.  You  have  ftrange  ferpents  there. 

Jnt.  Ay,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  ferpent  of  i^gypt  is  bred  now  of  your  mud 
by  the  operation  of  your  fun :  fo  is  your  crocodile. 

Jnt.  They  are  fo. 

Po?np.  Sit— and  fome  wine. — A  health  to  Lepidus. 

Lep.  I  am  not  fo  well  as  I  fhould  be,  but  I'll  ne*er  out. 

Enoi  Not  'till  you  have  flept  j  I  fear  me  you'll  be  in  'till 
then. 

Lep.  Nay,  certainly,  I  have  heard  the  Ptolemies'  Pyra- 
mifcs  are  very  goodly  things  j  without  contradiction  I  have 
heard  that. 

Men.  Pompey,  a  word.  [Afide, 

Pomp.  Say  in  mine  ear  :  What  is't  ? 

Men.  Forfake  thy  feat,  I  do  befeech  thee,  captain. 

[Afide. 
And  hear  me  fpeak  a  word, 

4  Pmp. 
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Pmp.  Forbear  me  'till  anon.— This  wine  for  Lepidus. 

Lep.  What  manner  o'thing  is  your  crocodile? 

Ant,  It  is  (hap'd,  fir,  like  itfelf  j  and  it  is  as  broad  as  it 
hath  breadth  :  it  is  juft  fo  high  as  it  is,  and  moves  v/ith  its 
own  organs :  it  lives  by  that  which  nourifbeth  it ;  and  the 
elements  once  out  of  it^  it  tranfmigrates. 

Lep.  What  colour  is  it  of  ? 

Jnt.  Of  its  own  colour  too. 

Lep.  'Tis  a  ftrange  ferpenti, 

Jnt,  'Tis  fo.     And  the  tears  of  it  are  wet. 

Cisf*  Will  this  defcription  fatisfy  him  ? 

Ant,  With  the  health  that  Pompey  gives  him,  elfe  he  is 
a  very  epicure. 

Pomp.  [ToME^AS(?fide.']  Go  hang,  fir,  hang  ! 
Tell  me  of  that  I  away  I 
Do  as  I  bid  you. —Where's  the  cup  I  call'd  for? 

Mm.  If  for  the  fake  of  merit  thou  wilt  hear  me, 
B.ife  from  thy  ftool. 

Po?np.  \_RJfes  a7id walks  afide. 11  t\imkt\iOM'Ytm2LL  The 
matter  ? 

Men,  I  have  ever  held  my  cap  ofFto  thy  fortunes. 

Pomp,  [To  Menas.J  Thou  haft  ferv'd  me  with  much 
faith  :  What's  elfe  to  fay  ? — 
Be  jolly,  lords. 

Ant,  Thefe  quick'-fands^  Lepidus, 
Keep  ofF  them,  for  you  finki 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  all  the  world  ? 

Pomp,  What  fay'ft  thou  I 

Men,  Wilt  thou  be  Jord  of  the  whole  world  ?  That's 
twice. 

Pomp,  How  fhall  that  b^? 

Men,  But  entertain  it. 
And,  though  you  think  me  poor,  I  am  the  man 
Will  give  thee  all  the  world. 

Pomp.  Haft  thou  drunk  well  ? 

Men.  No,  Pompey,  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cupi 
Thou  art,  if  thou  dar'ftbe,  the  earthly  Jove  : 
Whate'er  the  ocean  pales,  or  (ky  ihclips. 
Is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  have  it. 

Pomp^  Shew  me  which  way. 

D  z  Men, 


40  ANTONY    AND    CLEOPATRA* 

Men.  Thefe  three  world-fharers,  thefe  competitors, 
Are  in  thy  veffel :  Let  rn^  cut  the  cable ; 
And,  when  we  are  put  off,  fall  to  their  throats : 
All  then  is  thine. 

Pomp.  Ah,  this  thou  fliould'ft  have  done, 
And  not  have  fpoke  of  it !  In  me  'tis  villany  ; 
In  thee  it  had  been  good  fervice.     Thou  muft  know 
'Tis  not  my  profit  that  does  lead  mine  honour  ; 
Mine  honour,  it.     Repent  that  e'er  thy  tongUe 
Hath  fo  betray'd  thine  acl: :   Being  done  unknown, 
I  ftiould  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done ; 
But  muft  condemn  it  now.     Defift,  and  drink. 

Men.  For  this 
I'll  never  follow  thy  pall'd  fortunes  more. — 
Who  feeks,  and  will  not  take  when  once  'tis  offer'd, 
Shall  never  find  it  more. 

Pcmp»  This  health  to  Lepidus. 

Jnt.  Bear  him  afhore. — I'll  pledge  it  for  him,  Pompey, 

Eno,  Here's  to  thee,  Menas. 

Men.   Enobarbus,  welcome. 

Pomp.  Fill  '"till  the  cup  be  hid. 

Eno.  There's  a  ftrong  fellow,  Menas. 

[Pointing  to  the  Attendants  who  carry  5,f  Lepidus. 

Mr.i.  Why? 

Eno.  He  bears 
.  The  third  part  of  the  world,  man  j   See'ft  not? 

Men.  The  third  part  then  is  drunk  :  'Would  it  were 
all, 
That  it  might  go  on  wheels  ! 

Eno.  Drink  thou ;  increafe  thy  re^Is. 

Men.  Come, 

Pomp.  This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  feaft. 

Ant.  It  ripens  towards  it. — Strike  the  vefTels,  ho  ! 
Here  is  to  Ccefar  ! 

Cisf.  I  could  well  forbear  it. 
It's  monftrous  labour,  when  I  waih  my  brain. 
And  it  grows  fouler. 

Ant.  Be  a  child  o'  tlie  time. 

CcsJ.  PolTefs  it, 
I  will  make  anfv/er  :  but  I  had  rather  faft 
From  all  four  days  than  drink  fo  much  in  onc» 

En§, 
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Em.  Ha,  my  brave  emperor  !  \To  Ant. 

Shall  we  dance  now  the  ^Egyptian  Bacchanals, 
And  celebrate  our  drink. 

Pomp.  Let's  ha't,  good  foldier. 

Ant.  Come,  let's  all  take  hands  ; 
'Till  that  the  conquering  wine  hath  fleep'd  our  fenfe 
In  foft  and  delicate  Lethe. 

Eno.  All  take  hands.  —— 
Make  battery  to  our  ears  with  the  loud  mufick  : — 
The  while  I'll  place  you  :  Then  the  boy  ihali  fing  5 
The  holding  every  man  fhall  bear,  as  loud 
As  his  ftrong  fides  can  volly. 

l^Miiftck  plays,     Eno.  places  them  hand  in  hand* 

SONG. 

Come^  thou  monarch  of  the  mne^ 
Plumpy  Bacchus^  with  pink  eyne  : 
In  thy  vats  our  cares  he  drovjn'df 
With  thy  grape:  our  hairs  he  crown  dy 
Cup  us  'till  the  world  go  round ; 
Cup  us  ^tili  the  world  go  round  ! 

Caf.  What  would  you  more  F— Pompey,  good  night. 
Good  brother, 
Let  me  requeft  you  ofF:  our  graver  bufmefs 
Frovv-ns  at  this  levity. — Gentle  lords,  let's  part; 
You  fee  we  have  burnt  our  cheeks :  ftrong  Eriobarbe 
Is  weaker  than  the  wine  ;  and  mine  own  tongue 
Splits  what  it  fpeaks  :  the  wild  difguife  hath  almoit 
Antick'd  us  all.  What  needs  more  words  ?  Good  night.— ^ 
Good  Antony,  your  hand. 

Pomp.  I'll  try  you  on  the  fhore. 

Ant.  And  ihall,  fir  :  give's  your  hand.  '' 

Pomp.  O,  Antony,  you  have  my  father's  houfe, 
But  what  ?  we  are  friends  :   Come,  down  into  the  boat, 

Eno.  Take  heed  you  fall  not.- — 
Menas,  I'll  not  on  fhore. 

Men.  No,  to  my  cabin. — 
Thefe  drums  ! — thefe  trumpets,  flutes !  what !  — 
Let  Neptune  hear  we  bid  a  loud  farewell 
Tq  thefe  great  fellows  :  Sound,  and  be  hang'd,  found  out. 

[Sound  aflGuriJJj  with  Drums, 
O  3  Eno. 
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Eno.  Ho,  fays'a  ! — There's  my  cap. 

Men,  Ho  !-^noble  captain !  Come  !  [Exemi^ 


ACT    in. 

SCENE    I.      J  plain  in  Syria. 

Enter  Ventidius,  as  after  conqueji  ;  with  SiLius  andother 
Romans j  and  the  dead  body  of  Vaqokvs  borne  before  him» 

Ventidius.. 
■^TOW,  darting  Parthia,  art  thou  flruck  ;  and  now 
}^\    Pleas'd  fortune  does  of  Marcus  CrafTus'  death 

Make  me  revenger. Bear  the  king's  fon's  body 

Before  our  army  :— Thy  Pacorus,  Orodes  I 
Pays  this  for  Marcus  CrafTus, 

Sil.  Noble  Ventidius, 
Whilftyet  with  Parthian  blood  thy  fword  is  warm. 
The  fugitive  Parthians  follow ;  fpur  through  Mediaj 
Mefopotamia,  and  the  fhelters  whither 
The  routed  fly  :  fo  thy  grand  captain  Antony 
Shall  fet  thee  on  triumphant  chariots,  and 
Put  garlands  on  thy  head. 

Ven,  O  Silius,  Srlius ! 
I  have  done  enough  :   A  lower  place,  note  well, 
May  make  too  great  an  3(51 :  For  learn  this  Silius  y 
Better  to  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed 
Acquire  too  high  a  fame  when  he  we  ferve's  away« 
Caeiar  and  Antony  have  ever  won 
More  in  their  officer  than  perfon  :  Soffius, 
One  of  my  place  in  Syria,  his  lieutenant, 
For  quick  accumulation  of  renown. 
Which  he  achiev'd  by  the  minute,  loft  his  favour. 
Who  does  i'the  wars  more  than  his  captain  can. 
Becomes  his  captain's  captain  :  and  ambition, 
The  fcldier's  virtue,  rather  makes  choice  of  lofs 
Than  gain  which  darkens  him. 
I  could  do  more  to  do  Antonius  good, 
But  'twould  offend  him  ;  and  in  his  offence 
Should  my  performance  periih. 
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Sil.  Thou  haft,  Ventldius,  that 
Without  the  which  a  foldier,  and  his  fword, 
Grants  fcarce  diftin<Stion.     Thou  wilt  write  to  Antony  ? 

Fen.  I'll  humbly  fignify  what  in  his  name. 
That  magical  word  of  war,  we  have  effected  ; 
How,  with  his  banners,  and  his  well-paid  ranks, 
The  ne'er-yet-beaten  horfe  of  Parthia 
We  have  jaded  out  o'  the  field. 

Sil.  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Fen.  He  purpofeth  to  Athens  :  whither,  with  what  hafte 
The  weight  we  muft  convey  with  us  will  permit, 
We  fhall  appear  before  him. — On  there  -,  pafs  along. 

lExeunf, 

SCENE    IL     Rome.    Cjesak's  Houfe. 
Enter  Agrippa  at  one  door^  Enobarbus  at  another. 

Agr.  What,  are  the  brothers  parted  ? 

Eno.  They  have  difpatch'd  with  Pompey,  he  is  gone  ; 
The  other  three  are  fealing.     06lavia  weeps 
To  part  from  Rome  :  Caefar  is  fad  ;  and  Lepidus, 
Since  Pompey's  feaft,  as  Menas  fays,  is  troubled 
With  the  green  ficknefs. 

Agr.  'Tis  a  noble  Lepidus. 

Em.  A  very  fine  one  :  O,  how  he  loves  Csefar  ! 

Agr.  Nay,  but  how  dearly  he  adores  Mark  Antony  [ 

Uno.  Caefar  ?  Why  he's  the  Jupiter  of  men. 

Agr.  What's  Antony  ?  The  god  of  Jupiter. 

Em,  Spake  you  of  Csefar  ?  How  ?  the  nonpareil ! 

Agr.  O  Antony!  O,  thou  Arabian  bird! 

Em.    Would  you  praife  Caefar,  fay — Caefar ; —  go  no 
further. 

Agr.  Indeed,  he  plied  them  both  with  excellent  praifes. 

Eno.  But  he  loves  Caefar  beft ; — Yet  he  loves  Antony : 
Ho  I  hearts,  tongues,  figures,  fcribes,  bards,  poets,  cannot 
Think,  fpeak,  caft,  write,  fing,  number,  ho,  his  love 
To  Antony.     But  as  for  Caefar,  kneel, 
Kneel  down,  kneel  down,  and  wonder. 

Agr.  Both  he  loves. 

Eno.  They  are  his  fhards,  and  he  their  beetle.     So — 
This  is  to  horfe. — Adieu,  noble  Agrippa.  [Trumpets. 

Agr.  Good  fortune,  worthy  foldier  !  and  farewell. 

I^  4  I       Enter 
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Enter  Caesar,  Antony,  Lepidus,  and  OctaviAh 

Ant.    No  further,  fir. 

Ceef    You  take  frcm  me  a  great  part  of  myfelf; 
XJfe  me  well  in  it. — Sifter,  prove  fuch  a  wife 
As  my  thoughts  make  thee,  and  as  my  furthell  band 
Shall  pafs  on  thy  aproof.-— Moft  noble  Antony, 
Let  not  the  piece  of  virtue,  which  is  fet 
Betv/ixt  us  as  the  cement  of  our  love 
To  keep  it  builded,  be  the  ram  to  batter 
The  fortrefs  of  it ;  for  better  might  we 
Have  lov*d  without  this  mean,  if  on  both  parts 
This  be  not  cherilb'd. 

Jnt.    Make  me  not  offended 
In  your  diftruft, 
Caf.    I  have  faid. 
Jnt,    You  fhall  not  find, 
Though  you  be  therein  curious,  the  leafl:  caufe 
For  what  you  feem  to  fear :  fo  the  gods  keep  youj 
And  make  the  hearts  of  Romans  ferve  your  ends! 
We  will  here  part. 

Caf,    Farewell,  my  deareft  fifter,  fare  thee  wells 
The  elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  fpirits  all  of  comfort !  fare  thee  well. 
0£fa,    My  noble  brother  ! — 
Ant.     The  April's  in  her  eyes  j  it  is  love's  fpring. 
And  thefe  the  fhov/ers  to  bring  it  on: — be  cheerful. 
0^a»    Sir,  look  well  to  my  hufband's  houfe;  and-^ 
Ccef.      What,  Oaavia? 
OSJa,    I'll  tell  you  in  your  ear. 
Ant.     Her  tongue  will  not  obey  her  heart,  nor  can 
Her  heart  inform  her  tongue  :  the  fwan's  down  feather^ 
That  ftands  upon  the  fvveli  at  full  of  tide, 
4^nd  neither  way  inclines. 
Eno.     Will  Caefar  weep  ? 
Agr.    He  has  a  cloud  in  his  face» 
Eno,     He  were  the  worie  for  that  were  he  a  hcrfe  ^ 
So  is  he  being  a  man. 

Jgr.    Why,  Enobarbus? 
When  Antony  found  Julius  Csefar  dead;, 

We 
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He  cried  almoft  to  roaring ;  and  he  wept 
When  at  Philippi  he  found  Brutus  flain, 

Eno,   That  year,  indeed,  he  was  troubled  with  a  rheum  5 
What  willingly  he  did  confound  he  wail'd  5 
Believe  it  'till  I  weep  too. 

Ccsf.    No,  fweet  0<5lavia, 
You  Ihall  hear  from  me  ftill ;  the  time  fhall  nofc 
Outgo  my  thinking  on  you. 

Ant.    Come,  fir,  come; 
1*11  wreftle  with  you  in  my  ftrength  of  love: 
J^ook,  here  I  have  you ;  thus  I  let  you  go, 
And  give  you  to  the  gods. 

Caf.    Adieu  ;  be  happy  ! 

Lep.    Let  all  the  number  of  the  liars  give  light 
To  thy  fair  way ! 

Ccef,    Farewell,  farev/ell !  [Kijfes  Octavia, 

Ant.    Farewell!  {Trumpets found.     Exeunt. 

SCENE     III.       The  Palace  in  Alexandria, 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

Cleo.    Where  is  the  fellow  ? 

Alex.   Half  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.    Go  to,  go  to  : — come  hither,  iir. 

Enter  Mejfenger, 

Alex.    Good  majefty, 
Herod  of  Jewry  dare  not  look  upon  you 
But  when  you  are  well  pleas'd. 

Cleo.    That  Herod's  head 
I'll  have  :  but  how  ?  when  Antony  is  gone. 
Through  whom  I  might  command  it. — Come  thou  near. 

Mef.    Moft  gracious  majefty— 

Cleo.     Didft  thou  behold 
OtSlavia? 

Mef.    Ay,  dread  queen, 

Cleo.    Where? 

Mef.    Madam,  in  Rome. 
I  look'd  her  in  the  face  j  and  faw  her  hd 
Betv/een  her  brother  and  Mark  Antony. 

CI43, 
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Cleff.    Is  fhe  as  tall  as  me  ?  * 

Mef.    She  is  not,  madam. 

CUo.    Didft  hear  her  fpeak  ?  Is  flie  fhrlll-tongu'd  or  low  ? 

Mef.    Madam,  I  heard  her  fpeak ;  ftie  is  low-voic'd. 

Cteo.    That's  not  fo  good  :— he  cannot  like  her  long. 

Char.  Like  her  ?  O,  Ifis !  'tis  impoffible. 

Cko.    I    think    10,    Charmian :    dull    of   tongue    and 
dwarfifh  !-^ 
What  majefty  is  in  her  gait  ?  Remember, 
If  e'er  thou  look'dft  on  majefty. 

Mef.    She  creeps; 
Her  motion  and  her  ftatlon  are  as  one  j 
She  fhews  a  body  rather  than  a  life, 
A  ftatue  than  a  breather. 

Cleo.    Is  this  certain? 

Msf:    Or  I  have  no  obferv^nce. 

Char.  Three  in  ^gypt 
Cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.    He's  very  knowing, 
I  do  perceiv't : — there's  nothing  in  her  yeti 
The  fellow  has  good  judgment. 

Char.  Excellent ! 

Cleo.    Gucfs  at  her  years,  I  prithee. 

Hief.    Madam,  file  was  a  widow. 

Cleo.    Widow?— Charmian,  hark. 

Mef.    And  I  do  think  fhe's  thirty. 

Cleo,    Bear'd  thou  her  face  in  mind  ?  is  it  long  or  round  ? 

Mef,    Roun^i  even  to  faultinefs. . 

Cleo.    For  the  mofi:  part  too 
They  are  foolifh  that  are  (o. — Her  hair,  what  colour  ? 

Mef.    Brown,  madam ;  and  her  forehead 
As  low  as  fhe  v/ould  wilh  it. 

Cleo.    There's  gold  for  thee. 
Thou  mufl  not  take  m.y  former  fharpnefs  ill : 
I  will  employ  thee  back  again ;  I  find  thee 
Moft  fit  for  bufniefs:  go,  make  th^e  ready  j 
Our  letters  are  prepar'd. 

Gmr.    A  proper  man. 

Cko.    Indeed  he  is  10 :  I  repent  me  much 
That  I  fo  harry'd  him.     Why,  methi-oks,  by  bim 
This  creature's  no  fuch  thi;}g. 

Char. 
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Char.  Nothing,  madam. 

C/eo.    The  man  hath  feen  fome  majefty,   and  fhould 
know. 

Char,  Hath  he  feen  majefty  ?  Ifis  elfe  defend, 
And  ferving  you  To  long  ! 

Cleo,    I  have  one  thing  more  to  afk  him  yet,    good 
Charmian : — 
But  'tis  no  matter;  thou  ihalt  bring  him  to  me 
Where  I  will  write  :  all  may  be  w^ll  enough. 

Char,    I  warrant  you,  madam.  \ExeunU 


SCENE     IV.      A^TOiiY' s  Houfe  at  Athens, 

Enter  Antony  and  Octavia. 

Jni.    Nay,  nay,  06lavia,  not  only  that — 
That  were  excufeable,  that  and  thoufands  more 
Of  femblable  import — ^but  he  hath  wag'd 
New  wars  'gainft  Pompey;  made  his  will,  and  read  it 
To  public  ear ; 

Spoke  fcantily  of  me ;  when  perforce  he  could  not 
But  pay  me  terms  of  honour,  cold  and  fickly 
He  vented  them ;  moft  narrow  meafure  lent  me  ; 
When  the  beft  hint  was  given  him,  he  not  took  itj 

Or  did  it  from  his  teeth. 
O^a.     O,  my  good  lord. 

Believe  not  all ;  or,  if  you  muft  believe, 

Stomach  not  all.     A  more  unhappy  lady, 

if  this  divifion  chance,  ne'er  flood  between 

Praying  for  both  parts  :    the  good  gods  will  mock  mt 
prefently. 

When  I  fhall  pray,  O,  blefs  my  lord  and  hujhand! 

Undo  that  prayer  by  crying  out  as  loud, 

O,  hlefs  my  brother  I    Hufband  win,  win  brother. 

Prays  and  deftroys  the  prayer;  no  midway 

'Twixt  thefe  extremes  at  all. 
^Ant.    Gentle  Oftavia, 

Let  your  beft  love  draw  to  that  point  which  feeks 

Beft  to  preferve  it :  if  I  lofe  mine  ho^nour, 

I  lofe  myfeif  i  better  I  were  not  your's, 

Thaji 
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Than  your's  fo  branchlefs.     But,  as  you  requeiled, 
Yourfelf  ihall  go  between  us :  the  mean  time,  lady, 
I'll  raife  the  preparation  of  a  war 
Shall  ftain  your  brother  ;  make  your  foonefl  hafte ; 
So  your  defires  are  your's. 

O^ia.    Thanks  to  my  lord. 
The  Jove  of  power  make  me  moft  weak,  moft  weak. 
Your  reconciler !  Wars  'twixt  you'  twain  would  be 
As  if  the  world  fhould  cleave,  and  that  flain  men 
Should  folder  up  the  rift. 

Ant,    When  it  appears  to  you  where  this  begins, 
Turn  your  difpleafure.  that  way;  for  our  faults 
Can  never  be  fo  equal  that  your  love 
Can  equally  move  with  them.     Provide  your  going, 
Choofe  your  own  company,  and  command  Vv^iat  coft 
Yeur  heart  has  mind  to.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE    V.     The  fame. 
Enter   Enobarbus    and   Eros, 

Eno.    How  now,  friend  Eros  ? 

Eros.  There's  ftrange  news  come,  fir, 

£}io.    What,  man  ? 

Eros,  Caefar  andLepidus  have  made  wars  upon  Pompey, 

£}!o.    This  is  old  ^  v/hat  is  the  fuccefv  ? 

Eros,  Cxfar,  having  made  ufe  of  him  in  the  wars  'gainft 
Fompey,  prefently  denied  him  rivality;  would  not  let  him 
partake  in  the  glory  cf  the  adlior. ;  and,  not  reding  here, 
accufes  him  of  letters  he  had  formerly  wrote  to  Pompey; 
upon  his  own  appeal  feizes  him, :  fo  the  poor  third  is  ur^ 
dii  death  enlarge  his  confine. 

Eho.    Then  'vv'ould  thou  hadft  a  pair  of  chaps  no  more  • 
And  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  haft, 
They'll  grind  the  other.      Where  is  Antony? 

Eros.  "He's  walking  in  the  garden — thus ;  and  fpurns 
The  ru{h  that  lies  before  him  ;  cries,  Foo/,  Lepidusl 
And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  oiHcer 
That  murder'd  Pompsy. 

EuQ,    Our  great  navy's  rigg'd» 
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Em.  For  Italy  and  Caefar.     More,  Domitius; 
My  lord  defires  you  prefently:  my  ne.vs 
I  mi2;ht  have  told  hereafcer. 

Eiio.  'Twill  be  naught : 
But  let  it  be.     Bring  me  to  Antony. 

Eros.    Come,  fir.  [Exiunt* 

SCENE     VI.      Rome,     C^esar'j  Houfe. 
Enter  Cj5:sar,  Agrippa,  and  Mec^nas. 

Caf,    Contemning  Rome,  he  has   done  all  this :   and 
more; 
In  Alexandria — here's  the  manner  of  it — 
I'the  market-place,  on  a  tribunal  filver'd, 
Cleopatra  and  himfelf  in  chairs  of  gold 
Were  publicly  enthron'd  :  at  the  feet  fat 
Casfarion,  whom  they  call  my  father's  fon. 
And  all  the  unlawful  iiTue  that  their  luft 
Since  then  hath  made  between  them.     Unto  her 
He  gave  the  'ftablifhment  of  Egypt;  made  her 
Of  Lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia, 
Abfolute  queen. 

Mec.    This  in  the  public  eye  ? 

Caf,    I'the  common-fhew- place,  where  they  exercife. 
His  fons  he  there  proclaim'd  The  kings  of  kings  : 
Great  Media,  Parthia,  and  Armenia, 
He  gave  to  Alexander ;  to  Ptolemy  he  afngn'd 
Syria,  Cilicia,  and  Phoenicia :  fhe 
In  the  habiliments  of  the  goddefs  Ifis 
That  day  appear'd  ;  and  oft  before  gave  audience, 
As  'tis  reported,  fo. 

Mec,    Let  Rome  be  thus 
Inform'd. 

Agr.    Who,  queafy  with  his  infolence 
Already,  will  their  good  thoughts  call  from  him. 

Ci:ef.    The  people  know  it;  and  have  now  receiv'd 
His  accufations. 

Jgr,  Whom  does  he  accufe  ? 

Cisf.  Csefar:  and  that,  having  in  Sicily 
Sextus  Pompeius  fpoil'd,  we  had  not  rated  him 

His 
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His  part  o'the  ifle ;  then  does  he  fay  he  lent  me 
Some  fhipping  unreftor'd ;  laftly,  he  frets 
That  Lepidus  of  the  triumvirate 
Should  be  depos'd ;  and,  being,  that  we  detain 
All  his  revenue. 

Jgr*    Sir,  this  fhould  be  anfwer'd. 

Caf,    'Tis  done  already,  and  the  meffenger  gone, 
I  have  told  him  Lepidus  was  grown  too  cruel ; 
That  he  his  high  authority  abus'd, 
And  did  deferve  his  change ;  for  what  I  have  conquer'd 
I  grant  him  part ;  but  then,  in  his  Armenia^ 
And  other  of  his  conquer'd  kingdoms,  I 
Demand  the  like. 

Mec,    He'll  never  yield  to  that. 

CcsJ,    Nor  muft  not  then  be  yielded  to  m  this. 

Enter  Octavia. 

05la,    Hailj  Caefar,  and  my  lord !  hail,  moft  dear  Caefar ! 

Cisf,    That  ever  I  fhould  call  thee  caft-away  I 

06ia,  You  have  not  calPd  me  fo,  nor  have  you  caufe. 

Caf,    Why  have  you  ftol'n  upon  us  thus  ?  You  come  not 
Like  Caefar's  filler  :  the  wife  of  Antony 
Should  have  an  army  for  an  ufher,  and 
The  neighs  of  horfe  to  tell  of  her  approach 
Long  ere  fhe  did  appear :  the  trees  by  the  W3|r 
Should  have  borne  men ;  and  expectation  famted. 
Longing  for  what  it  had  not ;  nay,  the  duft 
Should  have  afcended  to  the  roof  of  heaven, 
Rals'd  by  your  populous  troops  :  but  you  arc  come 
A  market-maid  to  Rome ;  and  have  prevented 
The  oftentatioft  of  our  love,  which,  left  unfliewnj 
Is  often  left  unlov'd ;  we  fhould  have  met  you 
By  fea  and  land ;  fupplying  every  ftage 
With  an  augmented  greeting. 

0£ia,    Good  my  lord. 
To  come  thus  was  I  not  conftrainM,  but  did  it 
On  my  free  will.     My  lord,  Mark  Antony, 
Hearing  that  you  prepar'd  for  war,  acquainted 
My  griev'd  ear  withal  \  whereon  I  begg'd 
His  pardon  for  return. 
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Caf.    Which  foon  he  granted, 
Being  an  obftru6l  'tween  his  luft  and  him. 

O^a,    Do  not  fay  fo,  my  lord. 

Caf.     I  have  eyes  upon  him, 
And  his  affairs  come  to  me  on  the  wind. 
Where  is  he  now  ? 

OSfa.    My  lord,  in  Athens. 

Caf,     No,  my  moft  wronged  fifter  ;  Cleopatra 
Hath  nodded  him  to  her.     He  hath  given  his  empire 
Up  to  a  whore ;  who  now  are  levying 
The  kings  o'  the  earth  for  war  :  he  hath  aflembled 
Bocchus,  the  king  of  Libya;  Archelaus 
Of  Cappadocia;  Philadelphos,  king 
Of  Paphlagonia ;  the  Thracian  king  Adallas  ; 
King  Malchas  of  Arabia ;  king  of  Pont  j 
Herod  of  Jewry;  Mithridates,  king 
Of  Comagcne  ;  Polemon  and  Amintas, 
The  kings  of  Mede  and  Lycaonia, 
With  a  more  larger  lift  of  fceptres. 

O^a.    Ay  me,  moft  wretched. 
That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  friends 
That  do  afHid:  each  other ! 

Caf.    Welcome  hither : 
Your  letters  did  withhold  our  breaking  forth ; 
'Till  we  perceived  both  how  you  were  wrong  led. 
And  we  in  negligent  danger.     Cheer  your  heart ; 
Be  you  not  troubled  with  the  time,  which  drives 
O'er  your  content  thefe  ftrong  neceffities ; 
But  let  determin'd  things  to  deftiny 
Hold  unbewail'd  their  way.     Welcome  to  Rome  ; 
Nothing  more  dear  to  me.     You  are  abus'd 
Beyond  the  mark  of  thought ;  and  the  high  gods. 
To  doyoujuftice,  make  their  minifters 
Of  us,  and  thofe  that  love  you.     Be  of  comfort. 
And  ever  welcome  to  us. 

Jgr.    Welcome,  lady. 

Mec,  './elcome,  dear  madam. 
Each  heart  in  Rome  does  love  and  pity  you  : 
Only  the  adulterous  Antony,  moft  large 
In  his  abominations,  turns  you  off; 

And 
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And  gives  his  potent  regiment  to  a  trull 
That  noifes  it  againft  us. 

051  a.    Is  it  fo,  fir  ? 

C(£f.     Moft  certain.     Sifter,  welcome  :  pray  you 
Be  ever  known  to  patience  :  my  deareft  fitter !     [Exeurti, 


SCENE    VII.     Antony'^  Camp,  ?iear  the  Promontorj 
of  Allium, 

Enter  Cleopatra  ^«^Enobarbus. 

Cho,    I  will  be  even  with  thee,  doubt  it  not, 

Eno.    But  why,  why,  why  ? 

Cleo,    Thou  haft  forefpoke  my  being  in  thefe  wars^ 
And  fay'ft  it  is  not  fit. 

Em,    Well,  is  it,  is  it  ? 

Cko,   Is't  not  denounced  againft  us  ?  Why  fhould  not  we 
Be  there  in  perfon? 

Em,  [Jfide.]  Well,  I  could  reply. 

If  we  fhould  ferve  with  horfe  and  m.ares  together. 
The  horfe  were  merely  loft  j  the  mares  would  bear 
A  foldier  and  his  horfe. 

Cleo.    What  is't  you  fay  ? 

Em.    Your  prefence  needs  muft  puzzle  Antonys 
Take  from  his  heart,  take  from  his  brain,  from  his  time, 
What  fhould  not  then  be  fpar'd.     He  is  already 
Traduc'd  for  levity ;  and  'tis  faid  in  Rome 
That  Photinus  an  eunuch,  and  your  maids, 
Manage  this  war. 

Cieo.    Sink  Rome;  and  their  tongues  rot 
That  fpeak  againft  us!    A  charge  we  bear  i'the  war, 
And,  as  the  prefident  of  my  kingdom,  will 
Appear  there  for  a  man.     Speak  not  againft  it; 
I  v/ill  not  ftay  behind. 

Eno,    Nay,  I  have  done.     Here  comes  the  emperor^ 

Enter  Antony  and  Canidius. 
Jnt.    Is  it  not  ftrange,  Canidius, 
That  from  Tarentum  and  Brundufium 
He  could  fo  quickly  cut  the  Ionian  fea, 
And  take  in  Toryne  ?     You  have  heard  on't^  fwcct? 
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Cleo*    Celerity  is  never  more  admirM 
Than  by  the  negligent. 

Jnt,    A  good  rebuke, 
Which  might  have  well  becom*d  the  beft  of  men, 
To  taunt  at  flacknefs.     Canidius,  we 
Will  fight  with  him  by  Tea. 

Cieo.    Byfea!    Whatelfe? 

Can.    Why  will  my  lord  do  fo  ? 

yfnt.    For  that  he  dares  us  to't. 

Eno.    So  hath  my  lord  dar'd  him  to  fingle  fight. 

Can.    Ay,  and  to  wage  this  battle  at  Pharfalia, 
Where  Caefar  fought  with  Pompey  :  but  thefe  ofFers, 
Which  ferve  not  for  his  vantage,  he  ihakes  ofFj 
And  fo  ftiould  you. 

Eno.    Your  (hips  are  not  well  mann'dj 
Your  mariners  are  muletteers,  reapers,  people 
Ingroft  by  fwift  imprefs  ;  in  Caefar's  fleet 
Are  thofe  that  often  have  'gainfl  Pompey  fought: 
Their  fhips  are  yare  ;   your's  heavy :  no  difgrac* 
Shall  fall  you  for  refafing  him  at  fea, 
Being  preparM  for  land. 

yint.    By  fea,  by  fea, 

Eno.    Moft  worthy  fir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  abfolute  foldierfhip  you  have  by  land  ; 
Diftra^l  your  army,  which  doth  moit  confift 
Of  war-mark'd  foot-men  ;  leave  unexecuted 
Your  own  renowned  knowledge ;  quite  fore^ro 
The  way  which  promifes  affurance  ;  and 
Give  up  yourfelf  merely  to  chance  and  hazard 
From  firm  fecurity. 

Jnt.    I'll  fight  at  fea. 

Cleo,    I  have  fixty  fails,  Caefar  none  better. 

Jni,    Our  overplus  of  fhipping  will  we  burn. 
And,  with  the  reft  full-mann'd,  from  the  head  of  Aitium 
Beat  the  approaching  Caefar.     But,  if  we  fall, 
We  then  can  do't  at  land.— Thy  bufinefs  ? 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.    The  nevi^  is  true,  my  lord  3  he  is  defcrleJ; 
Caefar  has  taken  Toryne, 

E  Ant, 
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Ant,    Can  he  be  there  in  perfon  ?  'tis  impoffiblej 
Strange,  that  his  power  fhould  be.     Canidius, 
Our  nineteen  legions  thou  flialt  hold  by  land, 
And  our  twelve  thoufand  horfe.     We'll  to  our  (hip; 
Away,  my  Thetis  ! — How  now,  worthy  foldier  ? 

Enter  a  Soldier, 

Sold.    O  noble  emperor !   do  not  fight  by  fea  ; 
Truft  not  to  rotten  planks  :  do  you  mifdoubt 
This  fword,  and  thefe  my  wounds  ?     Let  the  ^Egyptians 
And  the  Phoenicians  go  a  ducking  ;  we 
Have  us'd  to  conquer,  {landing  on  the  earth, 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot. 

Jnt,    Well,  well,  away. 

[Exeunt,  Ant.  Cleo.  and  Eno, 

Sold,    By  Hercules,  I  think  I  am  i'  the  right. 

Can.    Soldier,  thou  art ;  but  his  whole  aSion  grows 
Not  in  the  power  on't :  fo  our  leader's  led. 
And  we  are  women's  men. 

Sold,    You  keep  by  land 
The  legions  and  the  horfe  whole,  do  you  not  ? 

Can.    Marcus  Oclavius,  Marcus  Jufteius, 
Publicola  and  C^elius,  are  for  fea ; 
But  we  keep  whole  by  land.     This  fpeed  of  Caeiar's 
Carries  beyond  belief. 

Sold,    While  he  was  yet  in  Rome 
Kis  power  went  out  in  fuch  diftra(5lions  a$ 
Beguiled  all  fpies. 

Can,    Who's  his  lieutenant,  near  you  f 

Sold,    They  fay  one  Taurus. 

(^an.    Well  I  know  the  man. 

Enter  a  MeJJenger, 

MeJ,    The  emperor  calls  Canidius. 
Can,    With  news  the  time's  with  labour,  and  throws 
forth. 
Each  minute,  fome.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE     VIII.       The  fame.      A  Plain. 
Enter  CiESAR,  Taurus,  Officers^  l^c.  ^c» 
Caf,    Taurus — 
Taur,  My  lord. 

Caf,     Strike  not  by  land;  keep  whole;  provoke  not 
battle 
Till  we  have  done  at  fea.     Do  not  exceed 
The  prefcript  of  this  fcroll :  our  fortune  lies 
Upon  this  jump.  [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Antony  and  Enobarbus. 

Jnt.    Set  we  our  fquadrons  on  yon'  fide  o^the  hill,^ 
In  eye  of  Csefar's  battle  ;  from  which  place 
We  may  the  number  of  the  (hips  behold, 
And  fo  proceed  accordingly.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Canidius,  marching  with  his  Land  Army  one  Way 
over  the  Stage^  and  Taurus,  the  Lieutenant  of  C^sar, 
the  other  Way.  After  their  going  in  is  heard  the  Noife  of  a 
Sea-Fight.     Alarum,     i&w/^r  Enobarbus, 

Em,    Naught,  naught,   all  naught!    I  can  behold  no 
longer ; 
The  Antoniad,  the  ^Egyptian  admiral. 
With  all  their  fixty,  fly,  and  turn  the  rudder 
To  fee't  mine  eyes  are  blafted. 

Enter  ScARUS. 

Scar.    Gods  and  goddefles. 
All  the  whole  fynad  of  them  I 

Eno.  What's  thy  paffion? 

Scar,    The  greater  cantle  of  the  world  is  loft 
With  very  ignorance  ;  we  have  kifs'd  away 
Kjngdoms  and  provinces. 

Eno.    How  appears  the  fight  ? 

Scar,    On  our  fide  like  the  tokened  peftilence, 
Where  death  is  fure.     Yon'  ribald  nag  of  ^gypt. 
Whom  leprofy  o'ertake  !  i'the  midft  o'the  fight— 

E  2  When 
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When  vantage  like  a  pair  of  twins  appearM, 
Both  as  the  lame,  or  rather  our's  the  elder  — 
The  brize  upon  her,  like  a  cow  in  June, 
Hoifts  fails,  and  flies. 

Eno,  That  I  beheld  : 
Mine  eyes  did  ficken  at  the  fight^  and  could  not 
Endure  a  further  view. 

Scar.  She  once  being  looft, 
The  noble  ruin  of  her  magick,  Antony, 
Claps  on  his  fea-wing,  and,  like  a  doating  mallard^ 
Leaving  the  fight  in  height,  flies  after  her  : 
I  never  faw  an  a6tion  of  fuch  ihame  ; 
Experience,  manhood,  honour,  ne*er  before 
Did  violate  fo  itfelf. 

Eno.  Alack,  alack  ! 

Enter  Canidius. 
Can.  Our  fortune  on  the  fea  is  out  of  breath, 
And  finks  mofl:  lamentably.     Had  our  general 
Been  what  he  knew  himfelf,  it  had  gone  well : 
O,  he  has  given  example  for  our  flight, 
Moft  grofsTy,  by  his  own, 

Eno.  Ay,  are  you  thereabouts  ?  Why  then,  good  night 
indeed. 

Can.  Towards  Peloponnefus  are  they  fled. 
Scar.  'Tis  eafy  to't ;  and  there  will  I  attend 
What  further  comes. 

Can.  To  Caefar  wiH  I  render 
My  legions,  and  my  horfe  ;  fix  kings  already 
Shew  me  the  way  of  yielding. 

Eno.  I'll  yet  follow 
The  wounded  chance  of  Antony,  though  my  reafon 
Sits  in  the  Wind  againft  mc.  [Exeunf^ 

SCENE    IX.     The  Palace  in  Alexandria. 

Enter  Antony,  with  Eros,  and  ether  attendants. 

Ant.  Hark,  the  land  bids  me  tread  no  more  upon't. 
It  is  afham'd  to  bear  me  ! — Friends,  come  hither  i 
I  am  fo  lated  in  the  world,  that  I  '         . 

Have 
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Have  loft  my  way  for  ever  : — I  have  a  (hip 
Laden  vi^ith  gold ;  take  that,  divide  it ;  fly> 
And  make  your  peace  with  Csefar. 

Ofnnes,  Fly  I  not  we. 

Ant.  I  have  jfled  myfelf ;  and  have  lnftru(£led  cowards 
To  run,  and  fhew  their  fhouiders. — Friends,  be  gone ; 
I  have  rn 'felf  refolv*d  upon  a  courfe, 
Which  has  no  need  of  you ;  be  gone  : 
My  treafure's  in  the  harbour,  take  it. — O, 
I  foilow'd  that  I  blufh  to  look  upon : 
My  very  hairs  do  mutiny  ;  for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  raflinefs,  and  they  thent 
For  fear  and  doating. — Friends,  be  gone  ;  you  fhall 
Have  letters  from  me  to  fome  friends,  that  will 
Sweep  your  way  for  you.     Pray  you,  look  not  fad, 
Nor  make  replies  of  lothnefs :  take  the  hint 
Which  my  defpair  proclaims  ;  let  that  be  left 
Which  leaves  itfelf :  to  the  fea-fide  llraightway : 
I  will  pofTefs  you  of  that  fhip  and  treafure. 
Leave  me,  I  pray,  a  little  :  pray  you  now  :•— 
Nay,  do  fo ;  for,  indeed,  I  have  loft  command, 
Therefore  I  pray  you  : — I'll  fee  you  by  and  by, 

MnterEROS  andChEOPATRAy  led  hy  Charmi  an  and  Ira% 

Eros.  Nay,  gentle  madam,  to  him :— Comfort  hiniu 

Iras,  Do,  moft  dear  queen. 

Char.  Do  !  Why,  what  elfe  f 

Cleo.  Let  me  fit  down.     O  Jurfio  ! 

Jnt,  No,  no,  no,  no,  no  ! 

Eros,  See  you  here,  fir  ? 

Jnt.  O  fye,  fye,  fyc  ! 

Char.  Madam^— 

Jras.  Madam  ;    O,  good  emprefs  ! 

Eros.  Sir,  fir - 

Jnt.  Yes,  my  lord,  yes ; — He,  at  Phillppi,  kept 
His  fword  even  like  a  dancer;  while  I  ftrucic 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  Caifius :  and  'twas  I 
That  the  mad  Brutus  ended :  he  alone 
Dealt  on  lieutenantry,  and  no  pradice  had 
In  the  brave  fquares  of  war;  Yet  now — No  matter. 

Cho.  Ah  !  ftand  by. 

E  3  Mros. 
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Eros,  The  queen,  my  lord,  the  queen  ! 
Iras,  Go  to  him  madam,  fpeak  to  him; 
He  is  unquality'd  with  very  fhame. 
Cleo,  Well  then—Suftain  me  :-0  ! 
Eros.  Moft  noble  fir,  arife ;  the  queen  approaches, 
Her  head's  declined,  and  death  will  feize  her  i  but 
Your  comfort  makes  the  refcue. 

Ant.  I  have  offended  reputation, 
A  moft  unnoble  fwerving, 
Eros,  Sir,  the  queen. 

Ant.  O,  whither  haft  thou  led  me,  ^gypt  ?  See 
How  I  convey  my  fhame  out  of  thine  eyes. 
By  looking  back  on  what  I  have  left  behind 
*Stroy'd  in  difhonour. 

Cleo.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord  ! 
Forgive  my  fearful  fails  !  I,  little  thought 
You  would  have  folio w'd. 

Ant,  iEgypt,  thou  knew'ft  too  well. 
My  heart  was  to  thy  rudder  ty'd  by  the  ftrings, 
And  thou  fhould'ft  tow  me  after  :  O'er  my  fpirit 
Thy  full  fupremacy  thou  knew'ft  ;  and  that 
Thy  beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  gods 
Command  me. 

Cleo,  O,  my  pardon  ! 
Ant.  Now  I  muft 
To  the  young  man  fend  humble  treaties,  dodge 
And  palter  in  the  fhifts  of  lownefs  -,  who 
With  half  the  bulk  o*  the  world  play'd  as  I  pleas'd, 
Making,  and  marring  fortunes.     You  did  know 
How  much  you  were  my  conqueror ;  and  that 
My  fword,  made  weak  by  my  afFe(5lion,  would 
Obey  it  on  all  caufe. 
Cleo.  Pardon,  pardon. 

Ant,  Fall  not  a  tear,  I  fay ;  one  of  them  rates 
All  that  is  won  and  loft  :  Give  me  a  kifs  ; 
Even  this  repays  me. — We  fent  our  fchoolmafter  ; 
Is  he  come  back  ? — Love,  I  am  full  of  lead  : — 

Some  wine  there,  and  our  viands  : Fortune  knows, 

We  fcorn  her  moft,  when  moft  flie  offers  blows.    [Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE    X.       Cafar's  Camp  in  Mgypt, 
Enter  Qjesab.^  Dolabella,  Thyreus,  with  others, 

Cisf.  Let  him  appear  that*s  come  from  Antony — 
Know  you  him  ? 

DoL  Caefar,  'tis  his  fchool-mafler  : 
An  argument  that  he  is  piuck'd,  when  hither 
He  fends  fo  poor  a  pinion  of  his  wing. 
Which  had  fuperfluous  kings  for  mellengers, 
Not  many  moons  gone  by. 

Enter  Amhajfador  frgm  AntonY. 

Caf.  Approach,  and  fpeak. 

Jmh.  Such  as  I  am,  I  come  from  Antony : 
I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends, 

As  is  the  morn-dew  on  the  myrtle  leaf  ' 

To  his  grand  fea, 

Caf.  Be  it  fo  ;  Declare  thine  office. 

Amh,  Lord  of  his  fortunes  he  falutes  thee,  and 
Requires  to  live  in  ^gypt :  which  not  granted, 
He  lefTens  his  requefts  ;  and  to  thee  fues 
To  let  him  breathe  between  the  heavens  and  earth, 
A  private  man  in  Athens  :  This  for  him. 
Next,  Cleopatra  does  confefs  thy  greatnefs  ; 
Submits  her  to  thy  might ;  and  of  thee  craves 
The  circle  of  the  Ptolemies  for  her  heirs. 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  grace. 

Ci£f,  For  Antony, 
I  have  no  ears  to  his  requeft.     The  queen 
Of  audience,  nor  defire,  {hall  fail ;  fo  (he 
From  ii^gypt  drive  her  all-difgraced  friend, 
Or  take  his  life  there  :  This,  if  (he  perform, 
She  ihall  not  fue  unheard.     So  to  them  both. 

Amh,  Fortune  purfue  thee  ! 

Cisf.  Bring  him  through  the  bands, 

\^Exit  Ambaffador, 
To  try  thy  eloquence  now  'tis  time  :  Difpatch  ; 
From  Antony  win  Cleopatra:  promife,      [To  Thyreus. 
And  in  our  name,  what  (he  requires  ;  add  more. 
From  thine  invention,  offers  :  Women  are  not. 
In  their  befl  fortune>>.  ftrong  j  but  want  will  perjure 

£  4  The 
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The  ne'er-tcuch'd  veM  :  Try  thy  cunning,  Thyreus  J 
Make  tliine  ov/n  edia  for  thy  pains,  which  we 
Will  anf  /er  as  a  law. 

77>vr,  Caefar,  I  go. 

Ccef.  Obferve  how  Antony  becomes  his  flaw  } 
And  what  thou  think'ft  his  very  action  fpeaks 
In  every  power  that  moves, 

Thyr,  Csfar,  I  fnall.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     XL     The  Palace  in  Jlexandria. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  and  Iras» 

Cieo,  What  fhall  we  do,  Enobarbus  ? 

Eno.  Think,  and  die, 

Cko.  Is  Antony  or  we  in  fault  for  this  ? 

Eno.  Antony  only,  that  would  make  his  will 
Lord  of  his  reafon.     What  though  you  fled 
From  that  great  face  of  war,  whofe  feveral  ranges 
Fric^hted  each  other  ?  Why  fhould  he  follow  ? 
The  itch  of  his  aa'ection  ihould  not  then 
Have  nick'd  his  captainfhip  ;  at  fuch  a  point, 
When  naif  to  half  the  world  oppos'd,  he  being 
The  meered  queftion  :  'Twas  a  fhame  no  left 
Than  was  his  lofs,  to  courfe  your  flying  flags, 
And  leave  his  navy  gazing, 

Cieo^  Prithee,  peace. 

Enter  An  roNY,  with  the  JmbaJJador^ 

Jnt,  Is  that  his  anfwer  ? 

Amh.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.  The  queen  fnall  then  have  courtefy^ 
So  fhe  will  yield  us  up. 

Amh.   He  fays  fo. 

Ant.  Let  her  know  it. 
To  the  boy  Caefar  fend  this  grizzled  head, 
And  he  will  fill  thy  wilhes  to  the  brim 
Wi:h  principalities. 

Cho.    r  hat  head,  my  lord  ? 

.  Ant.  To  him  again  :  Tell  him,  he  wears  the  rofe 
Of  youth  upon  him  ;  from  which  the  world  fhould  note 
Sorr.ething  particular:  his  coin,  fhips,  legions, 
May  be  a  coward's  ,  whofe  minifters  would  prevail 

Under 
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Under  the  fervice  of  a  child,  as  foon 

As  i'the  comH.and  of  Caefar :  I  dare  him  therefore 

To  lay  his  gay  comparif  >ns  apart, 

And  anfwer  me  deciin'd,  fword  againft  fword, 

Ourfelves  alone  :  I'll  write  it  ;•  follow  me. 

[Exeunt  Antony  and  Ainhajfador^ 
Em,  Yes,  like  enough,  high-battled  Casfar  will 
Unftate  his  happinefl^,  and  be  ftag'd  to  the  (hew 
Againft  a  fworder.     I  fee  men*s  judgments  are 
A  parcel  of  their  fortunes  ;  and  things  cutv/ard 
Do  draw  the  inv/ard  quality  after  them, 
To  fufFer  all  alike.     That  he  fhould  dream, 
Knowing  all  meafures,  the  full  Cxfar  v/ill 
Anfwer  his  emptinefs  ! — Caefar,  tjiou  haft  (Ubdu'd 
His  judgment  too. 

Enter  an  Attendant, 

Attend.   A  mefienger  from  Caefar. 

Cleo,  What,  no  more  ceremony  ? — See,  my  women  !— 
Againft  the  blown  rofe  may  they  ftop  their  nofe, 
That  kneel'd  unto  the  buds. — -Admit  him,  fir. 

Eno,  Mine  honefty  and  I  begin  to  fquare.  [Afide^ 

The  loyalty,  well  held  to  fools,  does  make 
Our  faith  mere  folly  : — Yet  he  that  can  endure 
To  follow  with  allegiance  a  fallen  lord. 
Does  conquer  him  that  did  his  mafter  conquer. 
And  earns  a  place  i'the  ftory. 

Enter  Thyreus, 

Cleo.  C^pfar'swill? 

Thyr,  Hear  it  apart. 

Cleo,  None  but  friends  :  fay  boldly. 

Thyr,  So,  haply,  are  they  friends  to  Antony, 

Eno,  He  needs  as  many,  fir,  as  Caefar  has  -, 
Or  needs  not  us.     If  Caefar  pleafe,  our  mafter 
Will  leap  to  be  his  friend  :   For  us,  you  know, 
Whofe  he  is,  we  are  :  and  that  is  Caefar's, 

Thyr.   So, 

Thus  then,  thou  moft  renown'd,  Caefar  entreats, 
Not  to  confider  in  what  cafe  thou  ftand'ft 
Further  than  he  is  Caefar. 

Cleo,  Goon:  Right royah 

Thyr, 
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Thyr.  He  knows,  that  you  embrace  not  Antosy 
As  you  did  love,  but  as  you  fear'd  him. 

Geo,  O  [ 

Thyr.  The  fears  upon  your  honour,  therefore,  he 
Does  pity,  as  conftrained  blemiflies. 
Not  as  deferv'd, 

Ckff.  He  is  a  god,  and  knows 
What  is  moft  right :  Mine  honour  was  not  yielded 
But  conquer'd  merely.  [JSd^* 

Em,  To  be  fure  of  that,  ^  ^ 

J  will  afk  Antony. — Sir,  fir,  thou  art  fo  leaky, 
That  we  mud  leave  thee  to  thy  fmking,  for 
Thy  deareft  quit  thee,  [Exit  Eno* 

*Tbyr.  Shall  I  fay  to  Casfar 
What  you  require  of  him  ?  for  he  partly  begs 
To  be  defir'd  to  give.     It  much  would  pleafe  him, 
T!>at  of  his  fortunes  you  would  make  a  ftaff 
To  lean  upon  :  but  it  would  warm  his  fpirita^ 
To  hear  froni  me  you  had  left  Antony, 
And  put  yourfelf  under  his  fhroudj 
The  univerfal  landlord, 

Clea,  What's  your  name  ? 

77;yr.  My  name  is  Thyreus. 

Ch:a,  Moft  kind  meilenger. 
Say  to  great  Casl^ir  this,  In  difputatfon 
I  kifs  his  conquering  hand :  tell  him,  I  am  prompt 
To  lay  my  crown  at  his  feet,  and  there  to  kneel : 
Tell  him,  from  his  all- obeying  breath  I  hear 
The  doom  of  i^gypt. 

71?yr,  'Tis  your  nobleft  courfe> 
Wifdom  and  fortune  combating  together, 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can, 
No  chance  may  (hake  it.     Give  me  grace  to  lay 
My  duty  on  your  hand, 

Cleo,  Your  Csefar's  father  oft, 
When  he  hath  mus'd  of  taking  kingdoms  iriy 
Eefiow'd  his  lips  on  that  unworthy  place, 
As  it  rain'd  kifTes. 

Re-enter  Antony  and  Enobareus. 
Jnt,  Favours,  by  Jove  that  thunders ! 
What  art  thou,  fellow  ? 

6  nyr. 
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Thyr,  One  that  but  perf  rms 
The  bidding  of  the  fuUeft  man,  and  worthieft 
To  have  command  obeyM, 

Eno.  You  will  be  whipped, 

Jnt,  Approach  .here  : — Ah,  you  kite  !-^Now,  gods  and 
devils 
Authority  melts  from  me  :   Of  late  when  I  cry'd,  hp  I 
I>ike  boys  unto  a  mufs,  kings  would  ftart  forth. 
And  cry,  Tour  will?  Have  you  no  ears  ?  I  am 

Enter  Attendants.  v 

Antony  yet.     Take  hence  this  Jack,  and  whip  him, 

Eno.  'Tis  better  playing  with  a  lion's  whelp, 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Ant,  Moon  and  ftars ! — 
Whip  him  : — Were't  twenty  of  the  greateft  tributaries 
That  do  acknowledge  Caefar,  fhould  I  find  tl^iem 
So  faucy  with  the  hand  of  fhe  here  (What's  her  name,) 
5ince  (he  was  Cleopatra  ? — Whip  him,  fellows, 
'Till,  like  a  boy,  you  fee  him  cringe  his  face, 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy :  Take  him  hence. 

Thyr,  Mark  Antony — 

Ant,  Tug  him  away  :  being  whipp'd, 
Bring  him  again: — This  Jack  of  Caelar's  fliall 
Bear  us  an  errand  to  him. — 

[Exeunt  Attendants  with  Thyreus. 
You  were  half  blafted  ere  I  knew  you  : — Ha ! 
Have  I  my  pillow  left  unpreft  in  Rome, 
Forborne  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race, 
And  by  a  gem  of  women,  to  be  abus'd 
By  one  that  looks  on  feeders  ? 

C/^(?.  Good  my  lord  — 

Ant.  You  have  been  a  boggier  ever  :— 
But  when  we  in  our  vicioufuefs  grow  hard 
(O  mifery  on't !)  the  wife  gods  feal  our  eyes; 
In  our  own  filth  drop  our  clear  judgments  ;  make  us 
Adore  our  errors ;  laugh  at  us,  while  we  flrut 
To  our  confufion. 

Cleo.  O I  is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Ant.  I  found  you  as  a  morfel,  cold  upon 
Dead  Caefar's  trencher  :  nay,  you  were  a  fragment 
Of  Cneius  Pompey's  s  befides  what  hotter  hoiirs, 

Unreglfter'd 
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UnrcgiflerM  in  vulgar  fame,  you  have 
Luxurioufly  pick'd  out : — For,  I  am  fure, 
Though  you  can  guefs  v^rhat  temperance  fhould  l>e, 
You  know  not  what  it  is. 

Geo,  Wherefore  is  this  ? 

Jnt.  To  let  a  fellow  that  will  take  rewards, 
And  fay,  G^i^«/Vpz//  be  familiar  with 
My  play-fellow,  your  hand  ;  this  kingly  feal. 
And  plighter  of  high  hearts  ! — O,  that  I  were 
Upon  the  hill  of  Bafan,  to  out- roar 
The  horned  herd  !  for  I  have  favage  caufe  ; 
And  to  proclaim  it  civilly,  were  like 
A  halter'd  neck,  which  does  the  hangman  thank 
For  being  yare  about  him. — Is  he  whipp'd  I 

Re-enter  Attendants  with  Thyreus. 

Attend,  Soundly,  my  lord. 

Jnt.  Cry'd  he  r  and  begg'd  he  pardon  ^  ^ 

Attend,  He  did  afk  favour. 

Ant,  If  that  thy  father  live,  let  him  repent 
Thou  waft  not  made  his  daughter ;  and  be  thou  orry 
To  follow  Caefar  in  his  triumph,  fince 
Thou  haft  been  whipp'd  for  following  him  :  henceforth. 
The  white  hand  of  a  lady  fever  thee, 
Shake  thou  to  look  on't. — Get  thee  back  to  Caefar, 
Tell  him  thy  entertainment :  Look,  thou  fay, 
He  makes  me  angry  with  him  :  for  he  feems 
Proud  and  difdainful ;  harping  on  what  I  am, 
Not  what  he  knew  I  was :    He  makes  me  angry; 
And  2X  this  time  mcft  cafy  'tis  to  do*t ; 
When  my  good  ftars,  that  were  my  former  guides, 
Have  empty  left  their  orbs,  and  ftiot  their  fires 
Into  the  abyfm  of  hell.     If  he  miflike 
My  fpecch,  and  what  is  done,  tell  him,  he  has 
Hipparchus,  my  enfranchis'd  bondman,  whom 
He  may  at  pleafure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture, 
As  he  (hall  like,  to  quit  me  :   Urge  it  thou  ; 
Hence  with  thy  ftripes,  begone.  \^Exit  Thyreus. 

CUo,   Have  you  done  yet  ? 

Ant,  Alack^  our  terrene  moon 
Is  now  eclips'd  ;  and  it  portends  alone 
The  fail  of  Anrony  I 
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Cleo.  I  muft  ftay  his  time. 
Jnt,  To  flatter  Caefar  would  you  mingle  eyes 
With  one  that  ties  his  points  ? 
Cleo.  Not  know  me  yet  ? 
Jni,  Cold-hearted  toward  me  ? 
Cleo,  Ah,  dear,  if  I  be  lb. 
From  my  cold  heart  let  heaven  ingender  hail. 
And  poifon  it  in  the  fource  ;  and  the  firft  ftons 
t)rop  in  my  neck  :  as  it  determines,  To 
DifTolve  my  life  !  The  next  Casfarion  fmite  1 
'Till,  by  degrees,  the  memory  of  my  womb. 
Together  with  my  brave  Egyptians  all. 
By  the  difcandying  of  this  pelleted  ftorm. 
Lie  gravelefs  ;  'till  the  flies  and  gnats  of  Nile 
Have  bury M  them  fOr  prey  ! 

Jnt.  I  am  f^tisfy'd  : 
Csefar  fits  down  in  Alexandria ;  whert 
I  will  oppofe  his  fate.     Our  force  by  land 
Hath  nobly  held ;  our  fever'd  navy  too 
Have  knit  again,  and  fleet,  threatening  mod  fea-IIke. 
Where  hafl  thou  been,  my  heart  ? — Doft  thou  hear,  bdv  ? 
If  from  the  field  I  fliould  return  once  more 
To  kifs  thefe  lips,  I  will  appear  in  blood  ; 
I  and  my  fword  will  earn  my  chronicle— 
There  is  hope  in  it  yet. 

Cleo,  That's  my  brave  lord  ! 
Jnt,  I  will  be  treble-fmew'd,  hearted,  breath'd. 
And  fight  malicioufly  :  for  v/hen  mine  hours 
Were  nice  and  lucky,  men  did  ranfom  lives 
Of  me  for  jefts  ;   but  now,  I'll  fet  my  teeth. 
And  fend  to  darknefs  all  that  flop  me.     Come, 
JLet's  have  one  other  gaudy  night :  call  to  me 
All  my  fad  captains,  fill  our  hovAs  j  once  more 
Let's  mock  the  midnight  bell. 

Cleo.  It  is  my  birth- day  : 
I  had  thought  to  have  held  it  poor ;  but,  fmce  my  lord 
Is  Antony  again,  I  will  be  Cleopatra. 
Jnt,  We'il  yet  do  well, 
Cleo.  Call  all  his  noble  captains  to  my  lord. 
Jnt.  ^  Do  fo,  we'll  fpeak  to  them  ;  and  to-night  I'll  force 
■The  wine-peep  through  their  fcars.—Come  on,  my  queen  j 

The;-s's 
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There's  Tap  in't  yet.     The  next  time  I  do  fight,  f 

I'll  make  death  love  me  ;  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  peftilent  fcythe. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  and  Cle©, 
Ef2o.  Now  he'll  out-ftare  the  lightning.    To  be  furioue, 
Is  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear  :  and  in  that  mood 
The  dove  will  peck  the  eftridge  ;  and  I  fee  ftill  J 

A  diminution  in  our  captain's  brain  * 

Reftores  his  heart :  When  valour  preys  on  reafonj 
It  eats  the  fword  it  fights  with.     I  will  feeic 
Some  way  to  leave  him.  [Exit^ 


ACT      IV. 

SCENE    I.       Cisfar's  Camp  at  Alexandria, 
Bnter  C^.s  ar,  reading  a  letter ;  Agrippa,  Mectenas,  ^f« 

Cafar, 
TT  YE  calls  me  boy ;  and  chides,  as  he  had  powQr 
JL  X  ^^  ^^^^  "^-  ^^^  ^^  -^gypt '  my  mefTenger 
He  hath  whipp'd  with  rods  ;  dares  me  to  perfonal  combat, 
Caefer  to  Antony  !  Let  the  old  ruffian  know 
r  have  many  other  ways  to  die ,  mean  time. 
Laugh  at  his  challenge. 

Mec,  Caefar  muft  think. 
When  one  fo  great  begins  to  rage,  he's  hunted 
Even  to  falling.     Give  him  no  breath,  but  noW 
Make  boot  of  his  diftradion  :  Never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  itfelf. 

Cecf^  Let  our  beft  heads 
Know,  that  to-morrow  the  laft  of  many  battles 
We  mean  to  fight:  Within  our  files  there  are 
Of  thofe  that  ferv'd  Mark  Antony  but  late, 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.     See  it  done, 
And  feaft  the  army  :  v/e  have  ftore  to  do't. 
And  they  have  earn'd  the  wafte.     Poor  Antony  I  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE     11,     The  Palace  at  Alexandria. 

Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Char- 
MiAN,  Iras,  Alexas,  with  others^ 

Ant.  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  Domitius* 

Eno.  No. 

Ant,  Why  fhould  he  not  ? 
^   Eno.  He  thinks,  being  twenty  times  of  better  fortune^ 
He  is  twenty  men  to  one. 

Ant*  To-morrov/,  foldier. 
By  fea  and  land  I'll  fight :  or  I  will  live. 
Or  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood 
Shall  make  it  live  again.     Woo't  thou  fight  well  ? 

Eno.  I'll  ftrike  ;  and  cry.  Take  alU 

Ant.  Well  Taid  ;  come  on — 
Call  forth  my  houlehold  iervants ;  let's  to-ni^lit 

Enter  Servants, 
Be  bounteous  at  oumieal. — Give  me  thy  hand, 
Thou  haft  been  rightly  honeft  ; — fo  haft  thou  5 — 
And  thou; — and  thou; — and  thou: — you  have  fervM  me 

well,  * 

And  kings  have  been  your  fellows. 

Cleo,  What  means  this  ? 

Eno,  [Afide.]  'Tis  one  of  thofe  odd  tricics,  which  forrow 
{hoots 
Out  of  the  mind. 

Ant.  And  thou  art  honeft  too. 
1  wifli  I  could  be  made  fo  many  men  -, 
And  all  of  you  clapt  up  together  in 
An  Antony  3  that  I  might  do  you  fervice. 
So  good  as  you  have  done, 

Omnes.  The  gods  forbid  ! 

Ant.  Well,  my  good  fellows,  wait  on  me  to-night: 
Scant  not  my  cups  ;  and  make  as  much  of  me, 
As  when  mine  empire  was  your  fellow  too, 
And  fuffer'd  my  command.     . 

Cleo.  What  does  he  mean  ?  ^ 

Eno.  To  m;<ke  his  followers  weep. 
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Ant,  Tend  me  to-night ; 
May  be,  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty  : 
Haply  you  ftiall  not  fee  me  more  ;  or  if, 
A  mangled  fhadow  :  perchance,  to-morrow 
You'illerve  another  mafter.     I  look  on  you 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.     Mine  honeft  friends, 
I  turn  you  not  away  \  but,  like  a  mafter 
Married  to  your  good  fervice,  ftay  'till  death  : 
7  end  me  to-night  two  hours,  I  afk  no  more, 
And  the  gods  yield  you  for't. 

Eno,  What  mean  you,  fir^ 
To  give  them  this  difcomfort  ?  Look,  they  weep ; 
And  i,  an  afs,  am  onion-ey'd :  for  fhame. 
Transform  us  not  to  women. 

Ant,  Ho,  ho,  ho  [  ^ 

Kow  the  witch  take  me  if  I  meant  it  thus  I 
Grace  grow  where  thofe  drops  fall !  my  hearty  friends. 
You  take  me  in  too  dolorous  a  fenfe : 
For  I  fpake  to  you  for  your  comfort ;  did  defire  you 
To  burn  thi?.  night  with  torches  :   Know,  my  hearts, 
1  hope  v/ell  of  to-morrow;  and  will  lead  you, 
Where  rather  I'll  expect  victorious  life 
Than  death  and  honour.     Let's  to  fuppep;  come, 
And  drown  confideration.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE    in.     Before  the  Palace. 
Enter  a  Company  of  Soldiers. 

1  Sold,  Brother,  good  night :  to-morrow  is  the  day. 

2  Sold.  It  will  determine  one  way:  fare  you  well. 
Heard  you  of  nothing  ftrange  about  the  ftreets  ? 

1  Sold.  Nothing:   V/hatne^AS? 

2  Sold.  Belike  'tis  but  a  rumour:  Good  night  to  you. 

1  Sold,  Well,  fir,  good-night.  ,      „  , ,- 

[They  meet  with  other  Soldiers^ 

2  Sold,  Soldiers,  have  careful  watch. 

1  Sold,  And  you  ;  Good  night,  good  night. 

[They  place  themfelves  en  every  corner  ofthejiage* 

2  Sold.  Here  we  :  and  if  to-morrow 
Our  navy  thrive,  I  have  an  abfolute  hope 
Our  landmen  will  ftand  up. 

I    Si)ldr> 
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1  Sold.  'Tis  a  brave  army,  and  full  of  purpofe. 

[Muftck  of  Hautboys  under  the  Stage » 

2  Sold,  Peace,  what  noife  ? 

1  Sold,  Lift,  lift  ! 

2  Sold.  Hark! 

I  Sold.  Mufick  i'the  air, 

3  Sold.  Under  the  earth. 

4  Sold.  It  figns  well,  does  it  not  ? 
3  Sold.  No. 

1  Sold.  Peace,  I  fay.  '  What  fhould  this  mean  ? 

2  Sold.  'Tis  the  god  Hercules,  whom  Antony  lov'd, 
Now  leaves  him. 

1  ^old.  Walk  ;  let's  fee  if  other  v/atchmen 
Do  hear  what  we  do. 

2  Sold.  How  now,  mafters  ?  [Speak  togethet'm 
Omnes.  How  now  ?  how  now  ?  do  you  hear  this  ? 

I  Sold.  Ay  ?   Is't  not  ftrange  ? 

3  Sold.  Do  you  hear,  mafters  ?  do  you  hear  ? 

I  Sold.  Follow  the  noife  fo  far  as  we  have  quarter  ; 
Let's  fee  how  it  will  give  off*. 

Omnes,  Content : — 'Tis  ftrange.  [Exeimi, 

SCENE  IV.     Cleopatra'j  Palace. 

Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  with  Charmian, 

and  others. 
Ant.  Eros  I  mine  armour,  Eros  ! 
Cleo.  Sleep  a  little. 
Jnt.  No,  my  chuck* — Eros,  come  !  mine  armour !  Eros  1 

Enter  Eros  with  ArmQur, 

Come,  good  fellow,  put  thine  iron  on  :       . 
If  fortune  be  not  ours  to-day,  it  is 
Becaufe  we  brave  her. Come, 

Cleo,  Nay,  I'll  help  too. 

Ant.  What's  this  for  ?  Ah,  let  be,  let  be  !  thou  art 
The  armourer  of  my  heart : — Falfe.  falfe !  this,  this  ! 

Cleo.  Sooth,  la,  I'll  help  :  Thus  it  muft  be. 

Ant.  Well,  well ; 
We  ftiall  thrive  now. — Seeft  thou,  my  good  fellow  I 
Go,  put  on  thy  defences, 

F  Eros. 
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Eros.  Briefly,  fir. 

Cleo,  Is  not  this  buckled  well  ? 

Jnt.  Rarely,  rarely : 
He  that  unbuckles  this,  'till  we  do  pleafe 
To  dofFit  for  our  repofe,  fhall  hear  a  ftorm.— 
Thou  fumblefl,  Eros  ;  and  my  queen's  a  Tquire 
More  tight  at  this  than  thou  :  Difpatch. — O  love. 
That  thou  could'ft  fee  my  wars  to-day,  and  knew'il 
The  royal  occupation  !  thou  fhould'ft  fee 

Enter  an  Officer  armed, 

A  workman  in't. — Good  morrow  to  thee ;  welcome : 
Thou  look'ft  like  him  that  knows  a  warlike  charge : 
To  bufinefs  that  we  love,  we  rife  betime, 
And  go  to  it  with  delight. 

Off.  A  thoufand,  fir, 
Early  though  it  be,  have  on  their  rivetted  trim, 
And'at  the  port  expe6t  you.        [Shout,     Trumpets  flour  ijh> 

Enter  other  Officers  and  Soldiers, 

Cap.  The  morn  is  fair. — Good  morrow,  general  I 

All.  Good  morrow,  general ! 

Ant,  'Tis  well  blown,  lads. 
This  morning,  like  the  fpirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betim.es.— 
So,  fo;  come,  give  me  that:  this  way;  well  faid. 
iFare  thee  well,  dame,  whate'er  becomes  of  me  : 
This  is  a  foldier's  kifs  :  rebukable,  V^'ffies  her» 

And  worthy  fhameful  check  it  were,  to  ftand 
On  more  mechanic  compliment ;  I'll  leave  thee 
Now,  like  a  man  of  fteel. — You,  that  will  fight, 
Follow  me  clofe  3  I'll  bring  you  to't. — Adieu. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  Officers^  ^c* 

Char.  Pleafe  you,  retire  to  your  chamber  ? 

Cleo.  Lead  me. 
He  goes  forth  gallantly.     That  he  and  Caefar  might 
Determine  this  great  v/ar  in  fmgle  fight ! 
Then,  Antony — 'But  now — Well,  on.  Exeunt^ 

SCENE 
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SCENE     V.     Near  Alexandria, 

Trumpets  found.     Enter  Antony  andY.KOS^  a  Soldier 
meeting  them. 

Sold.  The  gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Antony ! 

Ant.  'Would,  thou  and  thofe  thy  fears  had  once  prevaird 
To  make  me  fight  at  land  ! 

Eros.  Hadlt  thou  done  fo, 
The  kings  that  have  revolted,  and  the  foldler 
That  has  this  morning  kfu  thee,  would  have  ilill 
FollowM  thy  heels. 

Jnt.  Who's  gone  this  morning  ? 

Eros.  Who  ? 
One  ever  near  thee :  Call  for  Enobarbus, 
He  fhall  ncit  hear  thee  ;  or  from  Csfar's  camp 
Say,  I  am  none  of  thine. 

Ant.  What  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Sold.  Sir, 
He  is  with  Csfar. 

Eros.  Sir,  his  chefts  and  treafure 
He  has  not  with  him.  ^ 

Ant.  Is  he  gone  ? 

Sold.  Moft  certain. 

Ant.  Go,  Eros,  fend  his  treafure  after  ;  do  it; 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee  :  write  to  him 
(I  will  fubfcribe)  gentle  adieus  and  greetings  : 
Say,  that  I  wifti  he  never  find  more  caufe 
To  change  a  mafter.— ?0,  my  fortunes  have 
f)orrupted  honeft  men ! — Difpatch  ! — Enobarbus ! 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE     VI.     C^sAR'^  Camp. 
Enter  Cjesar,  Agrippa,  with  Enobarbus,  and  others, 

Ctsf.  Go  forth,  Agrippa,  and  begin  the  fight : 
Our  will  is,  Antony  be  took  alive  j 
Make  it  fo  known. 
Agr.  C^far,  I  fhall.  ^  ^      [Exit.  Agrippa* 

def.  The  time  of  univerfal  peace  is  near  : 
Prove  this  a  profperous  day,  the  three-nook'd  world 
Shall  bear  the  olive  freely, 

'F  2  Enter 
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Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mef,  Antony 
Is  come  into  the  field. 

CaJ.  Go,  charge  Agrippa 
Plant  thofe  that  have  revolted  in  the  vant. 
That  Antony  may  feem  to  fpend  his  fury 
Uponhimfelf.  [Exeunt  Cms KVi^^'c* 

Em,  Alexas  did  revolt;  and  w^ent  to  Jev/ry,  on 
Affairs  of  Antony  ;  there  did  perfuade 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himfelf  to  Caefar, 
And  leave  his  mafter  Antony:  for  this  pains, 
Csfar  hath  hang'd  him.     Canidius,  and  the  reft 
That  fell  away,  have  entertainment,  but 
No  honourable  truft.     I  have  done  iW-, 
Of  vi^hich  I  do  accufe  myfelf  fo  forely. 
That  I  vi^ill  joyno  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  of  C  jesak' s. 

Sold.  Enobarbus,  Antony 
Hath  after  thee  fent  all  thy  treafure,  vi'ith 
His  bounty  over-plus  :  The  melTenger 
Came  on  my  guard ;  and  at  thy  tent  is  now 
Unloading  of  his  mules. 

Em,  I  give  it  you. 

Sold.  Mock  not,  Enobarbus, 
I  tell  you  true  :   Beft  you  fafed  the  bringer 
Out  of  the  holf  ;   I  muft  attend  mine  office. 
Or  would  have  done't  myfelf.     Your  emperor 
Continues  ftill  a  Jove.  [Exit, 

Em.  I  am  alone  the  villain  of  the  earth, 
And  feel  I  am  fo  moft.     O  Antony, 
Thou  mine  of  bounty,  how  would'ft  thou  have  paid 
My  better  fervice,  when  my  turpitude 
Thoudoft  fo  crown  with  gold  !  This  blows  my  heart : 
If  fvvift  thought  break  it  not,  a  fwifter  mean 
Shall  out-ftrike  thought ;  but  thought  will  do't,  I  feel, 
I  light  againft  thee  ! — No  :  I  will  go  feek 
Some  ditch  wherein  to  die  j  the  fouleft  beft  fits 
My  latter  part  of  life, 

SCENE 


ANTONY   AND    CLEOPATRA."  73 

SCENE     VIL     Before  the  Walls  of  Alexandria, 

Alarum,     Drums  and  Trumpets,     Enter  Agrippa,  and 
others, 

Agr,  Retire,  we  have  engag'd  ourfelves  too  far ; 
Caefar  himfelf  has  work,  and  our  oppreffion 
Exceeds  what  we  expeded.  [Exeunt. 

Alarum,     Enter  Antony,  and  Scarus  wounded^ 

Scar,  O,  my  brave  emperor,  this  is  fought  indeed ! 
Had  we  done  fo  at  firft,  we  had  driven  them  home 
With  clouts  about  their  heads. 

jint.  Thou  bleed'ft  apace. 

Scar,  I  had  a  v/ound  here  that  was  like  a  T, 
But  now  'tis  made  an  H. 

Ant.   They  do  retire. 

Scar,  We'll  beat  'em  into  bench-holes  ;  I  have  yet 
Room  for  fix  fcotches  more. 

E7iter  Eros. 

Eros,  They  are  beaten,  fir ;  and  our  advantage  ferves 
For  a  fair  victory. 

Scar.  Let  us  fcore  their  backs. 
And  fnatch  'em  up,  as  we  take  hares,  behind  5 
*Tis  fport  to  maul  a  runner. 

Ant,  I  will  reward  thee 
Once  for  thy  fprightly  comfort,  and  ten-fold 
For  thy  good  valour.      Come  thee  on. 

Scar,  I'll  halt  after.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     VIII.      Under  the  Walls  of  Alexandria, 

Alarum,     Enter  Antony  again  In  a  March,     Scarus, 
with  others. 

Ant.  We  have  beat  him  to  his  camp  :  Run  one  before. 
And  let  the  queen  know  of  our  guefts. — To-morrow, 
Before  the  fun  Ihall  fee  us,  we'll  fpill  the  blood 
That  has  to-day  efcap'd.     I  thank  you  all ; 
For  doughty-handed  are  you ;  and  have  fought 
Not  as  you  ferv'd  the  caufe,  but  as  it  had  been 

§  Each 
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Each  man's  like  mine  ;  you  have  fhewn  all  He£lors* 
Enter  the  city,  clip  your  wives,  your  friends. 
Tell  them  your  feats ;  whilft  they,  with  joyful  tears, 
Wafh  the  congealment  from  your  wounds,  and  kifs 
The  hon©urM  gafhes  whole. — Give  me  thy  hand ; 

[To  SCARUS. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

To  this  great  fairy  I'll  commend  thy  adls, 
Make  her  thanks  blefs  thee. — O,  thou  day  o'  the  world. 
Chain  mine  arm'd  neck  ;  leap  thou,  attire  and  all, 
Through  proof  of  harnefs  to  my  heart,  and  there 
Ride  on  the  pants  triumphing. 

Cleo.  Lord  of  lords  ! 
O,  infinite  virtue  !  com'fl  thou  fmiling  from 
The  world's  great  fnare  uncaught  ? 

Jnf,  My  nightingale, 
We  have  beat  them  to  their  beds.     What,  girl  ?    tl^ough 

grey 
Do  fomething  mingle  with  our  younger  brown,  yet  have 

we 
A  brain  that  nouriflies  our  nerves,  and  can 
Get  goal  for  goal  of  youth.     Behold  this  man  : 
Commend  unto  his  lips  thy  favouring  h'dud ;— • 
Kifs  it,  my  warrior  : — He  hath  fought  to-day. 
As  if  a  god,  in  hate  of  mankind,  had 
Deflroy'd  in  fuch  a  fhape. 

Cleo,  I'll  give  thee,  friend, 
An  armour  all  of  gold  ;  it  was  a  king's. 

jint.  He  has  deferv'd  it,  were  it  carbuncled 
Like  holy  Phcebus'  car. — Give  me  thy  hand  j  — 
Through  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  march  ; 
Bear  our  hack'd  targets  like  the  men  that  owe  them  : 
Had  our  great  palace  the  capacity 
To  camp  this  hofi-,  we  would  all  fup  together; 
And  drink  caroufes  to  the  next  day's  fate. 
Which  prom.ifes  royal  peril. — Trumpeters, 
With  brazen  din  blaft  you  the  city's  ear  ; 
Make  mingle  with  our  rattling  tabourines ; 
That  heaven  and  earth  may  flrike  their  founds  together. 
Applauding  our  approach.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     IX.     CiESARV  Catnp. 
Enter  a  Centikel  aud  his  Company.     Eno'&a^bus  follows. 

Cent.  If  we  be  not  reliev'd  within  this  hour, 
We  muft  return  to  the  court  of  guard  :  The  night 
Is  fhiny  ;  and,  they  fay,  we  fliall  embattle 
By  the  fecond  hour  i'the  morn. 

1  Sold.  This  laft  day  was  a  fhrewd  one  to  us. 
Eno.  O,  bear  me  witnefs,  night !  — «• 

2  Sold.  What  man  is  this  ? 

I  Sold.  Stand  clofe,  and  lift  him. 

Eno.  Be  witnefs  to  me,  O  thou  bleffed  moon ! 
When  men  revolted  fhall  upon  record    - 
Bear  hateful  memory,  poor  Enobarbus  did 
Before  thy  face  repent ! 

Cent.  Enobarbus! 

3  Sold.  Peace ;  hark  further. 

Eno.  O,  fovereign  miftrefs  of  true  mela'-.choly. 
The  poifonous  damp  of  night  difpunge  upon  me  5 
That  life,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will, 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me  :    Throw  my  heart 
Againft  the  flint  and  hardnefs  of  my  fault; 
Which,  being  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to  powder, 
And  finifh  all  foul  thoughts.     O  Antony  ! 
Nobler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous, 
Forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular ; 
But  let  the  world  rank  me  in  regifter 
A  mafter-leaver,  and  a  fugitive  : 
O  Antony  !  O  Antony  !  {Dki. 

1  Sold.  Let's  fpeak  to  him.. 

Cent.  Let's  hear  him,  for  the  things  he  fpeaks 
May  concern  Csefar. 

2  Sold.  Let's  do  fo.     But  he  fleeps. 

Cent.  Swoons  rather ;  for  fobad  a  prayer  as  his 
Was  never  yet  for  fleep. 

1  Sold.  Go  v/e  to  him. 

2  Sold,  Awake,  fir,  awake  5  fpeak  to  us. 
I  Sol/l.  Hear  you,  fir  ?        . 

Cent.  The  hand  of  death  hath  taught  him.- 

[Drums  afar  off. 
Hark, 
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Hark,  how  the  drums  demurely  wake  the  fleepers  : 
Let's  bear  him  to  the  court  of  guard ;  he  is 
Of  note  :  our  hour  is  fully  out. 

2  Sold.   Come  on  then  j 
He  may  recover  yet.  [Exeunt  with  the  Body, 

SCENE    X.     Between  the  two  Camps, 
Enter  Antony  ^WScarus,  with  their  Army, 

Ant.  Their  preparation  is  to-day  by  fea  ; 
We  pleafe  them  not  by  land. 

Scar.  For  both,  my  lord. 

Ant.  I  would,  theyM  fight  i'the  fire;  or  in  the  air  ; 
We'd  fight  there  too.     But  this  it  is  :  Our  foot 
Upon  the  hills  adjoining  to  the  city, 
Shall  flay  with  us :  order  for  fea  is  given ; 
They  have  put  forth  the  haven, 
Where  their  appointment  we  may  befl  difcover, 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  C-s:sar  and  his  Army, 

Caf.  But  being  charg'd,  we  v/Ill  be  flill  by  land, 
Which,  as  I  take  it,  we  fhall ;  for  his  beft  force 
Is  forth  to  man  his  gallies.     To  the  vales, 
And  hold  our  belt  advantage.  [Exeunt, 

Re-enter  Antony  and  Scarus. 

Ant,  Yet  they're  not  join'd :  Where  yonder  pine  does 
fland, 
I  (hall  difcover  all :  I'll  bring  thee  word 
Straight  how  'tis  like  to  go.  [Exit, 

Scnr.  Swallows  have  built 
In  Cleopatra's  fails  their  nefls  :  the  augurers 

Say  they  know  not they  cannot  tell ; look  grimly^ 

And  dare  not  fpeak  their  knowledge.     Antony 

Is  valiant,  and  dejected  ;  and,  by  Harts, 

His  fretted  fortunes  give  him  hope  and  fear, 

Of  what  he  has,  and  has  not,  [Exit, 

Alarum 
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Jlarum  afar  off^  as  at  a  Sea-fight.     Re-enter  Antony, 

Jnt,  All  is  loft ; 
This  foul  Egyptian  hath  betrayed  me  : 
My  fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  foe  j  and  yonder 
They  raft  their  caps  up,  and  caroufe  together 
Like  friends  long  loft. — Triple-turn'd  whore  !  'tis  thou 
Haft  fold  me  to  this  novice;  and  my  heart 
Makes  only  wars  on  thee.     Bid  them  all  fly; 
For  when  1  am  reveng'd  upon  my  charm, 
I  have  done  all : — Bid  them  all  fly,  be  gone. 
O  fun  !  thy  uprife  ftiall  I  fee  no  more : 
Fortune  and  Antony  part  here :  even  here 
Do  we  fhake  hands. — All  come  to  this  ? — -The  hearts 
That  fpaniel'd  me  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 
Their  wifties,  do  difcandy,  melt  their  fweets 
On  blofiToming  Caefar ;  and  this  pine  is  bark'd^ 
That  over-top'd  them  all.     Betray'd  I  am  : 
O  this  falfe  foul  of  -^gypt !  this  grave  charm — 
Whofe  eye  beck'd  forth  my  wars,  and  call'd  them  home : 
Whofe  bofom  was  my  crownet,  my  chief  end- 
Like  a  right  gipfey,  hath,  at  faft  and  loofe, 
Beguii'd  me  to  the  very  heart  of  lofs. — 
What)  Eros  I  Eros  I 

Enter  Cleopatra. 
Ah,  thou  fpell !   A  vaunt 

Cko.  Why  is  my  lord  enrag'd  againft  his  love  ? 

Jnt,  Vanifti ;  or  I  fhall  give  thee  thy  deferving. 
And  blemifli  Csefar's  triumph.     Let  him  take  thee. 
And  hoift  thee  up  to  the  fhouting  plebeians : 
Follow  his  chariot,  like  the  greateft  fpot 
Of  all  thy  fex ;  moft  monfter-like,  be  fhewa 
For  poor'ft  diminutives  to  dolts ;  and  let 
Patient  06lavia  plough  thy  vifage  up 
With  her  prepared  nails.     *Tis  well  thou'rt  gone — > 

[£a-// Cleopatra, 
If  it  be  well  to  live:  But  better  'tv/ere 
Thou  fell'ft  into  my  fury ;  for  one  death 

Might  have  prevented  many— Eros,  ho  !- 

The  ftiirt  of  Neflius  is  upon  me :  Teach  me, 
Alcides,  thou  mine  anceftor,  thy  rage : 

G  Let 
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Let  me  lodge  Lichas  on  the  horns  o'  the  moon ; 
And  with  thofe  hands,  that  grafp'd  the  heavieft  club. 
Subdue  my  worthieft  felf.     The  witch  fhall  die  ? 
To  the  young  Roman  boy  fhe  hath  fold  me,  and  I  fall 
Under  this  plot :  fhe  dies  for't — Eros,  ho  !  [Exit» 


SCENE   XL     Cleopatra'5  Palace. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Marpian. 

Cko.  Help  me,  my  women!  O^  he  is  more  mad 
Than  Telamon  for  his  fhield  ;  the  boar  of  Theffaly 
Was  never  fo  embofs'd 

Char.  To  jthe  monument ; 
There  lock  yourfelf,  and  fend  him  word  yoa  are  dead. 
The  foul  and  body  rive  not  more  at  parting, 
Than  greatnefs  going  olF. 

Cleo.  To  the  monument : 
Mardian,  go.tell  him  I  have  flain  myfelf ; 
Say,  that  the  laft  I  fpoke  was,  Antony, 
And  word  it,  prithee,  piteoufly :  Hence,  Mardian  ; 
And  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  death. — To  the  monu- 
ment. [  Exeunt^ 

SCENE     Xn.     The  farm. 
Enter  Antony  izW  Eros. 

jfnt,  Eros,  thou  ytt  behold'ft  me  ?  o 

Eros.  Ay,  noble  lord. 

Ant,  Sometime,  we  fee  a  cloud  that's  dragonifh  5 
A  vapour,  fometime,  like  a  bear,  or  lion, 
A  tower'd  citadel,  a  pendant  rock, 
A  forked  mountain,  or  blue  promontory 
With  trees  upon't,  that  nod  unto  the  world, 
"And  rnock our  eyes  with  air :  Thou  h^ft  feen  thefe  figns^ 
They  are  black  vefper's  pageants. 

Eros.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.  That,  v.hich  is  now  a  horfe,  even  with  a  thought, 
The  rack  dillimns ;  and  makes  it  indiftin^Sl, 
As  water  is  in  water. 

Eros.  Itdoef,  my  lord 

Ant. 
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Ant.  My  good  knave,  Eros,  now  thy  captain  is 
Even  fuch  a  body;  here  I  ara  Antony; 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  vifible  fhape,  my  knave. 
I  made  thefe  wars  for  iE^ypt ;  and  the  queen— 
Whofe  heart  I  thought  I  had,  for  flie  had  mine  ;    * 
Which,  whilft  it  was  mine,  had  annex'd  imto't 
A  million  more,  now  loft— (he,  Eros,  has 
Pack'd  cards  with  Caefar,  and  falfe  playM  my  glory 
Unto  an  enemy's  triumph. — 
Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros ;  there  is  left  us 
Ourfelves  to  end  ourfelves. — O,  thy  vile  lady ! 

Enter  Mardian. 

She  has  robb'd  me  of  my  fword. 

Mar.  No,  Antony ; 
My  miftrefs  lov'd  thee,  and  her  fortunes  mingled 
With  thine  entirely. 

Ant,  Hence,  fancy  eunuch ;  peace ; 
She  hath  betray'd  me,  and  fhall  die  the  death. 

Mar,  Death  of  one  perfon  can  be  paid  but  once ; 
And  that  flie  hath  difcharg'd  :  What  thou  would 'ft  do 
Is  done  unto  thy  hand  ;  the  laft  (he  fpake 
Was,  Antony  !  moft  noble  Antony  ! 
Then  in  the  midft  a  tearing  groan  did  break 
The  name  of  Antony ;  it  was  divided 
Between  her  heart  and  lips  :  fhe  render'd  life. 
The  name  fo  buried  in  her. 

Ant.  Dead  then  ? 

Mar,  Dead. 

Ant,  Unarm,  Eros  ;  the  long  day's  tafk  is  done, 
And  we  muft  Heep :— That  thou  depart'ft  hence  fafe, 
Does  pay  thy  labour  richly  ;  Go,— Oft*,  pluck  oft"  j— 

[Exit  Mardian, 
The  feven-fold  fhield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep 
The  battery  from  my  heart.     O,  cleave,  my  fides  ! 
Heart,  once  be  ftronger  than  thy  continent, 
Crack  thy  frail  cafe  ! — Apace,  Eros,  apace. — 
No  more  a  foldier  j — Bruifed  pieces,  go  ; 
You  have  been  nobly  borne. — From  me  a  while. — 

I  ^wU  0  ertake  thee,  Cleopatra,  and 

G  2  Weep 
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Weep  for  my  pardon.     So  it  muft  be,  for  now 
All  length  is  torture  : — Since  the  torch  is  out, 
Lie  down,  and  ftray  no  further :  Now  all  labour 
Mars  what  it  does  ;  yea,  very  force  entangles 
Itfelf  with  ftrength  :  Seal  then,  and  all  is  done. — 
Eros  ! — I  come,  my  queen  : — Eros  ! — Stay  for  me: 
Where  fouls  do  couch  on  flowers,  we'll  hand  in  hand, 
And  with  our  fprightly  port  m.ake  the  ghofls  gaze  : 
Dido  and  her  Aneas  fhall  want  troops. 
And  all  the  haunt  be  ours. — Come,  Eros,  Eros  ! 

Re-enter  Eros. 

Eros.  What  would  my  lord  ? 

Aitt.  Since  Cleopatra  dy'd, 
I  have  liv'd  in  fuch  diflionour,  that  the  gods 
Deteft  mybafenefs.     I,  that  with  m.y  fword 
Qiiarter'd  the  v/orld,  and  o'er  green  Neptune's  back 
W  ith  fhips  made  cities,  condemn  inyfelf  to  lack 
The  courage  of  a  woman,  lefs  noble  mind 
Than  fne,  which,  by  her  death,  our  Coefar  tells, 
/  am  conqueror  of  my f elf.     Thou  art  fworn,  Eros, 
That  when  the  exigent  fhould  come  (which  now 
Is  come,  indeed),  when  I  fhould  fee  behind  me 
The  inevitable  profecution  of 
Difgrace  and  horror,  that,  on  my  command, 
Thou  then  would'ft  kill  me:  do't,  the  time  is  come: 
Thou  {Irik'ft  not  me,  'tis  Caefar  thou  defeat'ft. 
Put  colour  in  thy  cheek. 

Eros.  The  gods  withhold  me ! 
Sliall  I  do  that,  which  all  the  Parthian  dart?. 
Though  enemy,  lofl  aim,  and  could  not  ? 

Ant.  Eros, 
Would'ft  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Rome,  and  fee 
Thy  mafter  thus  with  pleach'd  arms,  bending  down 
His  corrigible  neck,  bis  face  fubdu'd 
To  penetrative  fhame ;  whilft  the  wheel'd  feat 
Of  fortunate  Caefar,  drawn  before  him,  branded 
Kis  bafenefs  that  enfued  ? 

Eros.  I  would  not  it^t. 

Ant,  Come,  then  s  for  with  a  wound  I  muft  be  cur'd. 

Draw 
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Si 


Draw  that  thy  honeft  fword,  which  thou  haft  worn 
Moft  ufeful  for  thy  country. 

Eros.  O,  fir,  pardon  me. 

Jnt.  When  I  did  make  thee  free,  fwor'ft  thou  not  then 
To  do  this  when  I  bade  thee  ?  Do  it  at  once  ; 
Or  thy  precedent  fervices  are  all 
But  accidents  unpurposed.     Draw,  and  come. 

Eros.  Turn  from  me  then  that  noble  countenance. 
Wherein  the  worfhip  of  the  whole  world  lies. 

jlnt.  Lothee. —  [Turning  from  him. 

Eros,  My  fword  is  drawn. 

Jnt.  Then  let  it  do  at  once 
The  thing  why  thou  haft  drawn  it. 

Eros.  My  dear  mafter. 
My  captain,  and  my  emperor  !  let  me  fay, 
Before  I  ftrike  this  bloody  ftroke,  farewell. 

Jnt,  'Tis  faid,  man  ; — and  farewell. 

Eros,  Farewell,  great  chief.     Shall  I  ftrike  now  ? 

Jnt,  Now,  Eros. 

Eros,  Why,  there  then :  Thus  do  I  efcape  the  forrow 

[Eros  kills  himjelf. 
Of  Antony's  death.  [Dies, 

Jnt,  Thrice  nobler  than  myfelf ! 
Thou  teacheft  me,  O  valiant  Eros  I  what 
I  fliould,  and  thou  could'ft  not.     My  queen  and  Eros 
Have,  by  their  brave  inftru£lion,  got  upon  me 
A  noblenefs  in  record  :  But  I  vj^ill  be 
A  bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  into't 
As  to  a  lover's  bed.     Come,  then;  and,  Eros, 
Thy  mafter  dies  thy  fcholar  \  to  do  thus 

[Falling  on  his  fword, 
I  learn'd  of  thee.     How  !  not  dead !  not  dead  !— 
The  guard  ! — how ! — O,  difpatch  me. 

Enter  Dekq'e.i: AS  and  Guards, 

1  Guard,  What's  the  noife  ? 

Jnt.  I  have  done  my  work  ill,  friends  j  O,  make  an  end 
Of  what  I  have  begun. 

2  Guard.  The  ftar  is  fallen. 

I  Guard,  And  time  is  at  his  period. 
M>  Alas,  and  woe  ! 

G3  Jnt, 
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Ant,  Let  him  that  loves  me  ftrikc  me  dead, 

1  Guard,  Not  I. 

2  Guard,  Nor  I. 

3  Guard.  Nor  any  one,  [Exeunt; 
Der.  Thy  death  and  fortunes  bid  thy  followers  fly» 

This  fword  but  fhewn  to  Caefar,  with  this  tidings, 
Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  Diomedes, 
Dio.  Where's  Antony  ? 
Der,  There,  Diomed,  there. 
Dio.  Lives  he  ?  Wilt  thou  not  anfwer,  man  ? 

[Exit  Dercetas. 
Jnt,  Art  thou  there,  Diomed  ?  Draw  thy  fword,  and 
give  me 
Sufficing  ftrokes  for  death. 
Dio.  Moft  abfolute  lord, 
My  miftrefs  Cleopatra  fent  me  to  thee, 
Jnt.  When  did  Ihe  fend  thee  ?  ' 

Dio,  Now,  my  lord. 
J/it,     Where  is  fhe  ? 

Dio,  Lock'd  in  her  monument.     She  had  a  prophefying 
fear 
Of  what  hath  come  to  pafs :  for  when  {he  faw 
(Which  never  Ihall  be  found)  you  did  fufped 
She  had  difpos'd  with  C^far,  and  that  your  rage 
Would  not  be  purg'd,  fhe  fent  you  word  (he  was  dead  3 
But,  fearing  fince  how  it  might  work,  hath  fent 
Me  to  proclaim  the  truth ,  and  I  am  come, 
I  dread,  too  late. 

Jnt.    Too   late,   good   Diomed:— Call   my  guard,  I 

piith'^e. 
pio.    What,  ho!     the  emperor's  guard!    the  guard, 
what,  ho  ! 
Come,  your  lord  calls. 

Enter  a  Guard, 
Ant.  Bear  me,  good  friends,  vdiere  Cleopatra  bides  ; 
^Tis  the  laft  fervice  that  I  fhall  command  you. 

I  Guard.  Woe,  woe,  are  we,  fir,  you  may  not  live  to  wear 
All  your  true  followers  out. 

All 
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AIL  Mofl  heavy  day  ! 

Ant,  Nay,  good  my  fellows,  do  not  pleafe  (harp  fate 
To  grace  it  with  your  forrows  :  bid  that  welcome 
Which  comes  to  punifh  us,  and  we  punifh  it 
Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly.     Take  me  up  : 
I  have  led  you  oft ;  carry  me  now,  good  friends, 
And  have  my  thanks  for  all.  [Exeunt  bearing  Ant, 


SCENE   Xlir.     A  Monument. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  ^w^Iras,  ahove. 

Cko.  O  Charmian,  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 

Char,  Be  comforted,  dear  madam. 

Cleo.  No,  I  will  not : 
All  ftrange  and  terrible  events  are  welcome, 
But  comforts  we  defpife ;  or  fize  of  forrow. 
Proportioned  to  our  caufe,  muft  be  as  great 

Enter  Diomedes, 

As  that  which  makes  it. — How  now  ?  is  he  dead  ? 

Dio.  His  death's  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 
Look  out  o'  the  other  fide  your  monument. 
His  guard  have  brought  him  thither. 

Enter  Antony,  borne  by  the  Guard. 

Cles.  O  fun, 
i3urn  the  great  fphere  thou  mov'ft  in ! — darkling  iland 
The  varying  fliore  o'the  world ! — O  Antony ! 
Antony !  Antony ! 

Help,  Charmian,  help ;  Iras,  help ;  help,  friends 
Below  3  let's  draw  him  hither. 

Ant.  Peace; 
Not  Caefar's  valour  hath  overthrown  Antony, 
But  Antony's  hath  triumph'd  on  itfelf. 

Cleo.  So  it  fhould  be,  that  none  but  A  itony, 
Should  conquer  Antony ;  but  woe  'tis  fo  I 

Ant,  I  am  dying,  iEgypt,  dying  ;  only 
I  here  importune  death  a  while,  until 
Of  many  thoufand  kiiTes  the  poor  laft 
I  lay  upon  thy  lips, — 

G  4  (Meo. 
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Cleo,  I  dare  not, 
Dear,  dear,  my  lord,  pardon ;  I  dare  not. 
Left  I  be  taken  :  not  the  imperious  fhew 
Of  the  full-fortun'd  Caefar  ever  fliall 
Be  brooch'd  with  me ;  if  knife,  drugs,  ferpents,  have 
Edge,  fting,  cr  operation,  I  am  fafe. 
Your  wife  Odavia,  with  her  modeft  eyes, 
And  ftill  conclufion,  fhall  acquire  no  honour 
Demuringupon  me.     But  come,  come,  Antony- 
Help  me,  my  women — we  muft^draw  thee  up  j— 
AfTift,  good  friendc. 

Jnt.  O,  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 

Cleo,  Here's  fport,  indeed  1 — How  heavy  weighs  my  lord ! 
Our  ftrength  is  all  gone  into  heavinefs. 
That  makes  the  weight :  Had  I  great  Juno's  power, 
The  ftrong-wing'd  Mercury  fhould  fetclj  thee  up. 
And  fet  thee  by  Jove's  fide.     Yet  come  a  little-^' 
Wifhers  were  ever  fools; — O,  come,  come,  come  ! — 

[They  draw  Antony  up  to  Cleopat?>.A. 
And  welcome,  welcome  !  die,  where  thou  hafb  liv'd  ; 
Qiiicken  with  kifling  ; — -had  my  lips  that  power, 
Thus  would  I  wear  them  out. 

Jll.  A  heavy  fight ! 

Jnt.  I  am  dying,  iEgypt,  dying  : 
Give  me  fome  wine,  and  let  me  fpeak  a  little. 

Cleo.  No,  let  me  fpeak  ;  and  let  me  rail  (o  high, 
That  the  falfe  hufwife  Fortune  break  her  wheel, 
Provok'd  by  my  offence. 

Jnt,  One  word,  fweet  queen  : 
Of  Caefar  feek  your  honour  with  your  fafety.— O  !— 

Cleo,  They  do  not  go  together, 

Jnt,  Gentld  hear  me : > 

Nosie  about  Csefar  truft,  but  Proculeius, 

Qeo.  My  refolution  and  my  hands  I'll  truft. 
None  ^bout  Caefar. 

Jnt,  The  miferablc  change  now  at  my  end.  1 

Lament  nor  forrow  at :  but  pleafe  your  thoughts 
Irt  feeding  them  with  thofe  my  former  fortunes 
Wherein  I  liv'd,  the  greatcft  prince  o'  the  world. 
The  nobleft  :  and  do  now  not  bafely  die, 
Nor  cowardly  5  put  off  my  helmet  to 

My 
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My  countryman,  a  Roman,  by  a  Roman 

Valiantly  vanquifh'd.     Now,  my  fpirit  is  going ;    . 

I  can  no  more —  [Antony  dies, 

.  Geo.  Nobleft  of  men,  woo't  die  ? 
Haft  thou  no  care  of  me  ?  fhall  I  abide 
In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  abfcnce  is 
No  better  than  a  fty? — O,  fee,  my  women, 
The  crown  o'  the  earth  doth  melt : — My  lord  ! — 
O,  withered  is  the  garland  of  the  war, 
The  foldier's  pole  is  fallen;  young  boys  and  girls 
Are  level  now  with  men  :  the  odds  is  gone, 
And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable 
Beneath  the  vifiting  moon.  [She faints > 

Char,  O,  quietnefs,  lady  ! 
Iras,  She  is  dead  too,  our  fovereign. 
Char.  Lady ! 
Iras.  Madam ! — 

Char.  O  madam,  madam,  madam— 
Iras,  Royal  .^gypt !  emprefs  ! 
Char,  Peace,  peace,  Iras. 

Cleo,  No  more — but  e'en  a  woman;  and  commanded 
By  fuch  poor  paflion  as  the  maid  that  milks, 
And  does  the  meaneft  chares. — It  were  for  me 
To  throw  my  fceptreat  the  injurious  gods  ; 
To  tell  them,  that  this  world  did  equal  theirs, 
^Till  they  had  ftolen  our  jewel.     All's  but  naught ; 
Patience  is  fottifh  :  and  impatience  does 
Become  a  deg  that's  mad  :  Then  is  it  fin, 
To  rufh  into  the  fecret  houfe  of  death, 
Ere  death  dare  come  to  us  ? — How  do  you,  women? 
What,  what  ?  good  cheer  I  Why,  how  now,  Charmian  ? 
My  noble  girls  ! — Ah,  women,  women  1  look. 
Our  lamp  is  fpent,  its  out : — Good  firs,  take  heart : — 
We'll  bury  him :  and  then,  what's  brave,  what's  noble, 
Let's  do  it  after  the  high  Roman  fafhion, 
And  make  death  proud  to  take  us.     Come,  away : 
This  cafe  of  that  huge  fpirit  now  is  cold. 
Ah,  women,  women  !  come  ;  we  have  no  friend 
But  refolution,  and  the  briefeft  end. 

[Exfunt^  bearing  Ojff^ Antonyms  hody, 

ACT 
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ACT      V. 

SCENE    I.      Ctsfar's  Gamp. 

Etiter  Cms  AR,  Agrippa,  Dolabella,  Mec^nas,  Cal- 
lus, Proculeius,  and  Train. 

Cafar, 

GO  to  him,  Dolabella,  bid  him  yield  ; 
Being  fo  fruftrated,  tell  him,  he  mocks 
The  paufes  that  he  makes, 
Dol.  Csefar,  I  ihall.  [^a-zV  Dolabella* 

Enter  Dercetas  with  thefvjord  ^Antony. 

Ccsf.  Wherefore  is  that  ?  and  what  art  thou,  that  dar*ft 
Appear  thus  to  us? 

Der,  I  am  call'd  Dercetas  ; 
Mark  Antony  I  ferv'd,  who  befl  was  worthy 
Keft  to  be  ferv'd  :  whilft  he  flood  up,  and  fpokc. 
He  was  my  matter ;  and  I  wore  my  life 
To  fpend  upon  his  haters :  If  thou  ple^c 
'    To  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  was  to  him 
I'll  be  to  Caefar  s  if  thou  pleafeft  not, 
I  yield  thee  up  my  life. 

Caf,  What  is't  thou  fay'ft  ? 

Der,  I  fay,  O  Caefar !  Antony  is  dead. 

Caf,  The  breaking  of  fo  great  a  thing  fhould  make 
'h  greater  crack  :  The  round  world 
Should  have  fhook  lions  into  civil  ftreets, 
And  citizens  to  their  dens  : — The  death  of  Antony 
Is  not  a  fmgle  doom ;  in  the  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Der,  He  is  dead,  Csefar  ; 
Not  by  a  publick  minifter  of  juftice, 
Nor  by  a  hired  knife  ;  but  that  felf  hand. 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  ads  it  did, 
Hath,  with  the  courage  which  the  heart  did  lend  \ty 
Splitted  the  heart. — This  is  his  fword, 
I  robb'd  his  wound  of  it ;  behold  it  ftain'd 
With  his  moft  noble  blood. 

Cisf,  Look  you  fad,  friends  .^ 

The 
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The  go^  rebuke  me,  but  it  is  tidings 

To  wafli  the  eyes  of  kings.  -  * 

Jgr.  And  ftrange  it  is, 
That  nature  muft  compel  us  to  lament 
Our  moft  perfifted  deeds. 

Mec.  His  taints  and  honours 
Waged  equal  with  him. 

Jgr,  A  rarer  fpirit  never 
Did  fteer  humanity  :  but  you,  gods  !  will  give  u^ 
Some  faults  to  make  us  men,     Caefar  is  touch'd. 

Mec.  When  fuch  a  fpacious  mirror's  fet  before  him. 
He  needs  muft  fee  himfelf. 

Caf.  O  Antony ! 
I  have  follow'd  thee  to  this  ; — But  we  do  lance 
Difeafes  in  our  bodies.     I  muft  perforce 
Have  ftiewn  to  thee  fuch  a  declining  day, 
Or  look  on  thine  ;  we  could  not  ftall  together 
In  the  whole  world  :  But  yet  let  me  lament. 
With  tears  as  fovereign  as  the  blood  of  hearts. 
That  thou,  my  brother,  my  competitor 
In  top  of  all  defign,  my  mate  in  empire. 
Friend  and  companion  in  the  front  of  war. 
The  arm  of  mine  own  body,  and  the  heart 
Where  mine  his  thoughts  did  kindle — that  our  ftars, 
Unreconcileable,  ihould  divide 
Our  equalnefs  to  this. — Hear  me,  good  friends— 
But  I  will  tell  you  at  fome  meeter  leafon  j 

EnUr  an  Mgyptian. 
The  bufmefs  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him, 
We'll  hear  him  what  he  fays. — Whence  are  you  ? 

Mgypt.  A  poor  -Egyptian  yet :  The  queen  my  miftrefs, 
Confin'd  in  all  fhe  has,  her  monument. 
Of  thy  intents  defires  infl:ru6tion ; 
That  fhe  preparedly  may  frame  herfelf 
To  the  way  Ihe's  forcM  to. 

Caf.  Bid  her  have  good  heart ; 
She  foon  fhall  know  of  us,  by  fome  of  ours. 
How  honourably  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her  :  fbr  C^far  cannot  live 
To  be  ungentle. 

JEgypt. 
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Mgypt,  So  the  gods  preferve  thee  !  \fixlt% 

Ccef.  Come  hither  Proculeius ;  Go,  and  fay, 

We  purpofe  her  no  fhame :  give  her  what  comforts 
The  quality  of  her  paffion  fhall  require  ; 

Left,  in  her  greatnefs,  by  fpme  mortal  ftroke. 

She  do  def(?at  us :  for  her  life  in  Rome 

Would  be  eternal  in  our  triumph:  -Go, 

And  with  your  fpeedieft,  bring  us  what  fhe  fays, 

And  how  you  find  of  her. 

Fro.  C^efar,  I  Ihall.  {^Exit  Proculeius, 

C^f.  Gallus,  go  you  along— .Where's  Dolabella, 

To  fecond  Proculeius  ?  \^Exit  Gallus, 

All  Dolabella! 
Ciej,  Let  him  alone,  for  I  remember  now 

How  he's  employed ;  he  fhall  in  time  be  ready. 

Go  with  me  to  my.  tent ;  where  you  fhall  fee 

How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  war ; 
,  How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  flill 

In  all  my  writings ;  Go  with  me,  and  fee 

What  I  can  fhew  in  this.  \ExeunU 

S  C  E  N  E    II.     rhe  MoriumnU 

'Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  and  Iras. 

Cleo,  My  defolation  does  begin  to  make 
A  better  life  :  'Tis  paltry  to  be  Crefar  ; 
Not  being  fortune,  he's  but  fortune's  knave, 
A  minifler  of  her  will :  And  it  is  great 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds  ; 
Which  fhackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change  ; 
Which  fleeps,  and  never  palates  more  the  dung. 
The  beggar's  nurfe  and  Caefar's. — 

Enter  below^  Proculeius,  Gallus,  ^c. 

Pro.  Caefar  fends  greeting  to  the  queen  of  ^gypt ; 
And  bids  thee  fludy  on  what  fair  demands 
Thou  mean'fl  to  have  him  grant  thee. 

Cleo.  What's  thy  name  ? 

Pro.  My  name  is  Proculeius. 

Cleo.  Antony 
Did  tell  me  of  you,  bade  me  trufl  you  3  but 

Idq 
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1  do  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceiv'd, 

That  have  no  ufe  for  trufting.     If  your  matter 

Would  have  a  queen  his  beggar,  you  muft  tell  him, 

That  majefty,  to  keep  decorum,  muft 

No  lefs  beg  than  a  kingdom  :  if  he  pleafe 

To  give  me  conquer 'd  ^gypt  for  my  fon. 

He  gives  me  (o  much  of  mine  own,  as  I 

Will  kneel  to  him  v^^ith  thanks. 

Fro.  Be  of  good  cheer  ; 
You  are  fallen  into  a  princely  hand,  fear  nothing  : 
Make  your  full  reference  freely  to  my  lord, 
Who  is  fo  full  of  grace,  that  it  flows  over 
On  all  that  need ;  Let  me  report  to  him 
Your  fweet  dependency ;  and  you  fhall  find 
A  conqueror,  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindnefs, 
Where  he  for  grace  is  kneel'd  to. 

CIeo»  Pray  you,  tell  him 
I  am  his  fortune's  vafTal,  and  I  fend  him 
The  greatnefs  he  has  got.     I  hourly  learn 
A  dodlrine  of  obedience ;  and  would  gladly 
Look  him  i'the  face. 

Pro.  This  I'll  report,  dear  lady. 
Have  comfort;  for  I  know  your  plight  Is  pity'd 
Of  him  that  caus'd  it. 
[Jfide.]  You  fee  how  eafily  (he  may  be  furpris'd ; 

Here  Gallus  and  Guard  afcend  the  Ma-^ 
nument^  and  enter  behind. 
Guard  her  'till  Casfar  come.  ,  {Exit, 

Iras*  Royal  queen ! 

Char.  O  Cleopatra!  thou  art  taken,  queen! — 

Cleo.  Quick,  quick,  good  hands.       {Drawing  a  dagger. 

PROCULEIUS  rujhes  tn^  and  difarms  the  ^iieen. 
Pro.  Hold,  worthy  lady,  hold  : 
Do  not  yourfelf  fuch  wrong,  who  are  in  this 
ReUev'd,  but  not  betray'd." 

Cleo.  What,,  of  death  too,  that  rids  our  dogs  of  languifh  I 
Pro.  Cleopatra, 
Do  not  abufe  our  matter's  bounty,  by 
The  undoing  of  yourfelf :  let  the  world  fee 

His 
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His  noblenefs  well  aaed,  which  your  death 
Will  never  let  come  forth, 

Cieff,  Where  art  thou,  death  ? 
Come  hither,  come  !  come,  come,  and  take  a  queen 
Worth  many  babes  and  beggars  ! 

Fro,  Oj  temperance,  lady  ! 

Cie$.  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat,  I'll  not  drink,  fir  ; 
If  idle  talk  will  once  be  neceflarv, 
I'll  not  fleep  neither  :  This  mortal  houfe  Til  ruin, 
DoXaefar  what  he  can.     Know,  fir,  that  I 
Will  not  wait  pinion'd  at  your  mafter's  court i 
Nor  once  be  chaftis'd  with  the  fober  eye 
Of  dull  Oftavia.     Shall  they  hoi  ft  me  up. 
And  fhew  me  to  the  fhouting  varletry 
Of  cenfuring  Rome  ?  Rather  a  ditch  in  ^gypt 
Be  gentle  grave  unto  me  !  rather  on  Nilus'  mud 
Lay  me  fl-ark  naked,  and  let  the  water-flies 
Blow  me  into  abhorring  !  rather  make 
My  country's  high  pyramids  my  gibbet. 
And  hang  me  up  in  chains ! 

Pro.  You  do  extend 
Thefe  thoughts  of  horror  further  than  you  flial! 
Find  caufe  in  Caefar. 

Enter  Dolabella. 

Dol  Proculeius, 
What  thou  haft  done  thy  mafter  Caefar  knows. 
And  he  hath  fent  for  thee :  as  for  the  queen, 
ril  take  her  to  my  guard.  ^ 

Pro.  So,  Dolabella, 
It  ftiall  content  me  beft :  be  gentle  to  her.— 
To  Csfar  I  will  fpeak  what  you  fliall  pleafe, 

[To  Cleopatra. 
If  you'll  employ  me  to  him.    - 
^    Cleo.  Say,  I  would  die.  [Exit  PROCULElUt. 

DoL  Moft  noble  emprefs,  you  have  heard  of  me  ? 

Qeo.  I  cannot  tell.  ^ 

DoL  AfTuredly  you  know  me, 

Cleo.  No  matter,  fir,  what  I  have  heard  or  known. 
You  laugh,  when  boys  or  women  tell  their  dreams ; 
Is't  not  your  trick ! 

DoL 
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Do!,  1  underftand  not,  madam. 

Cieo,  I  dreamM  there  was  an  emperor  Antony  ;'^ 
O,  fuch  another  fleep,  that  I  might  fee 
But  fuch  another  man  ! 

Doi,  If  it  might  pleafe  you — 

Cleo,  His  face  was  as  the  heavens  ;  and  therein  ftuck 
A  fun  and  moon ;  which  kept  their  courfe,  and  lighted 
The  little  O,  the  earth. 

Dol.  Moft  fovereign  creature-— 

Cleo,  His  legs  beftrid  the  ocean  ;  his  rear'd  arm 
Crefted  the  world  :  his  voice  was  property'd 
As  all  the  tuned  fpheres,  and  that  to  friends  ; 
But  when  he  meant  to  quail  and  fhake  the  orb. 
He  was  as  rattling  thunder.     For  his  bounty. 
There  was  no  winter  in't;  an  autumn  'twas, 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping  :  His  delights 
Were  dolphin-like ;  they  fhew'd  his  back  above 
The  element  they  liv'd  in :  In  his  livery 
Walk'd  crowns  and  crownets  ;  realms  and  iflands  were 
As  plates  dropt  from  his  pocket. 

DoL  Cleopatra ► 

Geo.  Think  you  there  was,  or  might  be,  fuch  a  man 
As  this  I  dream'd  of? 

DoL  Gentle  madam,  no. 

Cko.  You  lye,  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  gods. 
But,  if  there  be,  or  ever  were  one  fuch, 
Its  paft  the  fize  of  dreaming :  Nature  wants  ftufF 
To  vie  ftrange  forms  with  fancy ;  yet,  to  imagine 
An  Antony,  were  Nature's  piece  'gainft  fancy. 
Condemning  (hadows  quite. 

Dol.  Hear  me,  good  madam: 
Your  lofs  is  as  yourfelf,  great;  and  you  bear  it 
As  anfwering  to  the  weight :  'Would  I  might  never 
O'ertake  purfu'd  fuccf:fs,  but  I  do  feci. 
By  the  rebound  of  your's,  a  grief  that  (hoots 
My  very  heart  at  root. 

Cleo,  I  thank  you,  fir, 
K;iow  you  what  Caefar  means  to  do  with  me  ? 

DoL  1  am  loth  to  tell  you  what  I  would  you  knew, 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  fir — 

DoL  Though  he  be  honourable — 


g%  ANTONV   AND   CLEOPATRA. 

Cleo.  He'll  lead  me  then  in  triumph  I 
DoL  Madam,  he  will ;  I  know  it. 
AIL  Make  way  there — Caefar. 

Enter  Cjesar,  Gallus,  Mecjenas,  Proguleius,  and 

Attendants. 

Caf.  Which  is  the  queen  of  iEgypt  ? 

DoL  It  is  the  emperor,  madam.  [Cleo.  kneeh^ 

Caf.  Arife,  you  fliall  not  kneel : 
I  pray  you,  rife  :  rife,  -^gypt. 

Cleo.  Sir,  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus  j  my  mafter  and  my  lord 
I  muft  obey. 

Cisf.  Take  to  you  no  hard  thoughts  i 
The  record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us, 
Though  written  in  our  flefh,  we  fliall  remember 
As  things  but  done  by  chance. 

Cleo,  Sole  fir  o'the  world, 
I  cannot  projedl  mine  own  caufe  fo  well 
To  make  it  clear ;  but  do  confefs,  I  have 
Been  laden  with  like  frailties,  which  before 
Have  often  fham'd  our  fex. 

Caf.  Cleopatra,  know, 
We  will  extenuate  rather  than  enforce  : 
If  you  apply  yourfelf  to  our  intents 
(Which  towards  you  are  moft  gentle),  you  fhall  hi\-::i 
A  benefit  in  this  change  :  but  if  you  feek 
To  lay  on  me  a  cruelty,  by  taking 
Antony's  courfe,  you  fhall  bereave  yourfelf 
Of  my  good  purpofes,  and  put  your  children 
To  that  deftrudiion  which  I'll  guard  them  from, 
If  thereon  you  rely.     I'll  take  my  leave. 

Cleo,  And  may^  through  all  the  world  :  'tis  your's  and  we 
Your  '(cutcheons,  and  your  figns  of  conqueft,  fhall 
I-Iang  in  what  place  you  pleafe.     Here,  my  good  lord.     ^ 

Caf.  You  fliall  advife  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  This  is  the  brief  of  money,  plate,  and  jewels, 
I  am  pofTefs'd  of:   'tis  exadly  valu'd; 
Not  petty  things  admitted. — Where's  Seleucus  ? 

SeL  Here,  madam. 

Cleo, 
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CJeo,  This  is  my  treafure ;  let  him  fpeak,  my  lord, 
Upon  his  peril,  that  I  have  referv'd 
To  myfelf  nothing.     Speak  the  truth,  Seleucus, 

Sel.  Madam, 
I  had  rather  feal  my  lips,  than,  to  my  peril, 
Speak  that  which  is  not. 
'    Geo,  What  have  I  kept  back? 

Set,  Enough  to  purchafe  what  you  have  made  known* 

Caf  Nay,  blufh  not,  Cleopatra ;  I  approve 
Your  wifdom  in  the  deed. 

Cleo,  See,  Caefar  !  O,  behold, 
How  pomp  is  followed  !  mine  will  now  be  your^s  ^ 
And,  ftiould  we  {hift  eflates,  your's  would  be  mine. 
The  ingratitude  of  this  Seleucus  does 
Even  make  me  wild  : — O  flaveof  no  more  truft 
Than  love  that's  bir'd  1  — What,  goeft  thou  back?  thou 

Ihalt 
Go  back,  I  warrant  thee ;  but  V\\  catch  thine  eyes, 
Though  they  had  wings  :  Slave,  foul-lefs  villain,  dog ! 
O  rarely  bafe ! 

Caf  Good  queen,  let  us  entreat  you. 

Cleo.  O  Caefar,  what  a  wounding  fhame  is  this  ; 
That  thou,  vouchfafing  here  to  vifit  me^ 
Doing  the  honour  of  thy  lordlinefs 
To  one  fo  meek,  that  mine  own  fervant  fhould 
Parcel  the  fum  of  my  difgraces  by  .  ; 

Addition  of  his  envy  !  Say,  good  Csefar,  i 

That  I  fome  lady- trifles  had  referv'd, 
Immoment  toys,  things  of  fuch  dignity 
As  we  gteet  modern  friends  withal ;  and  fayj 
Some  nobler  taken  I  have  kept  apart 
For  Livia,  and  Odlavia,  to  induce 
Their  mediation  ;  muft  I  be  unfolded 
With  one  that  I  have  bred  ?  The  gods !  It  finiteS  me 
Beneath  the  fall  I  have.     Prithee,  go  hence ; 

[To  Seleucus. 
Or  I  fhall  fliew  the  cinders  of  my  fpirits 
Through  the  afhes  of  my  chance  : — Wert  thou  a  man. 
Thou  would'ft  have  mercy  on  me. 

Caf,  Forbear,  Seleucus.  [Exit  Seleucus. 

H  Cleo* 


^4  ANTONY    AND    CLEOPATRA. 

Cho,  Be  It  known,  that  we,  the  grcateft,  are  mifthoiight 
For  things  that  others  do  ;  and,  when  we  fall, 
We  anfwer  others'  merits  in  our  names, 
Are  therefore  to  be  pitied. 

Ccsf.  Cleopatra, 
Not  what  you  have  referv'd,  nor  what  acknowledg'd, 
Put  we  i'the  roll  of  conqueft  :  ftill  be  it  your's, 
Beflow  it  at  your  pleafure ;  and  believe, 
Caefar's  no  merchant,  to  make  prize  with  you 
Of  things  that  merchants  fold.     Therefore  be  cheer'd. 
Make  not  your  thoughts  your  prifons :  no,  dear  queen  5 
For  we  intend  fo  to  difpofe  you,  as 
Yourfelf  fhall  give  us  counfel.     Feed  and  ileep  : 
Our  care  and  pity  is  (o  much  upon  you. 
That  we  remain  your  friend  :  And  fo  adieu. 

Cleo,  My  mafter,  and  my  lord  ! 

Ctef.  Not  fo  :  Adieu.     {Exeunt  Cjesar  and  his  Train, 

CIcd.  He  words  me,  girls,  he  words  me,  that  I  fliould  not 
Be  noble  to  myfelf :  But  hark  thee,  Charmian. 

[IVhifpers  Charmian, 

Iras,  Finifli,  good  lady  ;  the  bright  day  is  done, 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Cleo.  Hie  thee  again  : 
I  have  fpoke  already,  and  it  is  provided  ; 
Go  put  it  to  the  hafte. 

Char,  Madam,  I  will. 

Re-enter  Dolabella. 

J)?/.  Where  is  the  queen  ? 

Char,  Behold,  fir.  [Exit  CharmiaN» 

Cleo,  Dolabella? 

Dol,  Madam,  as  thereto  fworn  by  your  command. 
Which  my  love  makes  religion  to  obey, 
I  tell  you  this  :  Caefar  through  Syria 
Intends  his  journey  ;  and,  within  three  days. 
You  with  your  children  will  he  fend  before : 
Make  your  befl  ufe  of  this  :  I  have  performed 
Your  pleafure,  and  my  promife. 

Cleo,  Dolabella, 
I  fh^ll  remain  your  debtor. 
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DoL  I  your  fervant. 
Adieu,  good  queen  j  I  muft  attend  on  Caefar.  [Exit, 

Cleo.  Farewell,  and  thanks.     Now,  Iras,  what  think*il 
thou  ? 
^hou,  an  Egyptian  puppet,  fhalt  be  fhewn 
In  Rome,  as  well  as  I  :  mechanick  flaves 
With  greafy  aprons,  rules,  and  hammers,  fhall 
Uplift  us  to  the  view  ;  in  their  thick  breaths. 
Rank  of  grofs  diet,  fhall  we  be  unclouded. 
And  forc'd  to  drink  their  vapour. 
Iras.  The  gods  forbid ! 

Cleo,  Nay,  'tis  moft  certain,  Iras :  Saucy  Ii6lors 
Will  catch  at  us  like  ftrumpets  ;  and  fcald  rhimers 
Ballad  us  out  o'tune  :  the  quick  comedians 
Extemporally  will  flage  us,  and  prefent 
Our  Alexandrian  revels;  Antony 
Shall  be  brought  drunken  forth,  and  I  fliall  fee 
Some  fqueaking  Cleopatra  boy  my  greatnefs 
I'  the  pofture  of  a  whore. 
Iras,  O  the  good  gods  ! 
Cleo,  Nay,  that's  certain. 
Iras,  I'll  never  fee  it ;  for,  I  am  fure,  my  nails 
Are  ftronger  than  mine  eyes. 
Cleo.  Why,  that's  the  way 
To  fool  their  preparation,  and  to  ccyiquer 
Their  moft  abOard  intents. — Now,  Charmian?-f- 

Enter  Charmian.  ; 

Shew  me,  my  women,  like  a  queen ; — Go  fetch 
My  beft  attires ;-— I  am  again  for  Cydnus, 
To  meet  Mark  Antony  : — Sirrah,  Iras,  go.' 
Now,  noble  Charmian,  we'll  difpatch  indeed : 
And,  when  thou  haft  done  this  chare,  I'll  give  thee  leave 
To  play  'till  doomfday. — Bring  our  crown  and  all. 
Wherefore's  this  noife  ?  [Jnoife  within. 

Enter  one  of  the  Guard, 

Guard.  Here  is  a  rural  fellow. 
That  will  not  be  deny'd  your  highnefs'  prefence  ; 
He  brings  you  figs. 

Cleo.  Let  him  come  in.     What  a  poor  inftrument 

{^Exit  Guard. 
H  2  May 
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May  do  a  noble  deed  !  he  brings  me  liberty. 
My  refolutiom's  plac'd,  and  I  have  nothing 
Of  woman  in  me  :  Now  from  head  to  foot 
I  am  marble-conftant :  now  the  fleeting  moon 
No  planet  is  of  mine. 

Re-enter  Guards  with  a  Clown  bringing  a  bajket. 

Guard,  This  is  the  man. 

Clco.  Avoid,  and  leave  him.  [Exit  Guard* 

Haft  thou  the  pretty  worm  of  N  ilus  there, 
That  kills  and  pains  not  ? 

Clown,  Truly  I  have  him :  but  I  would  not  be  the  party 
that  fhould  defireyou  to  touch  him,  for  his  biting  is  im- 
inortal ;  thofe  that  do  die  of  it,  do  feldom  or  never  recover. 

Cleo,  Remember^ft  thOu  any  that  have  dyM  on't  ? 

Clozvn.  Very  many,  men  and  women  too.  I  heard  of 
one  of  them  no  longer  than  yefterday :  a  very  honeft  wo- 
man, but  fomething  given  to  lye  ;  as  a  woman  fhould  not 
do,  but  in  the  way  of  honefty :  how  (he  dy'd  of  the  biting 
of  it,  what  pain  me  felt — -Truly,  fhe  makes  a  very  good 
report  o'the  worm  :  But  he  that  will  believe  all  that  they 
lay,  fhall  never  be  faved  by  half  that  they  do;  Rut  this  is 
moft  fallible,  the  worm's  an  odd  worm, 

Cles»  Get  thee  hence ;  farewell. 

Clown,  1  wifliyou  all  joy  of  the  worm. 

CUo,  Farewell. 

Clown,  You  muft  think  this,  look  you,  that  the  worni 
will  do  his  kind. 

Clso,  Ay,  ay;  farewell. 

Clown,  Look  you,  the  worm  is  not  to  be  trufted,  but  In 
the  keeping  of  wife  people ;  for,  indeed,  there  is  no  good- 
ne(s  in  the  worm. 

Cieo,  Take  thou  no  care  ;  it  fhall  be  heeded. 

Clozvn.  Very  good :  give  it  nothing,  I  pray  you,  for  it  is 
not  worth  the  feeding. 

Cleo,  Will  it  eat  me  ? 

Clown.  You  muft  not  think  I  am  fo  fimple,  but  I  know 
the  devil  bimfelf  will  not  eat  a  woman :  I  know,  that  a 
woman  is  a  difh  for  the  gods,  if  the  devil  drefs  her  not. 
Butj  truly,  thefe  fame  whorefbn  devils  do  the  gods  great 

harm 
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harm  in  their  women ;  for  in  every  ten  that  the)^  make, 
the  devils  mar  five. 

Cleo,  Well,  get  thee  gone  ;  farewell. 

Clown.  Yes,  forfooth  \  I  wilh  you  joy  o'  the  worm. 

[ExiU 

Cleo.  Give  me  my  robe,  put  on  my  crown;  I  have 
Immortal  longings  in  me  :  Now  no  more 
The  juice  of  Egypt's  grape  (hall  moift  this  lip  : — 

Yare,  yare,  good  Iras;  quick. Methinks  I  hear 

Antony  call;  I  fee  himroufe  himfelf 

To  praife  my  noble  acl;  I  hear  him  mock 

The  luck  of  Caefar,  which  the  gods  givt  men 

To  excufe  their  after  wrath  :  Hufband,  I  come: 

Now  to  that  name  my  courage  prove  my  title ! 

I  am  fire  and  air  ;  my  other  elements 

I  give  to  bafer  life. — So — have  you  done  ? 

Come,  then  and  take  the  laft  warmth  of  my  lips. 

Farewell,  kind  Charmian  ; — Iras,  long  farewell. 

[Applying  th£  afp. 
Have  I  the  afpick  in  my  lips  !  Doft  fall  ?  [To  Iras, 

If  thou  and  nature  can  fo  gently  part, 
The  ftroke  of  death  is  as  a  lover's  pinch, 
Which  hurts,  and  is  defir'd.     Doft  thou  lye  ftill  ? 
If  thus  thou  vanifheft,  thou  tell'ft  the  world 
It  is  not  worth  leave-taking.  [Ira?  dies. 

Char.  DifTolve,  thick  cloud  and  rain  ;  that  I  may  fay, 
The  gods  themfelves  do  weep  I 

Cleo.  This  proves  me  bafe  : 
If  fhe  firft  meet  the  curled  Antony, 
He'll  make  demand  of  her  ;  and  fpend  that  kifs, 
Which  is  my  heaven  to  have. — Come,  thou  mortal  wretch. 
With  thy  fharp  teeth  this  knot  intrinficate         [To  the  afp. 
Of  life  at  once  untie  :  poor  venomous  fool. 
Be  angry,  and  difpatch.     O,  couldft  thou  fpeak  I 
That  I  might  hear  thee  call  great  Caefar,  afs 
Unpolicy'd  ! 

Char.  O,  eaflern  ftar ! 

Cleo.  Peace  peace  ! 
Dofl  thou  not  fee  n\y  baby  at  my  breaft, 
That  fucks  the  nurfe  afleep  ? 

Char.  O,  break  1  Oj  break  I 
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Cko.  As  fweet  as  balm,  as  foft  as  air,  as  gentle— 
O  Antony  ! — Nay,  I  will  take  thee  too  :  - — 

\^Jpphi/:g  another  afp  to  her  arm, 
\¥hat,  fhould  I  flay, '  [Dia, 

Char.  In  this  wild  world  ? — So,  fare  thee  well. 
Now  boaft  thee.  Death  !  in  thy  po/Tellion  lies 
A  lafs  unparallel'd. — Downy  windows,  dole; 
And  golden  Phoebus  never  be  beheld 
Of  eyes  again  fo  royal !   Your  crown's  awry ; 
I'll  mend  it,  and  then  play. 

E'nter  the  Guards  rufolng  in* 
I  Guard,  Where  :  ■  the  queen  ? 
Char,  Speak  foftly,  wake  her  not. 

I  Guard,  Caefar  hath  fent 

Char,  Too  flow  a  mefTenger.— - 

[Char  MI  AN  applm  the  afp, 
O,  conic ;  apace,  difpatch  : — I  partly  feel  thee. 

1  Guard,  Approach,  ho  !  All's  not  well :  Caefar's  be- 
guil'd. 

2  Guard.    There's  Dolabella  fent  from  Caefar ; — call 

him. 
X  Guard.  What  work  is  here? — Charmian,  is  this  well 

done  ? 
Char.  It  is  well  done,  and  fitting  for  a  princefs 
Defcended  of  fo  many  royal  kings. 
Ah,  foldier !  Charmian  dies. 

Enter  Dolabella. 

Dol.  How  goes  it  here  ? 

2  Guard.  All  dead. 

DoL  Caefar,  thy  thoughts 
Touch  their  efFedis  in  this  :  Thyfelf  art  coming 
To  fee  perform'd  the  dreaded  adi,  which  thou 
So  fought'il  to  hinder. 

Enter  C^SAR,  and  Attendants, 

Within.   A  '\vay  there,  a  way  for  Caefar  ! 

Del.  O,  fir,  you  are  too  fure  an  augurer  j 
That  vou  did  fear  "is  done. 

Ci^f.   B;  avert  at  the  lait: 
She  ie\til'd  at  eur  purpcfes*  and,  being  royal, 

'7  ^cok 


ANTONY   AND   CLEOPATRA.  99 

Took  her  own  way.—- The  manner  of  their  deaths  ?  — 
I  do  not  fee  them  bleed. 

DoL  Who  was  laft  with  them  ? 

I  Guard,  A  fimple  countryman,  that  brought  her  iigs  i 
This  was  his  bafket. 

Caf  Poifon'd  then. 

I  Guard.  O  Csefar, 
This  Charmian  Hv'd  but  now ;  flie  flood,  and  fpakc  : 
I  found  her  trimming  up  the  diadem 
On  her  dead  miftrefs  ;  tremblingly  fhe  flood. 
And  on  the  fudden  drop'd. 

C^f.  O  noble  weaknefs  ! — 
If  they  had  fwallow'd  poifon,  'twould  appear 
By  external  fwelling  :  but  fhe  looks  like  fleep, 
As  fhe  would  catch  another  Antony 
In  her  flrong  toil  of  grace. 

DoL  Hers  on  her  breafl 
There  is  a  vent  of  blood,  and  fomething  blown  : 
The  like  is  on  her  arm. 

I  Guard.  This  is  an  afpick's  trail ;  and  thefe  fig-leaves 
Have  fiime  upon  them,  fuch  as  the  afpick  leaves 
Upon  the  caves  of  Nile. 

C^f.  Mofl  probable. 
That  fo  fhe  dy'd ;  for  her  phyfician  tells  me, 
She  hath  purfu'd  corxlufions  infinite 
Of  eafy  ways  to  die. — Take  up  her  bed ; 

And  bear  her  women  from  the  monument :—  "K^ 

She  fhall  be  buried  by  her  Antony : 
No  grave  upon  the  earth  fhall  clip  in  it 
A  pair  fo  famous.     High  events  as  thefe 
Strike  thofe  that  make  them  :  and  their  flory  is 
No  lefs  in  pity,  than  his  glory,  which 
Brought  them  to  be  lamented.     Our  army  fhall, 
In  folemn  fhew,  attend  this  funeral ; 
And  then  to  Rome. — Come,  Dolabella,  fee 
High  order  in  this  great  folemnity.  [Exeunt  omn^s/ 
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DRAMATIS    PERSON  J?. 

MEN. 

Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus,  a  nolle  Roman, 
Titus  Lartius,    1    Generals  againfi  the  Folfdans. 

COMINIUS,  j  ^      -^  -^ 

Menenius  Agrippa,  Friend  to  Coriolanus, 

SiciNius  Velutus,  1     rrilunescfthePeofh. 

Junius  Brutus,        J 

TuLLUs  AuFiDius,  General  of  the  Folfclans, 

Lieutenant  to  Aufidius, 

2^<3«»^  Marcius,  Son  to  Coriolanus, 

Confpirators  voith  Aujidius, 

WOMEN. 

YoLVMtJl A,  Mother  to  Coriolanus. 
ViRGlLIA,  JVi/e  to  Coriolanus, 
Valeria,  Fritnd  to  Firgilia, 

JLoman  and  Volfcian  Senators^  JEdiles^  LiBors^  Soldiers,  Com- 
7non  People,  Servants  to  Aujidius,  and  other  Attendants, 

^hs  Scene  is  partly  in  Rome  ;  and  partly  in  the  Territories  ef 
the  Volfcians  and  Antiates, 
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ACT    I.    SCENE    L 

A  Street  m  Rome.    Enter  a  Company  of  mutinous  Citizens^ 
with  Staves,  Clubs,  and  other  Weapons, 

,^_  I   Citizen. 

^//.  speak,  fpeak.  ' 

All,  Keiolv  d,  refolv'd. 
the'  eo  k^''^'  ^''''  ^""""^  ^^'"'  ^^^rduB  is  chief  enemy  to 
^//.  We  know't,  v/e  know't. 

^.L^'^'t  ^''  "'  li-^A^r^'  ""^  ^^'^^  ^^^^  ^^^''^  ^f  o^r  own 
price.     Is  t  a  verdi(5l  ? 

^/A  No  more  talking  on't ;  let  it  be  done  :  aw.y,  away. 

2  C,t.  One  word,  good  citizens. 
ftoM^' u;^j!  are  accounted  poor  citizens ;  the  patricians. 
go6d  .  What  authority  furfeits  on,  would  relieve  us  •  If 
^ey  would  yield  us  but  the  fuperfluity,  while  it  were 
Wholdome,  we  might  guefs,  they  relieved  us  humanely  • 
but  they  thmk,  we  are  too  dear  :  theJeannefs  that  afflift; 
us,  the  objea  of  our  mifery,  is  an  inventory  to  parti- 
cularize their  abundance;  our  fufFerance  is  a  Jn  to 
them.— Let  us  revenge  this  with  our  pikes,  ere  we  become 
rakes:  for  the  gods  know,  I  fpeak  this  in  hunger  for 
bread,  not  m  thirfl  for  revenge. 

Ma^rc£s'?"'°"''^   ^°"   P''°''"^   efpecially    againfl    Caius 

■^U.  Againft  him  iirft;   he's  a  very  dog  to  the  com- 

jnonalty.  *^ 

2  GV.  Conllder  you  what  fervices  he  has  done  for  his 
country  r 
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I  GV.  Very  well ;  and  could  be  content  to  give  hltn 
good  report  for't,  but  that  he  pays  himfelf  with  being 
proud, 

Jll.  Nay,  but  fpeak  not  malicioufly.' 

1  Cit,  I  fay  unto  you,  what  he  hath  done  faoioufly,  he 
did  it  to  that  end :  though  foft-confcienc'd  men  can  be 
content  to  fay,  it  was  not  for  his  country,  he  did  it  to 
pleafe  his  mother,  and  to  be  partJy  proud  3  which  he  is, 
even  to  the  altitude  of  his  virtue. 

2  Cit,  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  nature,  you  account 
a  vice  in  him  :  You  muft  in  no  way  fay,  he  is  covetous. 

I  Cit,  If  I  muft  not,  I  need  not  be  barren  of  accufations ; 
-he  hath  faults,  with  furplus,   to  tire  in  repetition.  \_Sh0ut5 
within.']  What  fhouts  are  thefe  ?  The  other  fide  o'the  city 
is  rifen  :  Why  flay  we  prating  here  ?  to  the  Capitol. 
JlL  Come,  come. 

1  Cit.  Soft ;  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Menenius  Agripfa. 

2  Cit,  Worthy  Menenius  Agrippa;  one  that  hath 
always  lov'd  the  people. 

1  Cit,  He'i  one  honeft  enough;  Would  all  the  refl 
were  fo  ! 

Aden,  What  work's,  my  countrymen,  in  hand  ?  Where 
go  you 
With  bats  and  clubs?    The  matter  ?    Speak,   I  pray  you. 

2  Cit.  Our  bufmefs  is  not  unicaown  to  the  fenate ;  they 
have  had  inkling,  this  fortnight,  what  we  intend  to  do, 
which  now  we'll  fhew  'em  in  deeds.  They  fay,  poor 
fuhors  have  long  breaths ;  they  fliall  know  we  have  ftrong 
arms  too. 

Men.  Why,    mafters-,    my  good  friends,    mine  honefl 
neighbours. 
Will  you  undo  yourfelves  ? 

2  Cit,  We  cannot,  fir,  we  are  undone  already. 

Alen.  I  tell  you,  friends,  moft  charitable  care 
Have  the  patricians  of  you.     For  your  wants, 
Your  fuiufring  in  this  dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  heaven  with  your  Haves,  as  lift  them 
Againft  the  Roman  flate;  whofe  courfe  will  on 
The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thoufand  curbs 
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Df  more  (Irong  link  afunder,  than  can  ever 
Ap^QSiT  in  your  impediment  :  For  the  dearth, 
The  gods,  not  the  patricians,  make  it ;  and 
Your  knees  to  them,  not  arm.s,  mull  help.     Alack, 
You  are  tranfported  by  calamity 
Thither  where  more  attends  you  ;    and  you  flander 
The  helms  o'  the  ftate,  who  eare  for  you  like  fathers. 
When  you  curfe  them  as  enemies. 

2  Cit.  Care  for  us  1 — True,  indeed! — They  neVr  car*d 
for  us  yet.  Suffer  us  to  famifh,  and  their  flore-houfes 
cramm'd  with  grain  ;  make  edids  for  ufury,  to  fupport 
ufurers :  repeal  daily  any  wholefome  afl  eftablifned  againit 
the  rich;  and  provide  more  piercing  ilatates  daily,  to 
chain  up  and  reftrain  the  poor.  If  the  v^^ars  eat  not  up^ 
they  will ;  and  there's  all  the  love  they  bear  us. 

Men.  Either  you  mulf 
Confefs  yourfelves  wondrous  malicious, 
Or  be  accus*d  of  folly.     1  (hail  tell  you 
A  pretty  tale  -,  it  may  be^  you  have  heard  it ; 
Bur,  fmce  it  ferves  my  purpofe,  1  will  venture 
To  fcale't  a  little  more. 

2  Cit,  Well,  Pll  hear  it,  fir;  yet  you  m-ifl  not  think 
to  fob  off  our  difgrace  with  a  tale  :  but,  an't  pleafe  you^ 
deliver. 

Men.  There  was  a  time,  when  all  the  body's  members 
Rebell'd  againft  the  belly  ;  thus  accus'd  it : — 
That  only  like  a  gulph  it  did  remam 
V  the  midft  o*  the  body,  idle  and  una(St!ve, 
Still  cupboarding  the  viand,  never  bearing 
Like  labour  with  the  reft;  where  the  other  indrumenta-. 
Did  fee,  and  hear,  devife?  inftrucl,   walk,  feel, 
And  mutually  participate,  did  mioifter 
Unto  the  appetite  and  afFe(5lioa  common 
Of  the  whole  body.     The  belly  aofwer'd— 

2  Cit.  Well,  fir,  what  aniwer  made  the  belly  ? 

Men.  Sir,  I  (hall  tell  you — With  a  kind  of  fmile, 
Which  ne*er  came  from  the  lungs,  but  even  thus 
(For,  look  you,  I  may  make  the  bel^y  fmile, 
As  well  as  fpeak)  it  tauntingly  re  ply 'd 
To  the  difcontented  members,  the  mutinous  parts 
That  envj'd  his  receipt  j  even  fo  moft  fitly 
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As  you  malign  our  fenators,  for  that 
They  are  not  fuch  as  you. 

2  Cit,  Your  belly's  anfvver  :    What ! 
The  kingly-crown'd  head,  the  vigilant  eye. 
The  counlellor  heart,  the  arm  our  foldier. 
Our  Iteed  the  leg,  the  tongue  our  trumpeter, 
With  other  muniments  and  petty  helps 
In  this  our  fabrick,  if  that  they 

Men,  What  then  ?— 
Tore  me,  this  fellow  fpeaks ! — what  then  ?  what  then  ? 

2  Cit,  Should  by  the  cormorant  belly  be  reflrain'd. 
Who  is  the  fink  o'  the  body 

Men,  Well,  what  then  ? 

2  Cit.   The  former  agents,  if  they  did  complain. 
What  could  the  belly  anfwer  I 

Men.  I  will  tell  you  ; 
If  you'll  beflow  a  fmall  (of  what  you  have  little) 
Patience,  a  while,  you'll  hear  the  belly's  anfwer. 

2  Cit,  You  are  long  about  ir. 

Men,  Note  me  this,  good  friend  ; 
Your  moft  grave  beHy  was  deliberate. 
Not  ra(h  like  his  accufers,  and  thus  anfwer'd  : 
^rue  is  it,  my  incorporate  friends ,  quoth  he. 
That  I  receive  the  genera!  food  at  firfi. 
Which  you  ao  live  upon  :  and  fit  it  is  ; 
Becaife  I  am  thejlore-houf,  and  the  f)op 
Of  the  zvhole  body  :  But,  if  you  do  remember, 
J  fend  it  through  the  rivers  of  y cur  bloody 
Even  to  the  court,  the  heart,  to  the  feat  o'the  brain  ; 
And,  through  the  cranks  and  offices  of  ?tian, 
Thejircngeji  nerves,  and  fmall  inferior  veins, 
From  me  receive  that  natural  competency 
Whereby  they  live :  And  though  that  all  at  once^ 
Tou,  my  good  friends    v^his  fays  the  belly),  mark  me — 

2  Cit,   i\y,   fir;  well,  well. 

Men.  Though  ill  at  once  cannot 
See  what  I  do  deliver  out  to  each  ; 
Yet  I  can  make  my  audit  up,  that  all 
From  me  do  back  receive  the  four  cf  all, 
And  leave  me  hut  thi  bran.     What  fay  you  to't  > 

2  Cit,  II  w,ii;  au  aniwer;  how  apply  you  this  ? 
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Men.  The  fenators  of  Rome  are  this  good  belly, 
And  you  the  mutinous  members .    For  examine 
Their  counfels,  and  their  cares ;  digeft  things  rightly. 
Touching  the  weal  o'the  common  ;  you  ihall  find, 
No  public  benefit,  which  you  receive, 
But  ir  proceeds,  or  comes,  from  (hem  to  you. 
And  no  way  from  yourfelves. — What  do  you  think? 
You,  the  great  toe  of  this  afTembly  \ — 

2  Cit.  I  the  great  toe  ?  Why  the  great  toe  ? 

Men,  For  that,  being  one  o'  the  loweft,  bafefi:,  poorefV, 
Of  this  mofi:  wife  rebellion,  thou  go'fl  foremoft ; 
Thou  rafcal,  that  art  worft  in  blood,   to  run 
Lead'ft  firft,  to  win  fome  vantage. — 
But  make  you  ready  your  ftiif  bats  and  clubs  : 
Rome  and  her  rats  are  at  the  point  of  battle, 
The  one  fide  muff  have  bale. — Hail,  noble  Marcius  ! 

Enter  Caius  Marcius. 

Mar,  Thanks. — What's   the   matter,    you   difTcntious 
rogues, 
That,  rubbing  the  poor  itch  of  your  opinion. 
Make  yourfelves  fcabs  ? 

2  Cit.   We  have  ever  your  good  word. 

Mar,  He  that  will  good  words  to  thee,  will  flatter 
Beneath  abhorring — What  would  have,  you  curs. 
That  like  nor  peace,  nor  war  ?    the  one  affrights  you, 
The  other  makes  yoa  proud.  '  He  that  truils  to  you. 
Where  he  (hould  find  you  lions,  tinds  you  hares  \ 
Where  foxes,  geefe :  You  are  no  furer,  no. 
Than  is  the  coal  of  fire  upon  the  ice, 
Or  haiUlone  in  the  fun.     Your  virtue  is, 
To  make  him  worthy,  whofe  offence  fubdues  him, 
And  curfe  that  jnftice  did  it.     Who  deferves  greatnefs, 
Deferves  your  hate  .  and  your  aflfe(fbions  are 
A  fick  man's  appetite,  who  defires  mod  that 
Which  would  increafe  his  evil.     He  that  depends 
Upon  your  favours,  fwims  with  fins  of  lead, 
And  hews  down  oak  wirh  ruihes.     Hang  ye  !    Truft  ye  \ 
With  every  minute  you  do  change  a  mind  ; 
And  call  him  noble,  that  was  now  your  hate, 
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Him  vile,  that  was^ your  garland.     What's  the  matter. 
That  in  thefe  fevcral  places  of  the  city 
You  cry  again!"!:  the  noble  fenate,  who, 
Under  the  gods,  keep  you  in  awe,  which  elfe 
Would  feed  on  one  another  ? — What's  their  feeking  ? 

Men.  For  corn  at  their  own  rates ;  whereof,  they  fay, 
The  city  is  well  ftorM, 

Mar    Hang  'em  !   They  fay  ? 
They'll  fit  by  the  fire,  and  prefume  to  know 
What's  done  i'  the  Capitol :    whole  like  to  rife, 
¥/ho  thrives,  and  who  declines  :  fide  fadlions,   and  give 

out 
Conjectural  marriages ;   making  parties  flrang, 
And  feebling  fuch,  as  (land  not  in  their  hking, 
Below  their  cobled  fhoes.  They  fay,  there's  grain  enough  \ 
Would  the  nobility  lay  afide  their  ruih, 
And  let  me  ufe  my  fword,  I'd  make  a  quarry 
With  thoufands  of  thefe  quarter'd  flaves,  as  high 
As  I  could  pike  my  lance. 

Men.  Nay,  thefe  are  almoft  thoroughly  perfuaded  ; 
For  though  abundantly  they  lack  difcretion, 
Yet  are  they  pafling  cowardly.    But,  I  befeech  you. 
What  fays  ihe  other  troop  ? 

Mar.  They  are  diiTolv'd  :   Hang  'em  ! 
They  faid,  they  were  an-hungry ;  figh'd  forth  proverbs; 
That,  hunger  broke  flone  walls  ;   that,   dogs  muft  eat ; — 
That,  meat  was  made  for  mouths;    that,  the  gods  fent 

not 
Corn  for  the  rich  men  only  : — With  thefe  (hreds 
They  vented  their  complainings;    which  being  anfwer'd, 
And  a  petition  granted  them,  a  ftrange  one 
(To  break  the  heart  of  generofity. 
And  make  bold  power  look  pale),  they  threw  their  caps 
As^  they  would  hang  them  on  the  horns  o'  the  moon. 
Shouting  their  emulation. 

Men.  What  is  granted  them  ? 

Mar.  Five  tribunes,  to  defend  their  vulgar  wifdom^, 
Of  their  own  choice :  One's  Junius  Brutus, 

Sicinlus  Velutus,  ^nd  I  know  not 's  death  ! 

The  rabble  (liouid  have  Erfl  unroof 'd  the  city,      ^ 
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Ere  Co  prevail'd  with  me  :  it  will  in  time 

Win  upon  power,  and  throw  forth  greater  themes 

For  infurre^lion's  arguing. 

Men.   This  is  ftrange. 

Mar,  Go,  get  you  home,  you  fragments  ! 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

fi4ef.  Where's  Caius  Marcius  ? 
Mar.  Here  :  What's  the  matter  ? 
Mef,  Hie  news  is,  fir,  the  Volfces  are  in  arms.       i 
Mar.  I  am  glad  on't ;  then  we  (hall  have  means  to  vent 
Our  mufty  fuperfluity  : — See,  or  beft  elders. 

£;z*Vr  Co  MINI  us,  Titus  Lartius,  with  other  Senators  \ 
Junius  Brutus,  and  Sicinius  Velutus. 

I  Sen.  Marcius,  'tis  true,  that  you  have  lately  told  us; 
The  Volfces  are  in  arms. 

Mar,  They  have  a  leader, 
Tullus  Aufidius,  that  will  put  you  to't, 
I  fm  in  envying  his  nobility  : 
And  where  I  any  thing  but  what  I  ana, 
I  would  wiih  me  only  he. 

Com,  You  have  fought  together.  •^ 

Mar.  Were  half  to  half  the  world  by  the  ears,  and  he 
Upon  my  party,  rd  revolt,  to  make 
Only  my  wars  with  him  :  He  is  a  lion 
That  I  am  proud  to  hunt. 

I  Sen,  Then,  worthy  Marcius, 
Attend  upon  Cominius  to  thefe  wars. 

Com,  It  is  your  fornaer  promife. 

Mar,  Sir,  it  is  ; 
And  I  am  conftant. — Titus  Lartius,  thou 
Shalt  fee  me  once  more  ftrike  at  Tullus'  face  s 
What,  art  thou  fliff  ?   fland'ft  out  ? 

Tit.  No,  Caius  Marcius ; 
I'll  lean  upon  one  crutch,  and  fight  with  the  other. 
Ere  flay  behind  this  bufinefs. 

Men,  O,  true  bred  ! 

I  Sen,  Your  company  to  the  Capitol ;  v/here,  I  knov/. 
Our  greateft  friends  attends  us. 

B  2  Tti. 
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Tit-  Lead  you  on  : — 
Foilovv,  Comioius  -,  we  mujfl  follow  you; 
Right  v/orthy  you  priority. 

Conu  Noble  Lartius  ! 

1  Sen.  Hence !  To  your  homes,  be  gone  \ 

\To  the  Citizens » 

Mar,  Nay,  let  th-  m  follow  : 
The  Voir  es  have  much  corn  ;  t;ike  thefe  rats  thither. 
To  know  their  garners  - — Worfliiptal  muunetrs, 

Your  valoui  puts  well  forth:  pray,  foiloNv. 

[Exeunt, 

Citizens J^eal  away,     Manent  SiciNius,  and  Brutus. 

Sic    Was  ever  man  fo  proud  as  is  ihis  Marcius  ? 

Bru,  He  has  no  equal 

Sic,   When  we  were  chofen  tribunes  for  the  people— 

Bru,  Mark'd  you  his  lip,  and  e)es  ? 

Sic.  Nay,  but  his  taunts. 

Bru,  Being  mov'd,  he  will  not  fpare  to  gird  the  gods. 

Sic,  Be  mock  the  modeit  moon. 

Bru.  The  piefent  wars  devour  him!  he  is  grown 
Too  proud  to  be  fo  valiant. 

Sic.  Such  a  nature. 
Tickled  with  good  fuccef?,  difdains  the  (hadow 
Which  he  treads  on  at  noon  :  But  1  do  wonder, 
His  infolence  can  brook  to  be  commanded 
Under  Cominius. 

Bru.  Fame,  at  the  which  he  aims — 
In  whom  aheady  he  is  well  grac'd — cannot 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  attain'd,  than  by 
A  place  below  the  firft  :  for  what  mifcarries 
'sail  be  the  general's  fault,  though  he  perform 
fo  the  utmoll:  of  a  man  ;  and  giddy  cenfure 
Will  then  cry  out  on  Marcius,  O,  if  he 
Had  borne  the  bujinejs  ! 

Sic.  Befides,  if  things  go  well. 
Opinion,  that  fo  flicks  on  Marcius,  fhall 
Of^nis  demerits  rob  Cominius. 

Bru.  Come: 
Half  all  Cominius'  honours  are  to  Marcius, 
Though  Marcius  earn'd  them  not  j  and  all  his  faults 

To 


CORIOLANUS.  in 

To  Marc'iiis  fhall  be  honours,  though,  indeed, 
in  aught  he  merit  not. 

Sic.   Let's  hence,  and  hear 
How  the  difpatch  is  mide ;  and  in  what  faftiion, 
More  than  his  lingularity,  he  goes 
Upon  this  prefeut  action. 

Bru,  Let's  along.  [Exeunt^ 


SCENE      IL 

The  Senate-Houfe  in  Corioli.    Enter  TuLLUs  Aufidius, 
with  Senators. 

I  Sen.  So  your  opinion  is,  Aufidius, 
That  they  of  Rome  are  enter'd  in  our  counfels. 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 

Juf.  Is  it  not  your's? 
What  ever  hath  been  thought  on  in  this  (late, 
That  could  be  brought  to  bodily  aft  ere  Rome^ 
Had' circumvention  ?  'Tis  not  four  days  goj^e, 
Since  I  heard  ihence;  thefe  are  the  words :  I  think, 
I  have  the  letter  here  ;  yes,  here  it  is  : 
They  have  prefs'd  a  power ^  hut  it  is  not  known 

[Readi/igi 
IFhetkerfor  eail,  or  zueji :   The  dearth  is  great  j 
The  people  mutinous :  and  it  is  rumour'' d-^ 
Cominius^  Mar cius  your  old  enemy 
(JVho  is  of  Rome  worfe  hated  than  of  you)  ^ 
And  Titus  Lartius,  a  mojl  valiant  Roman ^ 
Thefe  three  lead  on  this  preparation 
Whither  "'tis  bent :  moji  likely y  Uis  for  you : 
Confider  of  it. 

\  Sen.  Our  army's  in  the  field  : 
We  never  yet  made  doubt  but  Rome  was  ready 
To  anfvyer  us. 

Juf  Nor  did  you  think  it  folly. 
To  keep  your  great  pretences  vcil'd,  'till  when 
They  needs  mull:  fhew  themfelves;  which  in, the  hatching, 
It  feem'd,  appeared  to  Rome.     By  the  difcovery, 
We  iliall  be  (hortea'd  in  our  aim ;  which  wac, 
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To  take  in  many  towns^  ere,  almoil,  Rom^ 
Should  know  we  were  afoot. 

2  Sen.  Noble  Aufidius, 
Take  yoor  commiffion ;  hie  you  to  your  bands  5 
Let  us  alone  to  guard  Corioli : 
If  they  feL  down  before  us,  for  the  remove 
Bring  up  your  army ;  but,  I  think,  you'll  find 
They  have  not  prepar'd  for  us. 

Juf,  O,  doubt  not  that; 
I  fpeak  from  certainties.     Nay,  more. 
Some  parcels  of  their  power  are  forth  already. 
And  only  hltherward.     I  leave  your  honours. 
If  we  and  Caius  Marcius  chance  to  meet, 
'Tis  fworn  between  us,  we  (hall  ever  ftrikc 
'Till  one  can  do  no  more. 
JIL  The  gods  aifiil  you! 
Juf.  And  keep  your  honours  fafe  ! 

1  Sen,  Farewel. 

2  Sen,  Farewel. 

JlL  Farewel.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE    III. 

Caius  Makcivs^  Hoti/e  in  Rome.     Enter  Volumnia, 

/7;zi  ViRGiLiA  :  ^I hey  fit  down  on  two  low  Stools ^  and 

few. 

Vol  I  pray  you,  daughter,  fmg;  or  exprefs  yourfclf  in 
a  more  comfortable  fort :  If  my  Ion  were  my  hulband,  I 
(hould  freelier  rejoice  in  that  abfence  wherein  he  won  ho- 
nour, than  in  rhe  embracements  of  his  bed,  where  he 
would  (hew  moit  love.  When  yet  he  was  but  tender- 
body'd,  and  the  only  fon  of  ray  womb;  when  youth 
with  comlinef?  piuck'd  all  gaze  his  way  ;  when,  for  a  day 
of  king's  entreaties.  3  mothex  ihould  not  fell  him  an  hour 
from  hei  beholding  ■,  I— confidering  how  honour  would 
become  fuch  a  pcifoi);  that  it  was  no  better  than  piflure- 
like  to  iiang  by  the  wall,  if  renown  made  it  not  ftir — was 
pleas -d  tp  let  him  fesk  danger  where  he  was  like  to  find 

fame. 
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fame.  To  a  cruel  war  I  fent  him;  from  whence  he  re- 
turn'd,  his  brows  bound  with  oak:  I  tell  thee,  daughter — 
I  fprang  not  more  in  joy  at  firft  hearing  he  v/as  a  man- 
child,  than  now  in  firit  feeing  he  had  proved  himfelf  a 
man. 

Vir.  But  had  he  died  in  the  bufinefs,  madam  ?  how 
then? 

Vol  Then  his  good  report  fnould  have  been  my  fon  ;  I 
therein  would  have  found  idue.  Hear  me  profefs  fm- 
cerely  :— Had  I  a  dozen  foos — each  in  my  love  alike,  and 
none  lefs  dear  than  thine  and  my  good  Marcius — I  had  ra- 
ther had  eleven  die  nobly  for  their  country,  than  one 
voluptuoufly  furfeit  out  of  aftion. 

Enter  a  Gentlewoman^ 

Gent,  Madam,  the  lady  Valeria  is  come  to  vifit  you, 

Vir,  'Befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  retire  myfelf. 

Vol.  Indeed,  you  Ihall  not. 
Methinks,  I  hither  hear  your  hufoand's  drum; 
See  him  pluck  down  Auftdius  by  the  h<iir ; 
As  children  from  a  bear,  the  Volfces  Ihunning  him; 

Methinks,  I  fee  him  ftamp  thus,  and  call  thus 

Come  on,  you  cowards ;  you  were  got  in  fear. 
Though  you  were  born  in  Rome  :  fiis  bloody  brow 
With  his  mail'd  hand  then  wiping,  forth  he  goes  ; 
Like  to  a  harveti-man,  that's  taik'd  to  mow 
O'er  all,  or  lofe  his  hire. 

Vir.  His  bloody  brow  !  O,  Jupiter,  no  blood  ! 

Vol  Au  ay,  you  fool !  it  more  becomes  a  man. 
Than  gilt  his  trophy  :  The  bread  of  Hecuba, 
When  (he  did  fuckle  Heftor,  look'd  not  lovelier 
Than  He6lor's  forehead,  when  it  fpit  forth  blood 
At  Grecian  fwords'  contending. — Teii  Valeria, 
We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome.  [Exit  Gent, 

Vir,  Heavens  blefs  my  lord  from  fell  Aufidius ! 
Vol.  He'll  beat  Aufidius'  head  below  his  knee, 
And  tread  upon  his  neck. 

Enter  Valeria,  with  an  Ufoer,  a  Gentkivomaju 
VaL  My  ladies  both;,  good  day  to  you. 

Yol.  Sweet  madam ?* 

Vir, 
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Vir.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  ladyfhip. 

Val  How  do  you  both  ?  you  are  manifeft  houfe-keep- 
ers.  What,  are  fewing  here  i  A  fine  fpot,  in  good  faith.— 
How  does  your  little  fon  ? 

Vir,  I  thank  your  ladyfhip ;  well,  good  madam. 

Vol.  He  had  rather  fee  the  fwords,  and  hear  a  drum. 
Than  look  upon  his  fchool-mafter. 

FaL  O'  my  word,  the  father's  fon  :  I'll  fwear,  'tis  a 
very  pretty  boy.  O'  my  troth,  I  look'd  upon  him  o'Wed- 
nefday  half  an  hour  together  :  he  has  fuch  a  confirm'd 
countenance,  I  faw  him  run  after  a  gilded  butterfly  ;  and 
v/hen  he  caught  ic,  he  let  it  go  again  ;  and  after  it  again; 
and  over  and  over  he  comes,  and  up  again  ;  catch'd  it 
again ;  or  whether  his  fall  enrag'd  him,  or  how  'twas,  he 
did  fo  fet  his  teeth,  and  tear  it ;  O,  I  warrant,  how  he 
mammock'd  it  ! 

Vol,  One  of  his  father's  moods. 

VaL  Indeed  la,  'tis  a  noble  child. 

Vir,  A  crack,  madam. 

VaL  Come,  lay  afide  your  ftitchery ;  I  muft  have  you 
play  the  idle  hufwife  with  me  this  afternoon. 

Vir^  No,  good  madam;  I  will  not  out  of  doors. 

Val  Not  ou  t  of  doors  ! 

Vol.  She  (hall,   (he  (hail. 

Vir.  Indeed,  no,  by  your  patience :  I  will  not  over  the 
threfhold,  'till  my  lord  retuin  from  the  wars. 

Val  Fie,  you  confine  yourfelt  moft  unreafonably  : 
Come,  you  muft  go  vifit  the  good  lady  that  lies  in. 

Vir.  I  will  wi.^  her  fpeedy  ftrength,  and  vifit  her  with 
my  prayers ;  but  I  cannot  go  thither. 

Vol  Why,  I  pray  you? 

Vir.  'Tis  not  to  fave  labour,  nor  that  I  want  love. 

Val  You  would  be  another  Penelope:  yet,  they  fay, 
all  the  yarn,  (he  fpim  in  UlylTes'  abfence,  did  but  fill 
Ithaca  full  of  moths.  Come;  I  would.vyour  cambrick 
were  fenfible  as  your  finger,  that  you  might  leave  prick- 
ing it  for  pity.     Come,  you  fhall  go  with  us. 

Vir.  No,  good  madam,  pudon  me^  Indeed,  I  will  not 
forth. 

Val  In  truth  la.  go  with  me ;  and  I'll  tell  you  excel- 
lent news  of  your  huibaad. 

Vir. 
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yir.  O,  g')od  madam,  there  can  be  none  yet. 

Val.  Verily,  I  do  not  jell  with  you;  there  came  news 
from  him  laft  night. 

Vir,   Indeerl,  madim  ! 

VaL  In  earneft,  it's  true;  I  heard  a  fenator  fpeak  it. 
Thi'?  if  I"--  — Tie  Volkes  have  an  array  forth  ;  againli: 
"u^'  j'.m  0.  miOius  the  general  is  gone,  with  one  part  of  our 
R.^man  power:  your  lord,  and  Titus  Lartius,  are  itt 
down  before  their  city  CorioH ;  they  nothing  doubt  pre- 
vaiiiDg,  and  to  make  it  brief  wars.  This  is  true,  on  mine 
hone T  ;   and  fo,  1  pray,  go  with  us. 

Fir.  CTive  me  excufe,  good  madam  ;  I  will  obey  you  ia 
e^ery  thing  hereafter. 

Vol  Let  her  alone,  lady  ;  as  (he  is  now,  fiie  will  but  dif- 
eafe  our  better  mirth. 

Fal  In  troth,  I  think,  fhe  would  : — Fare  you  well 
tht.n — Come,  good  fweet  lady. — Pr'ythee,  Virgiiia,  turu 
thy  folemnefs  out  o'  dcor,  and  go  along  with  us. 

Vir.   No  :  at  a  word,  madam  ;  indeed,  I  mull  not. 
I  wifh  you  much  mirth. 

Fal.  Well,  then  farewel.  {ExeunU 


SCENE     IV. 

Before  Corioli.  Entor  Marcios,  Titus  Lartius, 
with  Drum  and  Colours^  Captains  and  Soldiers.  7"» 
them  a  Mejfenger, 

Mar,  Yonder  comes  news  : — A  wager,  they  have  met. 
Lart,  My  horfe  to  your's,  no. 
Mar.  'Tis  done. 
Lart,  Agreed. 

Mar.  Say,  has  our  general  met  the  enemy? 
Mef.  They  lie  in  view  ;  but  have  not  fpoke  as  yet. 
Lart.  So,  the  good  horfe  is  mine. 
Mar.  I'll  buy  him  of  you. 

Lart.  No,  I'll  not  fell,   nor  give  him:  lend  you  him, 
I  will, 
For  half  a  hundred  years. — Summon  the  town. 
Mar.  How  far  off  lie  thefc  armies  ? 

Mef, 
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Mef.  Within  this  mile  and  half. 

Mar.  Then  fhall  we  hear  their  'larum,  and  they  ours. 
Now,  Mars,  I  pr'ythee,  make  us  quick  in  work; 
That  v/e  with  fmoking  fwords  may  march  from  hence. 
To  help  our  fielded  friends  ! — Come,  blow  thy  blaft. 

^ hey  found  a  Farley,      Enter  Senators,  with  others,  on 
the  Wallu 

Tullus  Aufidius,  IS  he  within  your  walls  ? 

I  Sen.  No,  nor  a  man  that  fears  you  lefs  than  he,    . 
That's  ieiler  than  a  little.     Hark,  our  drums 

\Drums  afar  off. 
Are  bringing  forth  our  youth  :  We'll  break  our  walls. 
Rather  than  they  fhail  pound  us  up:  our  gates, 
Which  yet  feem  (hut,  we  have  but  pinn'd  with  rufhes : 
They'll  open  of  themfelves.     Hark  you,  far  off; 

\_Alarum  far  off. 
There  is  Aufidins :  lift,  what  work  he  makes 
Amongft  your  cloven  army. 

Mar.  O,  they  are  at  it  1 

Lart,  Their  noife  be  our  inftru6lion. — Ladders,  hoi 

Einer  the  Volfces. 

Mar.  They  fear  us  not,  but  iHue  forth  their  city. 
Kow  put  your  fhields  before  your  hearts,  and  fight 
With  hearts  more  proof  than  fliields.     Advance,  brave 

Titus: 
They  do  difdain  us  much  beyond  our  thoughts, 
Which  makes  me  fvveat  with  wrath.' Come  on,    my 

fellows ; 
He  that  retires,  I'll  take  him  for  a  Volfce, 
And  he  fhall  feel  mine  edge. 

l^Jlarum  ;  the  R-omans  heat  hack  to  their  Trenches, 

Re-enter  Marcius. 

Alar,  All  the  contagion  of  the  fouth  light  on  you, 
You  Hiames  of  Rome,  you  !  Herds  of  boils  and  plagues 
Plailer  you  o'er :  that  you  may  be  abhorr'd 
Farther  than  feen,  and  one  infe<5i:  another 
Agaiuil  the  wind  a  mile !  Yau  fouls  of  geefe. 

That 
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That  bear  the  ftia-pes  of  men,  how  have  you  run 

From  flaves  that  apes  would  beat  ?  Plato  and  heil ! 

All  hurt  behind  ;  backs  red,  and  faces  pale 

With  flight  and  agued  fear !  Mend,  and  charge  home. 

Or,  by  the  fires  of  heaven,  I'll  leave  the  foe, 

And  make  my  wars  on  you  :  look  to't :  Come  on  ; 

If  you'll  ftand  fail,  we'll  beat  them  to  their  wives. 

As  they  us  to  our  trenches  followed. 

Another  Alarum^  and  Ma^civ^  follows  thein  to  the  Gates^ 

So,  now  the  gales  are  ope  : — Now  prove  good  fecoads : 
'Tis  for  the  followers  fortune  v/idens  them. 
Not  for  the  filers :  Mark  me,  and  do  the  like. 

l^He  enters  the  Gates, 

1  Sol,  Fool  hardlnefs ;  not  I. 

2  Sol.  Nor  I,  . 

3  Sol  See,  they  have  (hut  him  in.     [^Alarum  continues. 
All  To  the  pot,  I  warrant  him. 

Enter  Titus  Lartius. 

tart.  What  is  become  of  Marclus  ? 

M.  Slain,  fir,  doubtlefs. 

1  Sol.  Following  the  fliers  at  the  very  heels, 
With  them  he  enters:  who,  upon  the  fudden, 
Clapt  to  their  gates ;  he  is  himfelf  alone, 
To  anfwer  all  the  city. 

Lart.  O  noble  fellow  1 
Who,  fenfible,  out- dares  his  fenfelefs  fword, 
And,  when  it  bows,  ftands  up  !   Thou  art  leftj  Marclus: 
A  carbuncle  entire,  as  big  as  thou  art, 
Were  not  fo  rich  a  jewel.     Thou  waft  a  foldier 
Even  to  Cato's  wifn :  not  fierce  and  terrible 
Only  in  firokes ;  but,  with  thy  grim  looks,  and 
The  thunder-like  percuffion  of  thy  founds, 
Thou  raad'ft  thine  enemies  fhake,  as  if  the  world 
Were  feverous,  and  did  tremble. 

^e-enter  Marcius  bleedings  ajfaultedhy  the  Enemp 

I  SoL ,  Look,  fir. 
Lart.  O,  'tis  Marclus  : 
Let's  fetch  him  off,  or  make  remain  alike. 

[They  fight ^  and  all  enter  the  Clfj. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     V. 

Within  the  Town,     Enter  certain  Romans y  with  Spoils, 

1  Rom,  This  will  I  carry  to  Rome. 

2  Rom.  And  I  this. 

3  Rom.  A  murrain  oa*t!  I  took  this  for  filver. 

\_  Alar  urn  continues  Jiill  afar  off. 

Enter  Marcius,  and  Titus  Lartius,  with  a  Trumpet » 

Mar,  See  here  thefe  movers,  that  do  prize  their  hours 
At  a  crackM  drachm  !  Cufhions,  leaden  fnoons> 
Irons  of  a  doit,  doublets  that  hangmen  would 
Bury  with  thofe  that  wore  them,  thefe  bafe  flaves, 
Ere  yet  the  fight  be  done,  pack  up  : — Down  with  them. — 
And  hark,  what  noife  the  general  makes ! — To  him  : 
There  is  the  man  of  my  foul's  hate,  Aufidius, 
Piercing  our  Romans :  Then,  valiant  Titus,  take 
Convenient  numl)ers  to  make  good  the  city; 
Whilft  I,  with  thofe  that  have  the  fpirit,  will  hafte 
To  help  Cominiiis. 

Lart,  Worthy  llr,  thou  bleed'fl; 
Thy  exercife  hath  been  too  violent  for 
A  fecond  courfe  of  fight. 

Mar,   Sir,  praife  me  not: 
My  work  hath  yet  not  warm'd  me  \  Fare  you  well. 
The  blood  I  drop  is  rather  phyfical 
Than  dangerous  to  me:  To  Aufidius  thus 
I  will  appear,  and  fight. 

Lart.  Now  the  fair  goddefs,  Fortune, 
Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee  ,  and  her  great  charms 
Mifguide  thy  oppofers'  (words!  Bold  gentleman, 
Pro(perity  be  thy  page! 

Mar,  Thy  friend  no  lefs 
Than  thofe  the  phces  highcft !  So,  farewel. 

Lart,  Thou  worthicft  Marcius  !- 

Qo^  tonnd  thy  trumpcf  in  the  m.irket  place; 

Call  thither  all  the  officers  ot  the  town, 

Where  they  fli.iU  know  our  mind  :  Away.  {Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE      Vf. 

The  Roman  Camp,      Enter  Co  mini  us   retreating,  with 
Soldiers* 

Com.  Breathe  you  my  friends;    well  fought:  we  arc 
come  oft 
Like  Romans,  neither  foolifh  In  our  flaads. 
Nor  cowardly  in  retire  :  believe  me,  firs, 
We  fhall  be  charged  again.     Whiles  we  have  flruck. 
By  interims,  and  conveying  gufls,  we  have  heard 
The  charf^es  of  our  friends  :■ — Ye  Roman  gods ! 
Lead  their  fuccefTes  as  we  wifh  our  own ; 
That  both  our  powers,  with  fmiling  fronts  encountring. 

Enter  a  Meffenger, 

May  give  you  thankful  facrifice ! — Thy  news  > 

Mef.  The  citizens  of  Corioli  have  iffued. 
And  given  to  Lartius  and  to  Marcius  battle  : 
1  faw  our  party  to  the  trenches  driven, 
And  then  I  came  away. 

Com,  Though  thou  fpeak'fl  truth, 
Methinks,  thou  fpeak'fl  not  well.     How  long  is't  (ince? 

Alef,  Above  an  hour,  my  lord. 

Com.  'Tis  not  a  mile :  briefly  we  heard  their  drums  ; 
How  could'fl:  thou  in  a  mile  confound  an  hour,        / 
And  bring  thy  news  fo  late  ? 

Mef.  Spies  of  the  Volfces 
Held  me  in  chafe,  that  I  was  forc*d  to  wheel 
Three  or  four  miles  about;  cife  had  I,  fir, 
Half  an  hour  fince  brought  my  report. 

Enter  Marcius. 

Com,  Who's  yonder, 
That  does  appear  as  he  were  fiead  ?  O  gods ! 
He  has  the  ftamp  of  Marcius ;  and  I  have 
Before-time  feen  him  thus. 

Mar,  Come  I  too  late  ? 

QQ7n»  The  fhepherd  knows  not  thunder  frcm  a  tabor, 

More 
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More  thari  I  know  the  found  of  Marcius'  tongue 
From  every  meaner  man's. 

Mar.  CoKie  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  Ay,  if  you  come  not  in  the  blood  of  others^ 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar    O!  let  me  clip  you 
In  arms  as  found,  as  when  I  woo'd  ;   in  heart 
As  merry,  as  when  our  nuptial  day  was  done, 
And  tapers  burnt  to  bedward. 

Co'm*  Flower  of  warriors, 
How  is't  with  Titus  Lartius? 

A^^r.  As  with  a  man  bufied  about  decrees : 
Condemning  fome  to  death,  and  fome  to  exile; 
Ranfoming  him,  or  pitying,  threatening  the  other  ; 
Holding  Corloli  in  the  name  of  Rome, 
Even  like  a  fawning  greyhound  in  the  leaih, 
To  let  him  flip  at  will. 

Co??i.  Where  is  that  (lave. 
Which  told  me  they  had  beat  you  to  your  trenches  ? 
Where  is  he  ?  .Call  him  hither. 

Mar.   Let  him  alone, 
Ke  did  inforni  the  truth  :  But  for  our  gentlemen, 
The  common  hie  (A  plague  !    Tribunes  for  them! 
The  moufe  ne'er  Qiunn'd  the  cat,  as  they  did  budge 
From  rafcals  worfe  than  they. 

Com.  But  how  prevail'd  you  ? 

Mar.  Will  the  time  ferve  to  tell  ?  I  do  not  think—* 
Where  is  the  enemy  ?  Are  you  lords  o'  the  field  ? 
If  not,  why  ceafe  you  'till  you  are  fo  ? 

Corn.  Marcius,  we  have  at  difadvantage  fought, 
And  did  retire,  to  win  our  purpofe. 

Mar.  How  lies  their  battle  ?  Know  you  on  what  fide 
They  have  plac'd  their  men  of  truft  ? 

Com.  As  I  guefs,  Marcius, 
Their  bands  i*  the  vaward  are  the  Antiates, 
Of  their  beil  trufl :  o'er  them  Aufidius, 
Their  very  heart  of  hope. 

Mar.  1  do  befeech  you, 
By  all  the  battles  wherein  we  have  fought, 
By  the  blood  we  have  (hed  together,  by  the  vows 
We  have  made  to  endure  friends,  that  you  dir^ftly 

Set 
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Set  me  againft  Aufidius,  and  his  Antiates : 
And  that  you  not  delay  the  prefent;  but, 
Filling  the  air  with  fwords  advanc'd,  and  darts, 
We  prove  this  very  hour. 

Com.   Though  I  could  wifli 
You  were  conducled  to  a  gentle  bath, 
And  balms  applied  to  you,  yet  dare  1  never 
Deny  your  aiking;   take  your  choice  of  thofe   . 
That  beft  can  aid  your  a<5lion. 

Mar.  Thofe  are  they 
That  moft  are  willing:— If  any  fuch  be  here 
(As  it  were  fin  to  doubt),  that  love  this  painting 
Wherein  you  fee  me  fmear'd  ;  if  any  fear 
Lefler  his  perfon  than  an  ill  report ; 
If  any  think,  brave  death  outweighs  bad  life, 
And  thn  his  country's  dearer  than  himfelf ; 
Let  him,  alone^  or  To  many,  fo  minded. 
Wave  thus,  to  exprefs  his  difpofition. 
And  follow  Marcius,  [leaving  his  Hand, 

[They  all  fhGut,  and  wave  their  Swords^   take  him 
up  in  their  Arms,  and  caji  up  their  Caps, 
O  me>  alone  !  Make  you  a  fword  of  me  ? 
If  thefe  (hevvs  be  not  outward,  which  of  you 
But  is  four  Volfces  ?  None  of  you,   but  is 
Able  to  bear  againfl:  the  great  Aufidius 
A  (hield  as  hard  as  his.     A  certain  number. 
Though  thanks  to  all,  muft  I  felecl  from  all : 
The  reft  Ihall  bear  the  bufinefs  in  fome  other  fightj 
As  caufe  will  be  obey'd.     Pleafe  you  to  march  ; 
And  four  fliail  quickly  draw  out  my  command, 
Which  men  are  beft  inclin'd. 

Ccm.  March  on,  my  fellows : 
Make  good  this  ofxentation,  and  you  fhall 
Divide  in  all  with  us.  {Exeunt, 
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SCENE    VIL 

The  Gates  of  CoriolL  Titus  Lartius,  having  fet  m 
Guard  upon  Corioli,  going  with  a  Drum  and  Trumpet 
/cw^r^CoMiNius  and  Caius  Marcius,  enters  with 
a  Lieutenant^  other  Soldiers^  and  a  Scout. 

Lart.  So,  let  the  ports  be  guarded  :  Keep  your  duties. 
As  I  have  fet  them  down.     If  I  do  fend,  difpatch 
Thofe  fentries  to  our  aid  ;  the  reft  will  ferve 
For  a  (hort  holding  :  if  we  lofe  the  field. 
We  cannot  keep  the  town. 

Lieut.  Fear  not  our  care,  fir. 

Lart.  Hence,  and  (hut  your  gates  upon  us. 

Our  guider,  come^   to  the  Ronian  camp  conduiH:  us. 

[^Exeunt, 


SCENE    VIII. 
The  Field  of  Battle,     Alarwm,     Enter  Marc  I  us,  and 

AUFIDIUS. 

Mar.  I'll  fight  with  none  but  thee ;  for  I  do  hate  thee 
Worfe  than  a  prcmife-breaker. 

Auf  We  hate  alike  ; 
Not  Afrlck  owns  a  ferpent,  I  abhor 
More  than  thy  fame  and  envy  :  Fix  thy  foot. 

Mar.  Let  the  firft  budger  die  the  other'^s  flavc, 
And  the  gods  doom  him  after ! 

Auf  If  I  fly,  Marcius, 
Halloo  me  like  a  hare. 

Mar.  Within  thefe  three  hour?,  Tullus, 
Alone  I  fought  in  your  Corioli  walls, 
And  made  what  work  I  pleas'd  :  'Tis  not  my  blood, 
Wherein  thou  feeft  n:ie  mafk'd  ;  for  thy  revenge, 
V\^rench  up  thy  power  to  the  highcft. 

Aiif.  Wert  thou  the  Hea^r, 

That 
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That  was  the  whip  of  your  bra^g'd  progeny^ 
Thou  fhould'ft  not  fcape  me  here. — 

Herf  they  fight,  and  certain  Volfces  come  to  the 

Aid  of  AuFiDius.      Marcius   fights    till 

they   be  driven   in    hreathlefs. 
Officious,  and  not  valiant ! — you  have  fham*d  me 
In  your  condemned  feconds.  [Exeunt  fighting. 


SCENE      IX. 

The  Roman  Camp.  Fhurijh,  Alarum,  A  Retreat  is 
founded.  Enter  at  one  Boor,  Cominius,  with  the 
Romans  \  at  another  Door ^  Marcius,  zvith  his  Arm 
iti  a  Scarf y  &c. 

Com.  If  I  fhould  tell  thee  o'er  this  thy  day's  work,       \ 
Thou'lt  not  believe  thy  deeds :   but  Pll  report  it. 
Where  fenators  fhall  mingle  tears  whh  fmiles  ; 
Where  great  patricians  (liall  attend,  and  (hrug, 
r  the  end,  admire;  where  ladies  fbdl  be  frighted, 
And,  gladly  quak'd,  hear  more  ;  where  the  dull  tribunes^ 
That,  with  the  fufty  piebtians,  hate  thine  honours, 
Shall  fay,  againft  their  hearts — IVe  thank  the  gods, 
Our  Rome  hath  fuch  a  fcldier  I — 
Yet  cam'ft  thou  to  a  morfel  of  this  feaft, 
Having  fully  din'd  before. 

Enter  Titus   Lartius,    with    his  Power,    from   the 
Purfuit. 

Lart.  O  general, 
Here  Is  the  fteed,  we  the  caparlfons  ! 
Had'ft  thou  beheld— 

Mar.  Pray  now,  no  more :  my  mother, 
Who  has  a  charter  to  extol  her  blood, 
When  Che  does  praife  me,  grieves  me. 
I  have  done  as  you  have  done  ;  that's,  what  I  can  : 
Induced,  as  you  have  been  ;  that's  for  my  country  : 
He,  that  has  but  efFe61ed  his  good  will. 
Hath  overta'en  mine  a6l. 

C  z  Cor/u 
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Co7n*  You  fhall  not  be 
The  grave  of  your  deferving  ;   Rome  muft  know 
The  value  of  her  own  :   'twere  a  concealment 
Worfe  than  a  theft,  no  lefs  than  a  traducement, 
To  hide  your  doings  ;  and  to  filence  that, 
Which,  to  the  fpire  and  top  of  praifes  vouched, 
Would  feem  but  modefi: :  Therefore,  I  befeech  you 
(In  fign  of  what  you  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  done),  before  our  army  hear  me. 

Mar*  I  have  feme  wounds  upon  me,  and  they  fmart 
To  hear  themfelves  remember'd. 

Com.    Should  they  not. 
Well  might  they  fefter  'gainfl  ingratitude. 
And  tent  themfelves  with  death.     Of  all  the  horfes 
(Whereof  we  have  ta'en  good,  and  good  (lore),  of  all 
The  treafure,  in  the  field  achiev'd,  and  city, 
We  render  you  the  tenth  ;"  to  be  ta'en  forth. 
Before  the  common  diflribution,  at 
Your  only  choice. 

Mar^  I  thank  you,  general  ; 
But  cannot  make  my  heart  confent  to  take  ^ 

A  biibe,  to  pay  my  fword  :  I  do  refufe  it ; 
And  ftand  upon  my  common  part  with  thofe 
That  have  beheld  the  doing. 

\^A  long  Flourijh.  They  all  cry,  Marcius  !  Mart 
crus!  ca/i  up  their  Caps  and  Lances :  CoMi- 
Nius,  a7id  L A  ViT IV 5,  Jland  bare. 

Mar,  May  thefe  fame  inftruments,  which  you  profane. 
Never  found  more  !  When  drums  and  trumpets  fiiali 
r  the  field  prove  flatterers,  let  courts  and  cities  be 
Made  all  the  falfe-fac'd  foothing!  When  fleel  grows 
Soft  as  the  parafiie's  filk,  let  him  be  made 
A  coverture  for  the  wars !— No  more,  I  fay; 
For  that  I  have  not  wafli'd  my  nofe  that  bled. 
Or  foil'd  fome  debile  wretch — which,  without  note. 
Here's  many  el fe  have  done — you  lliout  me  forth 
In  acclamations  hyperbolical  ; 
As  if  I  lov'd  my  little  fliould  be  dieted 
in  praifes  fauc'd  with  lies. 

Co?n.  Too  modefi:  are  you  ; 
More  cruel  to  your  good  report,  than  grateful 
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To  US  that  give  you  truly  :  by  your  patience, 
If  'gainft  youifelf  you  be  incens'd,  we'll  put  you 
(Like  one  that  means  his  proper  harm)  in  manacles, 
Then  reafon  fuFely  with  you.— Therefore,  be  it  known, 
As  to  us,   to  all  the  world,   that  Caius  Marcius 
Wears  this  war's  garland  :   in  token  of  the  which. 
My  noble  deed,  known  to  the  camp,  I  give  him, 
With  all  his  trim  belonging  ;  and,  from  this  time. 
For  what  he  did  before  Corioli,  call  him, 
With  all  the  applaufe  and  clamour  of  the  hofl, 
Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus. — 
Bear  the  addition  nobly  ever ! 

[FlouriJ]).     Trumpets  found,  and  Druim, 

Omnes.  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus! 

Ccr.  I  will  go  wafh  ; 
And  when  my  face  is  fair,  you  (hall  perceive 
Whether  I  bluPn,  or  no  :  Kowbeit,  1  thank  you  : — 
I  mean  to  ftride  your  fteed ;  and,  at  all  times, 
To  undercrert  your  good  addition. 
To  the  fairndfs  of  my  power. 

Com.  So,  to  our  tent : 
Where,  ere  we  do  repofe  us,  we  will  write 
To  Rome  of  our  fuccefs. — You,  Titus  Lartius, 
Mull  to  Corioli  back ;  fend  us  to  Rome 
The  bell,  with  whom  we  may  articulate. 
For  their  own  good,  and  ours.  • 

Lart.   I  fhall,  my  lord. 

Cor.  The  gods  begin  to  mock  me.     I  that  now 
Refused  moft  princely  gifts,  am  bound  to  beg 
Of  my  lord  general. 

Com*  Take  it :  'tis  your's. — What  is*t  ? 

Cor,  I  fometime  lay,  here  in  Corioli, 
At  a  poor  man's  houfe ;  he  us'd  me  kindly  : 
He  cry'd  to  me ;  I  faw  him  prifoner  ; 
But  when  Aiihdius  was  within  my  view. 
And  wrath  o'erwhelm'd  my  pity  :   I  requefl  you 
To  give  my  poor  hoO  freedom. 

Conu  O,  well  begg'd  ! 
Were  he  the  butcher  of  my  fon,  he  fiiould 
Be  free,  as  the  wind.     Deliver  him,  Titus. 

Lart,  Marcius,  his  name  ? 

C  3  Cot, 
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Cor.  By  Jupiter,  forgot : — 
I  am  weary  ;  yea,  my  memory  is  tir'd.— -» 
Have  we  no  wine  here  ? 

Com,  Go  we  to  our  tent : 
The  blood  upon  your  vifage  dries ;  *t[s  time 
It  ftiould  be  look'd  to  :    come.  ^Exeunt, 


SCENE    X. 

The  Camp   of  the  Volfces.     A  Fiourtjh,     Cornets.      Enter 
TuLLus  AuFiDius  bloody,  with  two  or  three  Soldiers. 

Aiif.  The  town  \i  ta'en  ! 

%qI.  'Twill  be  delivered  back  on  good  condition. 

Auf,  Condi cion  ! 

I  would,  I  v/ere  a  Roman  ;  for  1  cannot, 

Being  a  Volfce,  be  that  I  am. — Condition  I 

What  good  condition  can  a  treaty  tind 

I'  the  part  that  is  at  mercy  ?  Five  times,  IVlarcius, 

1  have  fought  with  thee  ;  fo  often  h.ifl  thou  beat  me  ; 

And  would 'il  do  fo,  I  think,  Ihould  we  encounter 

As  often  as  we  ear. By  the  elements, 

If  e'er  again  I  meet  him  beard  to  beard. 

He  is  mine,  or  I  am  his:  Mine  emulation 

Hath  not  that  hcnour  in't,  it  had  ;  for  where 

I  thought  to  crufh  him  in  an  equal  force. 

True  fword  to  fword,  I'll  potch  at  him  fome  way  ; 

Or  wrath,  or  craft,   may  get  him. 

Sol  He's  the  devil. 

Auf.  Bolder,    though    not    fo    fubtle :    My    valour's 
poifcn'd, 
With  only  fuffering  (lain  by  him  ;  for  him 
Shall  fly  out  of  itfelf :   nor  fleep,  nor  fanfluary. 
Being  naked,  flck;    nor  fane,  nor  Capitol, 
The  prayers  of  priefls,  nor  times  of  facriiicc, 
Embarquements  ali  of  fury,  fhall  lift  up 
Their  rotten  privilege  andcuflom  'gainft 
My  hate  to  Marcius !  where  1  find  him,  where  it 
At  home,  upon  my  brother's  guard,  even  there, 
^gainft  the  hofpitable  canon,  would  I 
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Wafh  my  fierce  hand  in  his  heart.    Go  you  to  the  city  ; 
Learn,  how  'tis  held  ;  and  what  they  are,  that  mud 
Be  hoftages  for  Rome. 

SoL  Will  not  yon  go  ? 

Auf.  I  am  attended  at  the  cyprefs -grove  : 
I  pray  you 

('Tis  fouth  the  city  mills),  bring  me  word  thither 
How  the  world  goes ;  that  to  the  pace  of  it 
I  may  fpur  on  my  journey* 

SqL  I  fliall,  fir.  [Exeunt, 


A  C  T    II.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Ro?ne.   £«/^r  Menenius,  wzVZ>  SieiNius  ^wi  Brutus, 

Menentus» 

J    HE   augurer  tells  me,  we  ftiall  have  news  tonight, 

Bru,  Good,  or  bad  ? 

Men,  Not  according  to  the  prayer  of  the  people,  for 
they  love  not  Marcius. 

Sic.  Nature  teaches  beafls  to  know  their  friends. 

Men.  Pray  you,  who  does  the  wolf  love  ? 

Sk.  The  Iamb. 

Men.  Ay,  to  devour  him ;  as  the  hungry  plebeians 
would  the  noble  Marcius. 

Bru,  He's  a  lamb  indeed,  that  baas  like  a  bear, 

Men^  He's  a  bear,  indeed,  that  lives  like  a  lamb. 
You  two  are  old  men  \  teli  me  one  thing  that  I  fhall  afk 
you. 

Both.  Well,  fir. 

Men.  In  what  enormity  is  Marcius  poor,  that  you  two 
have  not  in  abundance  ? 

Bru,  He's  poor  in  no  one  fault,  but  ftor'd  with  all. 

Sic.   Efpeciaily,  in  pride. 

Bru.  And  topping  all  others  in  boafling. 

Aien,  This  is  ftrange  now :  Do  you  two  know  how  you 
are  cenfur'd  here  in  the  city,  I  meau  of  us  o'  the  right 
hand  file  ?  Do  you  ? 

Bru,  Why,  how  are  we  cenfur'd  \ 

C  4  Men, 
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Alen,  Becaufe  you  talk  of  pride  now— Will  you  not  b: 
angry  ? 

Soth,  Well,  well,  fir,  well. 

Men.  Why,  'tis  no  great  matter  ;  for  a  very  little  thief 
of  occafion  will  rob  you  of  a  great  deal  of  patience  ;,  give 
yourdifpofitions  the  reins,  and  be  angry  at  your  pleafures; 
at  thejeaftj  if  you  take  it  as  a  pleafure  to  you,  in  being  fo. 
You  blame  IVIarcius  for  being  proud  ? 

Bru,  We  do  it  not  alone,  fir. 

Men.  "■  know,  you  can  do  very  little  alone  *,  for  ypur 
helps  .ne  many  ;  or  elfe  your  alliens  would  grow  wond- 
rous (ingle  :  your  abilities  are  too  infant-like,  for  doing 
much  alone.  You  talk  of  pride :  Oh,  that  you  could 
turn  your  eyes  towards  the  napes  of  your  necks,  and 
make  but  an  Interior  furvey  of  your  good  felves  !  O,  that 
you  could  ! 

Bru,  What  then,  fir  ? 

Men  Why,  then  you  fhould  difcovcr  a  brace  of  as 
unmeriting,  proud,  violent,  tefty  magiftrates  (alias,  fools), 
as  any  in  Rume. 

Sic    Menenius,  you  are  known  well  enough  too. 

Men  1  am  known  to  be  a  humourous  patrician,  and 
one  that  loves  a  cup  of  hot  wine  with  not  a  drop  of  allaying 
Tiber  in't :  faid  to  be  fomcthiug  imperfc61,  in  favouring 
the  firlt  complaint;  hafty,  and  linder-likc,  upon  too  tri- 
vial motion:  one  that  converfes  more  with  the  buttock  of 
tie.  night,  than  with  the  forehead  of  the  morning.  What 
I  think,  I  utter;  .nd  fpend  my  malice  in  my  breath: 
Meeting  tud  fuch  weais-men  as  you  are  (I  cannot  call  you 
Lycurguiles),  if  the  drink  you  give  me,  touch  my  palate 
adverfeh',  1  make  a  crooked  f^ice  at  it,  I  can't  fay,  your 
worfhips  have  delivered  the  matter  well,  when  I  find  the 
afs  in  compound  with  the  major  part  of  ycur  fyliables  : 
and  though  I  muft  be  content  to  bear  with  thofe  that  fay 
you  are  reverend  grave  men  ;  yet  they  lie  deadly,  that  tell 
you  you  have  good  faces.  If  you  fee  this  in  the  map  of 
my  microcofm,  follows  it,  that  I  am  known  well  enough 
too  ?  What  harm  can  your  biffon  ccnrpe6luities  glean  out 
of  x\\i>  characler,  if  I  be  known  well  enough  too  ? 

Brti-  Come,  fir,  come,  we^  know  well  enough. 

Men,  You  know  neither  me,  yourfeives,  nor  any  thing. 

You 
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You  are  ambitious  for  poor  knaves'  caps  and  legs  :  you 
wear  out  a  good  wholefome  forenoon,  in  hearing  a  caufe 
between  an  orange  wife  and  a  fodet-feller ;  and  then  re- ' 
journ  the  controverfy  of  three- pi^ncc  to  a  leconci  day  of 
audience. — When  you  are  hearing  a  matter  between  party 
and  party,  if  you  chance  to  be  pinch'd  with  the  choiic, 
you  make  faces  like  mummers  ;  let  up  the  bloody  iiag 
againfl:  all  patience,  and,  in  roaring  for  a  chamberpot, 
difmiis  the  controverfy  bleeding,  the  more  entangled  by 
your  hearing:  all  the  peace  you  make  in  their  caufe,  is, 
calling  both  the  parties  knaves  :  You  are  a  pair  of  ilrange 
ones. 

Bru,  Come,  come,  you  are  well  underflood  to  be  a 
perfe6ler  giber  for  the  table,  than  a  necefiary  bencher  in 
the  Capitol. 

Men.  Our  very  priefts  niufi:  become  mockers,  if  they 
(liali  encounter  fuch  ridiculous  fubjeds  as  you  are.  When 
you  fpeak  beft  unto  the  purpofe,  \i  is  not  worth  rhe  wag- 
ging of  your  beards  ;  and  your  beards  deiervc  not  fo  ho- 
nourable a  grave,  as  to  flyfx  a  botcher's  culliicn,  or  to  be 
entomb'd  in  an  afs's  pack-laddle.  Yet  you  mufl  be  fay- 
ing, Marcius  is  proud  ;  who,  in  a  cheap  eftiinatioD^  is 
worth  all  your  predec(  flors,  fince  Deucalion  ;  thpughj 
peradventure,  fome  of  the  befl:  of  them  'vere  Irereditary 
hangmen.  Good-e'en  to  your  worfliip  :  iiiore  of  your 
converiation  would  infe<ff  my  brain,  being  the  herdfmen 
of  the  beailly  plebeians ;  I  will  be  bold  to  take  my  leave 
of  you. 

Enter  Vo  l  u  mn  I  A,  Vi  r  g  i  l  i  a,  and  V  a  l  j-  r  i  a  - 

How  now,  my  futir  as  noble  ladies  (and  ihe  mcon,  were 
fhe  earthly,  no  nobler),  whither  do  y(m  foilovi/  your  eyes 
fo  faft  > 

^/.-  IJonourablc  Menenius,  my  boy  Marcius  approaches | 
for  the  love  of  Juno,  let's  go. 

Men.   Ha  !  Marcius  comirg  home? 

f^ol.  Ay,  worthy  Menenius  j  and  with  moft  p;orperoiVi 
approbation. 

Men.  Take  my  cap,  J  u  pi  re  r,  and  I  thank  thee  :  — 
Hoo  !  Marcius  coming  home  I 

Both,  Nay,  'tis  true. 

Vol 
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A/.  Look,  here's  a  letter  from  him  ;  the  {^ate  hath 
another,  his  wife  another;  and,  I  think,  there's  one  at 
home  for  you. 

Men.  I  will  make  my  very  houfe  reel  to-night!  — 
A  letter  for  me  ? 

Vir.  Yes,  certain,  there's  a  letter  for  you  ;  I  faw  it. 

Men,  A  letter  for  me  f  Ic  gives  me  an  eUate  of  feveti 
years  health ;  in  which  time,  I  will  make  a  lip  at  the  phy- 
fician :  the  moll  fovereign  prefcription  in  Galen  is  but 
empiric,  and,  to  this  prefervative,  of  no  better  report  than 
a  horfe-drench.  Is  he  not  wounded?  he  was  wont  to 
come  home  wounded. 

Vir^  O,  no,  no,  no. 

Vol.  O,  he  is  wounded,  I  thank  the  gods  for't. 

Men.  So  do  I  too,  if  it  be  not  too  much  : — Brings  a' 
viflory  in  his  pocket  ? — The  wounds  become  him. 

Vol  On's  brows,  Menenius ;  he  comes  the  third  time 
home  with  the  oaken  garland. 

Men.  Has  he  difciplin'd  Aufidius  foundly  l 

Vol.  Titus  Lartius  writes — they  fought  together,  but 
Aufidius  got  off. 

Men.  And  'twas  time  for  him  too,  I'll  warrant  him 
that :  an  he  had  (laid  by  him,  I  would  not  have  been  fo 
Fidius'd  fur  all  the  chefts  in  Corioli,  and  the  gold  that's 
in  them.     Is  the  fenate  pofTefs'd  of  this  ? 

Vol.  Good  ladies,  let's  go : — Yes,  yes,  yes :  the  fenate 
has  letters  from  the  general,  wherein  he  gives  my  fon  the 
whole  nam.e  of  the  war  :  he  hath  in  this  adlion  outdone 
his  former  deeds  doubly. 

Val.  In  troth,  there's  wondrous  things  fpoke  of  him. 

Mer..  Wondrous  \  ay,  I  warrant  you,  and  not  without 
his  true  purchafmg. 

Vir*  ^  he  gods  grant  them  true ! 

Vol.  True!  pow,  v;^ow. 

Men,  True  !  Til  be  fwora  they  are  true: — Where  is 
he  wounded  ? — God  fave  your  good  worfhips!  S^o  the 
Tribunes.']  Marcius  is  coming  home  :  he  has  more  caufe  to 
be  proud  — Where  is  he  wounded  ? 

Vol  I'the  (boulder,  and  i'the  left  arm :  There  will  be 
large  cicatrices  to  (liew  the  people,  when  he  fhall  Hand 

for 
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for  his  place.     He  receiv'd  in  the  repulfe  of  Tarquin, 
fcvcn  hurts  i'the  body. 

Men.  One  i'ths  neck,   and  one  too  Tihe  thigh ; 

There's  nine  that  I  know. 

Fol.  He  had,  before  this  lall  expedition,  twenty-five 
\vounds  upon  him, 

Afen.  Now  'tis  twenty- feven  :  every  ga(h  was  an  ene- 
my's grave:  Hark,  the  trumpets ! 

[A  Shout y  and  Flour tjh. 

Vol.  Thefe  are  the  ufhers  of  Marcius  :  before  him  he 
carries  noife,  and  behind  him  he  leaves  tears; 
Death,  that  dark  fpirit,  in's  nervy  army  doth  lie; 
Which  being  advanc'd,  declines,  and  then  men  die, 

A  Sennet,  Trumpets  found.  Enter  CoMlNius  the  Gene- 
raly  and  Titus  Lartius  ;  between  them,  Coriola- 
Kus,  crowrCd  with  an  Oaken  Garland -y  with  Captains 
and  Soldiers,  and  a  Herald. 

Her,  Know,  Rome,  that  all  alone  Marcius  did  fight 
Within  Gorioli'  gates :  where  he  hath  won. 
With  fame,  a  name  to  Caius  Marcius ;  thefe 
In  honour  follows,  Coriolanus  :  ■— 
Welcome  to  Rome,  renown'd  Coriolanus ! 

[Sound.    Flourijh, 

AIL  Welcome  to  Rome,  renown'd  Coriolanus ! 

Cor.  No  more  of  this,  it  does  ofF.-nd  my  heart ; 
Pray  now,  no  more. 

Com,  Look,  fir,  your  mother 

Cor.  01 
You  have,  I  know,  petition'd  all  the  gods 
For  my  profperity.  \Kmeh, 

Vol.  Nay,  my  good  foldier,  up  ;  .     " 

My  gentle  Marcius,  worthy  Caius,  and 
By  deed-achieving  honour  newly  nam'd. 
What  is  it  ?  Coriolanus,  mud  1  call  thee  ? 
But  O,  thy  wife 

Cor,  My  gracious  filence,  hail! 
Would'il:  thou  have  laugh'd,  had  I  come  coffin 'd  home, 
That  weep'fl:  to  fee  me  triumph  ?  Ah,  my  dear. 
Such  eyes  the  widows  in  Corioil  wear, 
And  mothers  that  lack  fons. 
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Men*  Now  the  gods  crown  thee  ! 

Cor.  And  liye  you  j^et  ?— O  my  fweet  lady,  pardon. 

\To  Valeria. 

Vol.  I  know  not  whereto  turn: — O  welcome  home ! 
And  welcome,  general! — And  you  are  welcome  all! 

Men,  A  hundred  thouland  welco("nes :  I  could  weep. 
And  i  could  laugh  ;  1  am  light,  and  heavy.     Welcome  : 
A  curfe  begin  at  very  root  ofs  hearr, 
That  is  not  glad  co  fee  thee  ! — You  are  three, 
That  Rome  (hould  doat  on  :  yet,  by  the  faith  of  men. 
We  have  fome  old  crab-tlees  here  at  home,  that  will  not 
Be  grafted  to  your  reliOi,     Yet  welcome,  warriors  ; 
We  call  a  nettle,  but  a  nettle;  and 
The  faults  of  fools,  but  folly. 

Com.  Ever  right. 

Cor.  Menenius,  ever,  ever. 

Her,  Give  way  there,  and  go  on. 

Cor,  Your  harid,  and  your's  : 

\To  his  PFife,  and  Mother, 
Ere  in  our  own  houfe  I  do  fiinde  my  head. 
The  good  patricians  mull  be  vifited  ; 
From  s^  horn  I  have  rcceiv'd  not  only  greetings. 
But  with  thom  change  of  honours. 

FjL   Ihaveliv'd 
To  fee  inherited  my  very  wifhes. 
And  the  buildings  of  my  fancy : 
Only  there's  one  thing  wanting,  which  I  doubt  not. 
But  our  Rome  will  call  upon  tliee. 

Cor,  Know,  good  mother, 
I  had  rather  be  thdr  fervant  in  my  way, 
Than  fway  with  them  in  theirs. 

Com*  On,  to  the  Capitol.  {^Flourljh,     CorneU^ 

[Exeunt  in  State,  as  before, 

Brutus  ^;j^Sicinius  come  fqrivard. 

Bill.  Ail  tongues  fpeak  of  him,  and  the  bleared  fights 
Are  fpciflacled  to  fee  him  :  Your  pratling  nurfe 
Into  a  rapture  lets  her  baby  cry, 
While  fhe  chats  him  :  the  kitchen  malkin  pins 
Her  richert  lockram  'bout  her  reechy  neck. 
Clambering  the  walls  to  eye  him  ;  Stalls,  bulks,  windows. 

Are 
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Are  fmother'd  up,  leads  fill'd,  and  ridges  hors*d 
With  variable  complexions ;  a!l  agreeing 
la  earneftnefs  to  fee  him  :  feJd-fnown  fldmens 
Do  prefs  among  the  popular  throngs,  and  puiF 
To  win  a  vulgar  Aation  :  our  veil'd  dames 
Commit  the  war  of  white  and  damaHc,  in 
Their  nicely  gawded  cheeks,  to  the  wanton  fpoil 
Of  Phoebus' burning  kifTcs  :   fuch  a  pother, 
As  if  that  whatfocver  goc^  who  leads  him. 
Were  (lily  crept  inro  his  .  u.^ian  powers, 
And  gave  him  graceful  poflare. 

Sic,  On  the  fudden, 
1  warrant  him  conful. 

Bru,  Then  our  office  may. 
During  his  pov/er,  go  deep. 

Sic.  He  cannot  temperately  tranfport  his  honours 
From  where  he  ftiouM  begin,  and  end  j  but  will 
Lofe  thoie  he  hath  won. 

Bru,  In  that  there's  comfort. 

Sic.  Doubt  not, 
The  commoners,  for  whom  we  (land,  but  they, 
Upon  their  ancient  malice,  will  forget, 
With  the  leaf!:  caufe,  thefe  his  new  honours ;  which 
That  he  will  give  them,  make  I  as  little  queflion 
As  he  is  proud  to  do't, 

Bru.  I  heard  him  fwear, 
Were  he  to  (land  for  conful,  never  would  he 
Appear  i'  the  market-place,  nor  on  him  put 
The  naplefs  ve(tare  of  humility  5 
Nor,  (liewing  (as  the  manner  is)  his  wounds 
To  the  people,  beg  their  (linking  breaths. 

Sic,   'Tis  right. 

Bru,  It  was  his  word :  O,  he  would  mifs  it,  rather 
Than  carry  it,  but  by  the  fuit  o'the  gentry  to  him, 
And  the  defire  of  the  nobles. 

Sic,   I  wifh  no  better, 
Than  have  him  hold  that  purpofe,  and  to  put  it 
In  execution. 

Bru,  'Tis  moft  like,  he  will. 

Sic,  It  (hall  be  to  hina  then,  as  our  good  will's, 
A  fure  deIlru6lion. 

Bru, 
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Bru,  So  it  mufl  fall  out 
To  him,  or  cur  authorities.     For  an  end. 
We  mufl  fugged:  the  people,  in  what  hatred 
He  ftill  hath  held  them ;  that,  to  his  power,  he  would 
Have  made  them  mules,  filenc'd  their  pleaders,  and 
Difproperty'd  their  freedoms :  holding  them, 
In  human  a(rtlon  and  capacity. 
Of  no  more  foul,  nor  ntnefs  for  the  world. 
Than  camels  in  their  war;  who  have  their  provand 
Only  for  bearing  burdens,  and  fore  blows 
For  finking  under  them. 

Sic.  This,  as  you  fay,  faggefled 
At  fome  time  when  his  fearing  infolence 
Shall  reach  the  people  (which  time  (hall  not  want,, 
If  he  be  put  upon't ;  and  that's  as  eaf}^, 
As  to  fet  dogs  on  (beep),  will  be  the  fire 
To  kindle  their  dry  ftubble ;  and  their  blaze. 
Shall  darken  him  for  ever. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger* 

Bru»  What's  the  matter? 

Mef.  You  are  fent  for  to  the  Capitol.     'TIs  thought^ 
That  Marcius  fhali  be  confnl :  I  have  feen 
The  dumb  men  throng  to  fee  him,  and  the  blind 
To  hear  him  fpeak :   Matrons  fiung  gloves. 
Ladies  and  maids  their  fcarfs  and  handkerchiefs. 
Upon  him  a?  he  pafs'd  :  the  nobles  bended, 
As  to  Jove's  flatue;  and  the  commons  made 
A  (hower,  and  thunder,  with  their  caps,  and  (houts  s 
I  never  faw  the  like. 

Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol ; 
And  carry  with  us  ears  and  eyes  for  the  time, 
But  hearts  for  the  event. 

Sic*  Have  with  you.  [ExeunU 

SCENE      II. 

The  CapitoL     Enter  tzvo  Officersy  to  lay  Cufbions. 

I  Off,  Come,  come,  they  are  almofl  here  :  How  many 
flaad  for  confuIHiips  ? 

zOff. 
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2  Off.  Three,  they  fay:  but  *tis  thought  of  everyone, 
Coriolanus  will  carry  it. 

1  Off.  That's  a  brave  fellow ;  but  he's  vengeance  proud, 
and  loves  not  the  common  people. 

2  Off,  'Faith,  there  have  been  many  great  men  that  have 
flattcr'd  the  people,  who  ne'er  lov'd  them;  and  there  be 
many  that  they  have  lov'd,  they  know  not  wherefore :  fo 
that,  if  they  love  they  know  not  why,  they  hate  upon  no 
better  a  ground :  Therefore,  for  Coriolanus  neither  to 
care  whether  they  love,  or  hate  him,  manifefis  the  true 
knowledge  he  has  in  their  difpofiiion  ;  and,  out  of  his 
noble  carelelTnefs,  lets  them  plainly  fee't. 

I  Off,  If  he  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their  love,  or 
lio,  he  wav'd  indifferently  'twixt  doing  them  neither  good, 
nor  harm ;  but  he  feeks  their  hate  with  greater  devotion 
than  they  can  render  it  him  ;  and  leaves  nothing  undone, 
that  may  fully  difcover  him  their  oppofite.  Now,  to  feem 
to  afFecl:  the  malice  and  difpleafure  of  the  people,  is  as  bad 
as  that  which  he  diflikes,  to  flatter  them  for  their  love. 

-  2  Off,  He  hath  deferved  worthily  of  his  country  :  And 
his  afcent  is  not  by  fuch  eafy  degrees  as  thofe,  who  have 
been  fupple  and  courteous  to  the  people;  bonnetted,  with- 
out any  further  deed  to  heave  them  at  all  into  their  efli- 
mation  and  report :  but  he  hath  fo  planted  his  honours  in 
their  eyes,  and  his  aflions  in  their  hearts,  that  for  their 
tongues  to  be  filent,  and  not  confefs  fo  much,  were  a  kind 
of  ingrateful  injury  ;  to  report  otherwife,  were  a  malice, 
that,  giving  itfelf  the  lie,  would  pluck  reproof  and  rebuke 
from  every  ear  that  heard  it. 

1  Off.  No  more  of  him ;  he  is  a  worthy  man :  Make 
way — they  are  coming. 

A  Sennet,  Enter  the  Pdtridans.  and  the  T'r'ihiines  of  the 
People,  LiSiors  before  them;  Coriolanus,  Mene- 
Nius,  CoMiNius  the  Conful:  Sicinttjs  and  Brutus, 
as  Tribunes,  take  their  places  by  thewf elves. 

Men.  Having  determined  of  the  Vol  fees,  and 
To  fend  for  Titus  Lartius,  it  remaios. 
As  the  main  point  of  this  our  after-mseting, 
To  gratify  his  noble  fervice,  that 
Hath  thus  flood  for  his  couDtry  :  Therefore^  pleafe  yon, 
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Mod  reverend  and  grave  elders,  to  defira 

The  prefent  confulj  and  laft  general 

in  our  well-found  fuccefies   to  report 

A  little  of  that  worthy  work  perform*d 

By  Caius  Marcias  Ccriolanus;  whom 

We' meet  here,  both  to  thank,  and  to  remembef 

With  honours  like  himfclf. 

1  -5^;?.  Speak,  good  Cominius: 
Leave  nothing  cut  for  length  ;  and  make  us  thinks 
Rather  our  date's  defeflive  for  requital, 
1  ]  <\t)  we  to  flietch  it  out.—Maflers  o'  the  people. 
We  do  rcqueft  your  kindeft  ear ;  and,  after. 
Your  loving  motion  toward  the  common  body. 
To  yield  U'hat  palles  here. 

Sic,  We  are  con  vented 
Upon  a  pleafrng  treiiry  ;  and  have  hearts 
Inclinable  to  honour  i-id  advance 
The  theme  of  our  aflembly. 

Bfu.  Which  the  rather 
We  (liall  be  bleft  to  do,  if  he  remember 
A  kinder  valur  of  the  people,  than 
He  hath  hereto    riz'd  them  at. 

IVIen,  That's  off,  that's  off; 
I  would  you  rather  had  been  filent :  Pleafe  you 
To  hear  Cominius  fpeak  ? 

Bru.  Moff  willingly: 
But  yet  my  caution  was  more  pertinent, 
'Than  the  rebuke  you  give  it. 

Men.  He  loves  your  people  ; 
But  tie  him  not  to  be  their  bed-fellow. — 
Worthy  Cominius,  fpeak. — Nay,  keep  your  place. 

[Ccriolanus  7-yes,  and  offers  to  go  awaf 

1  Ssn>  Sir,  Ccriolanus ;  never  (hame  to  hear 
What  yoq  have  nobly  done. 

Cor,  Your  honours'  pardon  ; 
I  had  rarher  have  my  wounds  to  heal  again, 
Than  hear  fay  how  I  got  them, 

Bru,  Sir,  I  hope. 
My  words  dillbench'd  you  not  \ 

Cor,  No.  lir  :  yet  oft, 
When  blows  have  made  me  Hay,  I  fled  from  words. 
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You  footh'd  not,  therefore  hurt  not:  But,  your  people, 
I  love  them  as  they  weigh. 

Men*  Pray  now,  fit  down. 

Cor,  I  had  rather  have  one  fcratch  my  head  i'the  fun, 
'U'hen  the  alarum  were  liruck,  than  idJy  fit 
To  hear  my  nothings  monfler'd.  {^Exit  CdR. 

Men.  Mafters  o'the  people, 
Your  multiplying  fpawn  how  can  he  flitter 
(That's  thoufand  to  one  k,'joa  one),  when  you  now  fee, 
He  had  rather  venture  all  his  limbs  for  honour. 
Than  one  of  his  ears  to  hear  it  f — Proceed,  Cominius, 

Com.  I  fhall  lack  voice  :  the  deeds  of  Coriolanus 
Should  not  be  uttei'd  feebly. — It  is  held, 
That  valour  if  the  chiefefr  virtue,  and 
Moft  dignifies  tlie  haver  :  if  it  be, 
The  man  I  fpeak  of  canno:  in  the  world 
Be  fingly  counterpoised.     At  fixteen  years, 
When  Tarquin  made  a  head  for  Rome,  he  fought 
Beyond  the  mark  of  others:  our  then  diftator. 
Whom  with  all  praife  I  point  at,  iau^  him  fight. 
When  with  his  x4mazoninn  chin  he  drove 
The  briflled  lips  before  him  :  he  befrrid 
An  o'er-prefl  Roman,  and  i'the  conful's  view 
Slew  three  oppofers  ;  Tarquln's  felf  he  met, 
And  flruck  him  on  his  knee  :  in  that  day's  feats. 
When  he  might  a(fl  the  woman  in  the  fcene, 
He  prov'd  bell  man  1*  the  field,  and  for  his  meed 
Was  brow- bound  with  the  oak.     His  pupil  age 
Man-enter'd  thus,  he  waxed  like  a  fea ; 
And,  in  the  brunt  of  fevenreen  battles  fmce. 
He  lurch'd  all  fwords  o*  the  garland.     For  this  laft, 
Before  and  in  Corioli,  let  me  fay, 
I  cannot  fpeak  him  home :  He  Itopt  the  fliers ; 
And,  by  his  rare  example,  made  the  coward 
Turn  terror  into  fport :  as  waves  before 
A  veflTel  under  (ail,  fo  men  obey'd. 
And  fell  below  his  flem  :   his  fword  (death's  (lamp) 
Where  it  did  mark,  it  took ;  from  face  to  foot 
He  was  a  thing  of  biood,  whofe  every  motion 
Was  tim'd  with  dying  cries  :  alone  he  enter' J 
The  mortal  gate  o'  the  city,  which  he  painted 
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With  fhunlefs  deftlny  ;  aidlefs  came  off. 
And  with  a  fuddea  re-inforcement  ftruck 
CorioU,  like  a  planet :  Now  all's  his  : 
When  by  and  bye  the  din  of  war  'gan  pierce 
His  ready  fenfe :  then  flraight  his  doubled  fpirit 
Re-quicken'd  what  in  flelh  was  fatigate. 
And  to  the  battle  came  he  ;  where  he  did 
Run  reeking  o'er  the  lives  of  men,  as  if 
'Twere  a  perpetual  fpoil :  and,  'till  wc  calFd 
Both  field  and  city  ours,  he  never  fi:ood 
To  eafe  his  breafi:  with  panting. 
Men.  Worthy  man  ! 

I  Sen.  He  cannot  but  with  meafure  fit  the  honoiu'S 
Which  we  devife  him. 

Com.  Our  fpoils  he  kick'd  at ; 
And  look'd  upon  things  precious,  as  they  were 
The  common  muck  o'  the  world :  he  covets  lefs 
Than  mifery  itfelf  would  give  ;  rewards 
His  deeds  with  doing  them  ;  and  is  content 
To  fpend  his  time,  to  end  it. 

Men.  He^s  right  noble  j 
Let  him  be  calFd  for, 
I  Sen*  Call  Coriolanus. 
Off.  He  doth  appear. 

Re-enter  Coriolanus. 

Men.  The  fenate,  Coriolanus,  are  well  pleas'd 
To  make  thee  conful. 

Cor.  I  do  owe  them  ftill 
My  life,  and  fervices. 

Men,  It  then  remains, 
That  you  do  fpeak  to  the  people. 

Cor.  I  do  befeech  you, 
Let  me  o'er-leap  that  cuflom;  for  I  cannot 
Put  on  the  gown,  Hand  naked,  and  entreat  them, 
For  my  wounds'  fake.  Hand  naked,  and  entreat  them., 
For  my  wounds'  fake,  to  give  their  fuffrage  :  pleafe  you^ 
That  I  may  pafs  this  doing. 

Sic.  Sir,  the  people 
Mufi  have  their  voices ;  neither  will  thsy  bate 
One  jot  of  ceremony. 

Men, 
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Men,  Put  them  not  to*t : 
Pray  you,  go  fit  you  to  the  cuftom  ;  and 
Take  to  you,  as  your  predecelTors  have. 
Your  honour  vviih  your  form. 

Cor,  It  is  a  part 
That  I  fhall  blufh  in  a6ling,  and  might  well 
Be  taken  from  the  people, 

Bru.  Mark  you  that  ?  . 

Cor,  To  brag  unto  them— Thus  I  did,  and  thus!— 
Shew  them  the  unaching  fears,  which  I  fhouid  hide, 
As  if  I  had  receiv'd  them  for  the  hire 
Of  their  breath  only. 

Men.  Do  not  ftand  upon't. 

We  recommend  to  you,  tribunes  of  the  people, 
Our  purpofe  to  them; — and  to  our  noble  conful 
Wifh  we  all  joy  and  honour. 

Se7t»  To  Coriolanus  come  all  joy  and  honour ! 

[Flourijh  Cornets,     Then  Exeunt* 

Manent  SiciNius,  andBRUTVS^ 

Bru.  You  fee  how  he  intends  to  ufe  the  people. 

Sic.  May   they  perceive  his  intent  I    He   will  require 
them, 
As  if  he  did  contemn  what  he  requefted 
Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Bru,  Come,  we'll  inform  them 
Of  our  proceedings  here:  on  the  market-place, 
I  know,  they  do  attend  us.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE     III. 
The  Foru?n.     Enter /even  or  eight  Citizens. 

1  Clt.  Once,  if  he  do  require  our  voices,  we  ought  not 
to  deny  him. 

2  Cit.  We  may,  fir,  if  we  will. 

3  Cit.  We  have  power  in  ourfelves  to  do  It,  but  it  is  a 
power  that  we  have  no  power  to  do :  for  if  he  fbew  us  his 
wounds,  and  tell  us  his  deeds,  we  are  to  put  our  tongues 
into  thofe  wounds,  and  fpeak  for  them;  fo,  if  he  tel!s  us 
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his  noble  deeds,  we  muft  alfo  tell  him  our  noble  accept' 
tance  of  them.  Ingratitude  is  monftrous:  and  for  the 
multitude  to  be  ingrateful,  were  to  make  a  monfter  of  the 
mulritude;  of  the  which,  we  being  members,  fhould  bring 
ourfelves  to  be  monlirous  members. 

1  Cit,  And  to  make  us  no  better  thought  of,  a  little 
help  will  ferve:  for  once,  when  we  flood  up  about  the 
corn,  he  himfelf  Iluck  not  to  call  us — the  many-headed 
multitude, 

3  Cit,  We  have  been  call'd  fo  of  many ;  not  that  our 
heads  are  fom.e  brown,  fome  black,  fome  auburn,  fomc 
bald,  but  that  our  wits  are  fo  diverfely  colour'd :  and 
truly,  I  think,  if  all  our  wits  were  to  ilfue  out  of  one 
fcuU,  they  would  fly  eaft,  well:,  north,  fouth ;  and 
their  confent  of  one  diredl  way  fhould  be  at  once  to  all 
the  points  o'the  compafs. 

2  Cit,  Think  you  fo  ?  Which  way,  do  you  Judge,  my 
wit  would  fly  ? 

3  Cit.  Nay,  your  wit  will  not  fo  foon  out  as  another 
man's  will,  'tis  flrongly  wedg'd  up  in  a  blockhead:  but  if 
it  were  at  liberty,  'twould,  furc,  fouthward. 

2  Cit»  Why  that  way? 

3  Cit.  To  lofe  itfelf  in  a  fog;  where  being  three  parts 
melted  away  with  rotten  dews,  the  fourth  would  return 
for  confcience  fake,  to  help  to  get  thee  a  wife. 

2  Cit.  You  are  never  without  your  tricks : — You  may, 
you  may. 

3  Cit.  Are  you  all  refolv'd  to  give  your  voices  ?  But 
that's  no  matter,  the  greater  part  carries  it.  I  fay,  if  he 
would  incline  to  the  people,  there  was  never  a  v/orthier 
man. 

Enter  Cohiolanus,  ami  Menenius. 

Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  gown  of  humility  ;  mark  his 
behaviour.  We  are  not  to  ftay  all  together,  but  to  come 
by  him  where  he  Hands,  by  ones,  by  twos,  and  by  threes. 
He's  to  make  his  requelfs  by  particulars-  wherein  every 
one  of  us  has  a  fingle  honour  in  giving  him  our  own  voices 
with  our  own  tongues :  therefore  follow  me,  and  I'll  direct 
you  how  you  fliall  go  by  him. 
Jil,  Ccntent,  conient. 
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Men.  O  fir,  you  are  not  right;  Have  you  not  known 
The  a'orthiell  men  have  don*t  I 

Cer.   What  mufl  I  fay  ?— 

I  pray,  fir Plague  upon't!  I  cannot  bring 

My  tontjue  to  fuch  a  pace: — Look,   fir; — my  wounds;— 
I  got  them  in  my  country's  fervice,  when 
Some  certain  of  your  brethren  roar*d,  and  ran 
From  the  nt^fe  of  our  own  drums. 

Men,  O  me,  the  gods  ! 
You  mull:  not  fpeak  of  that ;  you  mud  defire  them 
To  think  upon  you. 

Cor.  Think  upon  me  ?  Hang  'em  ! 
I  would  they  would  forget  mie,  like  the  virtues 
Which  our  divmes  lofe  by  'em. 

Men,   You'll  mar  all ; 
rii  leave  you  :  Fray  you,  fpeak  to  'em,  I  pray  you, 
In  whoielome  manner. 

Citizens  approach. 

Cor.   Bid  them  wa{h  their  faces, 
And  keep  their  teeth  clean. — So,  here  comes  a  brace. 
You  know  the  caufe,  firs,  of  my  Handing  here. 

1  Cit.  We  do,  fir ;  tell  us  what  hath  brought  you  to'c. 
Car.  Mine  own  defert. 

2  Cit.    V'our  own  defert  ! 
Cor.  Ay,  not  mine  own  dellre. 

I  Cit.   flow  !  not  your  own  delire  ? 

Cor,  No,  fir  :  'Twas  never  my  defire  yet 
To  trouble  the  poor  with  begging. 

I  Cit.  You  mud  think,  if  we  give  you  any  thing,  we 
hope  to  gain  by  you. 

Cor.  Well  then,  I  pray,  your  price  o'  the  confulfliipJj 

I  Cit.  The  price  is,  to  afl<  it  kindly. 

Cor,  Kindly ! 
Sir,  1  pray,  let  me  ha't :  I  have  wounds  to  (licw  you, 
Wjiich  (hall  be  your's  in  private.— Your  good  voice,  fir; 
Wh  it  fay  you  ? 

Both  Cit,   You  fhall  have  it,  worthy  fir. 

Cor,.  A  match,  fir :— There's  in  ail  two,  worthy  voices 
begg'd:—  * 

I  have  your  alms;  adieu. 
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1  Clt.  But  thl?  *i?  fomething  odd. 

2  Cit,  Aa  'tv/ere  to  give  again — But  'tis  no  matter. 

{^Exeunk 

Enter  two  other  Citizens. 

Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  fland  with  the  tune  of 
your  voices,  that  I  may  be  conful,  I  have  here  the  cuf- 
ternary  gown, 

I  Cit.  You  have  deferv'd  nobly  of  your  country,  and 
you  have  not  deferv'd  nobly. 

Cor.  Your  senigma? 

1  Cit,  You  have  been  a  fcourge  to  her  enemies,  you 
have  been  a  rod  to  her  friends ;  you  have  not,  indeed, 
loved  the  common  people. 

Cor.  You  fiiould  account  me  the  more  virtuous,  that 
I  have  not  been  common  in  my  love.  I  will,  fir,  flatter 
my  fworn  brother  the  people,  to  earn  a  dearer  eflimatioa 
of  them  ;  'tis  a  condition  they  account  gentle  :  and  fince 
-  the  wifdom  of  their  choice  is  rarher  to  have  my  bat  than 
my  heart,  I  will  pradlife  the  infinuating  nod,  and  be  oiF 
to  them  mofl:  counterfeitiy  ;  that  is,  fir,  I  will  counterfeit 
the  bewitchment  of  fome  popular  man,  and  give  it  bounti- 
fully to  the  defirers.  Therefore,  befeech  you,  I  may  be 
conful. 

2  Cit,  We  hope  to  find  you  cur  friend  j  and  therefore 
give  you  our  voices  heartily. 

I  Cit.  You  have  received  many  wounds  for  your 
country. 

Cor.  I  will  not  feal  your  knowledge  with  (hewing  them. 
I  will  make  much  of  your  voices,  and  fo  trouble  you  no 
further. 

Both.  The  gods  give  you  joy,  fir,  heartily  !     [Exeunt^ 

Cor.  Mofl  Iweet  voices  !  — 
Better  it  is  to  die,  better  to  ftarve. 
Than  crave  the  hire  which  firfl  we  do  deferve. 
Why  in  this  woolvifli  gown  (hould  I  ftand  here, 
To  beg  of  [lobj  and  Dick,  that  does  appear. 
Their  needlefs  vouches  ?   Cuftom  calls  me  to't : — 
What  cuftom  wills,  in  all  things  fhouid  we  do't. 
The  duft  on  antique  time  would  lie  unfwept. 
And  mountainous  error  be  too  highly  heap'd 

For 
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For  truth  to  over-peer. Rather  than  fool  it  fo, 

Let  the  high  office  and  the  honour  go 

To  one  that  would  do  thus. — I  am  half  through  ; 

The  one  part  fufFer'd,  the  other  will  I  do. 

Enter  three  Citizens  more. 

Here  comes  more  voices.—— 

Your  voices:  for  your  voices  I  have  fought ; 

Watch'd  for  your  voices  ;  for  your  voices,  bear 

Of  wounds  too  dozen  odd  ;  battles  thrice  fix 

I  have  feen,  and  heard  of ;  for  your  voices,  have 

Done  many  things,  fome  lefs,  fome  more  :  your  voices : 

Indeed,  I  would  be  confui. 

1  Cit.  He  has  done  nobly,  and  cannot  go  without  any 
honeft  man's  voice. 

2  Cit.  Therefore  let  him  be  confui :  The  gods  give  him 
joy,  and  make  him  good  friend  to  the  people  ! 

Jll.  Amen,  amen !— God  fave  thee,  noble  confui. 

[Exeuni, 
Cor,  Worthy  voic«s  ! 

Enter  Menenius,  with  Brutus  and  SiciKius. 

Men,  You  have  flood  your  limitation ;  and  the  tribunes 
Endue  you  with  the  people's  voice  :  Remains, 
That,  in  the  official  marks  inveded,  you 
Anon  do  meet  the  fenate. 

Cor,  Is  this  done  ? 

Sic.  The  cuflom  of  requeft  you  have  difcharg'd  : 
The  people  do  admit  you  ;  and  are  fummon'd 
To  meet  anon,  upon  your  approbation. 

Cor,  Where  I  at  the  fenate- houfe  ? 

Sic.  There,  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  May  I  change  thefe  garments  ? 

Sic,  You  may,  fir. 

Cor,  That  I'll  ftraight  do;  and  knowing  ciyfelf  again. 
Repair  to  the  fenate-houfe. 

Men,  ril  keep  you  company. — Will  you  along  ? 

Bru.  We  flay  here  for  the  people, 

Sic,  Fare  you  well.  [Ex-mt  Cor.  and  Mz^i^, 

He  has  it  now ;  and  by  his  looks,  methinks, 
'Tjs  warm  at  his  heart. 
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Bru^  With  a  proud  heart  be  wore 
His  humble  weeds ;  Will  you  difmirs  the  people  ? 

Re-enter  Citizens, 

Sic,  How  now,  my  mafters  ?  hare  you  chofe  this  man  > 

1  Cii,  He  has  our  voices,  lir. 

Brtc»  We  pray  the  god^,  he  may  deferve  your  loves. 

2  Cit.  Amen,  fir :   To  my  poor  unworthy  notice, 
He  mock'd  us,  when  he  begg'd  our  voices. 

3  Cit,  Cert./mly,  he  flouted  us  downright. 

I  Cit,  No,  'tis  his  kind  of  fpcech— he  did  not  mock  us. 

2.  Cit.  Not  one  amongit  us,  fave  yourfelf,  but  fays, 
He  us'd  us  fcornfully  :  he  fhould  have  fnew'd  us 
His  marks  of  merit,  wound^  received  tor  his  country. 

Sic.  Why,  fohedi^,  |  art)  fur^. 

^JiL  No,  CO  man  faw  'em. 

3  Cit.  He  faid,  he  had  wounds,  which  hq  could  (hew 
ill  private  ; 
And  with  his  hat.  thus  waving  it  iu  fcorn, 
I  would  be  cotiful    fays  he  r  a^ed  cujiorrit 
But  by  your  voices^  with,  will  not  fo  permit  tne  ; 
Tour  voices  therefore ;   When  we  granted  that. 
Here  was — /  thank  you  for  your  voicei-— thank  yow — 
Tour  7nof[  fweet  voices :  -  now  you  have  left  your  voices^ 
I  have  nothing  further  with  you  : — Was  not  this  mockery? 

Sic.   Why,  eiihrr,  w;re  you  igriorm^  tofee't? 
Or,  feeing  it,  of  luch  thildifh  fricndiintfs 
To  yield  your  voices  ? 

Bru.  Could  you  not  have  told  him, 
As  you  were  leflbn'd — When  he  had  no  power, 
But  was  a  petty  fervant  to  the  ft.iie, 
He  wus  your  enemv  ;  ever  fpake  againfl: 
Your  liberties,  ^:i6  the  ciiarters  that  you  bear 
r  the  body  of  the  weal :  and  now,  arriving 
A  place  of  potency,  and  fwsy  o'  the  flate, 
If  he  fhouid  ftiil  malignantly  remain 
Fall:  foe  to  the  plebeii,  your  voices  might 
Be  curfes  to  yourfelves  :  You  fho-ild  have  faid, 
That,  as  his 'worthy  deeds  did  claim  no  lefs 
Than  what  he  flood  for ,  io  his  gracious  nature 
Would  think  upon  you  for  your  voices,  and 
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Tnnflate  his  mallee  towards  you  into  love, 
Standing  your  friendly  lord. 

Sic.  Thus  to  have  faid, 
As  you  were  fore-advisM,   had  touch'd  hU  fpirit, 
And  try'd  his  inclination;   from  hiri-  p'ur  k'd 
Either  his  gracious  promife,  whicli  you  might. 
As  caufe  had  cail'd  you  up,  have  held  him  to  ; 
Or  el(e  it  would  have  gall'd  hi?  iurly  nature, 
VVhich  eafily  endures  not  artide, 
Tying  him  to  aught;  fo,  putting  him  to  rage, 
You  {houid  have  ta'en  the  advantage  of  his  choler. 
And  palb'd  him  unelt(fi-ed. 

Bru.  Did  you  perceive, 
He  did  folicit  you  in  free  contenapt. 
When  he  did  need  your  loves ;  and  do  you  think. 
This  his  contempt  {liall  not  be  bruifing  to  you, 
When  he  haih  power  to  crudi  ?  Why,  had  your  bodies 
No  heart  among  you  ?  Or  had  you  tongues,  to  cry 
Againft  the  reft,  rfhip  of  judgment  ? 

Sic.  Have  you. 
Ere  now,  deny'd  the  afker  ?  and,  now  again. 
On  him,  that  did  not  afk,  but  mock,  bellow 
Your  (u'd-for  tongues  ? 

3  Cit,  He's  DQt  confirm 'd,  we  may  deny  him  yet, 

2  Cit.  And  wifl  deny  him  : 
I'll  have  five  hundred  voices  of  that  found. 
^    I  Cii,  I  twice  Hye  hundred,  and  their  friends  to  piece 
'em. 

Bru,  Get  you  hence  inftantly  ;  and  tell  thofe  friends — 
They  havechofe  a  conful,  that  will  from  them  take 
Their  liberties ;    make  them  of  no  more  voice 
Than  dogs,  that  are  as  often  beat  for  barking. 
As  therefore  kept  to  do  fo. 

Sic.  Let  them  afTemble  ; 
And,  on  a  fafer  judgment,  all  revoke 
Your  ignorant  election  :   Itnforce  his  pride, 
And  his  old  hate  unto  you:   befides,  forget  not 
Wirh  what  contempt  he  wore  the  humble  weed  ; 
How  in  his  fuir  he  fcorn'd  you  :  but  your  loves, 
ThinKing  upon  his  fervices,  took  from  you 
The  appreheniioa  of  his  prefent  portance. 

^  Whick 
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Which  mofl  gibingly,  ungravely,  he  did  fafhloa 
After  the  inveterate  hate  he  bears  you. 

Bru,  Lay 
A  fault  on  us,  your  tribunes  ;  that  we  laboured 
(No  impediment  between),  but  that  you  muft 
CaR:  your  eledion  on  him. 

Sic.  Say,  you  chofe  hinn 
More  after  our  commandment,  than  as  guided 
By  your  own  true  afFeftions  :  and  that,  your  minds 
Pre-occupy'd  with  what  you  rather  muil  do, 
Than  what  you  ftiould,  made  you  againfl  the  grain 
To  voice  him  conful :  Lay  the  fault  on  us. 

Bru.  Ay,  fpare  us  not.     Say,  we  read  lectures  to  y«in. 
How  youngly  he  began  to  ferve  his  country. 
How  long  continued  :  and  what  Jftock  he  fprings  of, 
The  noble  houfe  o'  the  Marcians  ;  from  whence  cam^ 
That  Ancus  Marcius,  Numa's  daughter's  fon. 
Who,  after  great  Koftilius,  here  v/as  king  : 
Of  the  fame  houfe  Publius  and  Quintus  were, 
That  our  beft  water  brought  my  conduits  hither  i 
And  Cenforinu?,  darling  of  the  people. 
And  nobly  nam'd  {o^  twice  being  cenfor, 
Was  his  great  anceilor. 

Sic.  One  thus  defcendcd. 
That  hath  befide  well  in  his  pevfon  wrought 
To  be  fet  high  in  place,  we  did  commend 
To  your  remembrances:  but  you  have  found, 
Scaling  his  prefent  bearing  with  his  pafl. 
That  he's  your  fixed  enemy,  and  revoke 
Your  fudden  approbation, 

Bru.  Say,  you  ne'er  had  don't^  , 

(Harp  on  that  flill)  but  by  our  putting  on  % 
And  prefently,  when  you  have  drawn  your  number^ 
Kepair  to  the  Capitol. 

Jll.  We  will  fo  :  almoll  all 
Repent  in  their  eleflion.  [Exeunt  Citizens^. 

Bru.  Let  them  go  on ; 
This  mutiny  were  better  put  in  hazard. 
Than  flay,  pad  doubt,  for  greater : 
If,  as  his  nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 
VVith  their  refufaL  both  ob ferve  and  anfwex 

Thi 
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The  vantage  of  his  anger. 

Sic.  To  the  Capitol,  come; 
We  will  be  there  before  the  ftream  o'  the  people ; 
And  this  fhall  feem,  as  partly  "^tis,  their  own, 
Which  we  have  goaded  onward.  [ExeunU 


ACT     in.       SCENE     I. 

j^  Street.     Cornets,     Enter  Coriolanus,  Menenius, 
CoMiNius,  Titus  Lartius,  and  other  Senators, 

Coriolanus, 

jL  ullus  Aufidius  then  had  made  new  head  ? 

Lart,  He  had,  my  lord;  and  that  it  v/as,  which  caus'd 
Our  fwifter  compofition. 

Cor,  So  then  the  Volfces  fland  but  as  at  firft  ; 
Ready,  when  time  fnali  prompt  them,  to  make  road 
Upon  us  again. 

CoTn.   They  are  worn,   lord  conful,  io, 
That  we  (hall  hardly  in  our  ages  fee 
Their  banners  wave  again. 

Cor.  Saw  you  Aufidius  ? 

Lart.  On  fafeguard  he  came  to  me  ;  and  did  curfe 
Againft  the  Volfces,  for  they  hiid  fo  vilely 
Tielded  the  town;  he  is  retir'd  io  Antium. 

Cor.  Spoke  he  of  me  ? 

Lart.  He  did,  my  lord. 

Cor,  How  ?   what  ? 

La7't.   How  often  he  had  met  you,  fv/ord  to  fword  : 
That,  of  all  things  upon  the  earth,  he  hated 
Your  perfon  m>oif  :   that  he  v^^ould  pawn  his  fortunes 
To  hopelefs  reftitution,  fo  he  might 
Be  calTd  your  vanquidier- 

Cor.   At  Antinm  lives  he  ? 

Lart.  x^t  Antium. 

Cor.  I  v/idi  I  had  a  caufe  to  feek  him  there, 
To  oppofe  his  hatred  fally. — Yvelcome  home. 

\To  Lartius. 

E-nter 
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Enter  Sicinius,  aiid  Brutus. 
Behold  !  thefe  are  the  tribunes  of  the  people, 
The  tongues  o'  the  common  mouth.     I  do  defpife  them  ; 
Foi  they  do  prank  rhem  in  authority, 
^gaind  all  noble  fufferance. 

Sic*  Pafs  no  further. 

Cor,  Ha  I  what  is  that  ? 

Bru.  It  will  be  dangerous  to  go  on  :  no  further. 

Cor.   What  makes  this  change  ? 

M'-n.  The  matter  ? 

Com    Harh  he  not  pafsM  the  nobles,  and  the  commons .? 

Bru.  Cominius,  no. 

Cor.   Have  I  had  children's  voices  ? 

Sen,  Tribunes,    give   way  ;    he   (hall  to   the   market- 
place. 

Bru,  The  people  are  incens'd  againft  him. 

Sic.    Stop, 
Or  all  will  fall  in  broil. 

Cor,  Are  thefe  your  herd  ?  — 
Muft  thefe  have  voices,  that  can  yield  them  now. 
And   ftraight   difciaim    their  tongues  ? — What   are   your 

offices  ? 
You  being  their  mouths,  why  rule  you  not  their  teeth  ? 
Have  you  not  fct  them  on  ? 

Men,  Be  calm,   be  calm. 

Cor,  It  is  a  purpos'd  thing,  and  grov.'s  by  plot, 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  nobility  :  — 
Suffer'c,  and  live  with  fuch  as  cannot  rule, 
Nor  ever  will  be  ruTd. 

Bru,  Call't  not  a  plot  : 
The  people  cry,  you  mock'd  them;  and,  of  late, 
When  corn  was  give;i  them  gratis,  you  repin'd  ; 
Scandal'd  the  fupoiiants  for  the  people  ;  cali'd  them 
Time  pleafers,  flatterers,  foes  to  noblenefs. 

Cor,  Why,  this  was  known  before. 

Bru,  Not  to  them  all. 

Cor.  Have  you  inform'd  them  fmce  ? 

Bru,  How  !   I  inform  them  I 

Cor.  You  are  like  to  do  fuch  bufinefss 

Bru.  Not  unlike, 
Each  way,  to  better  your's. 
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Cor.  Why  then  fliould  I  be  confiil  ?  By  yon  clouds, 
Let  me  deferve  fo  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  fellow  tribune. 

Sic.  You  fhevv  too  much  of  that, 
For  which  the  people  Ifir  :  If  you  will  pafs 
To  where  you  are  bound,  you  mud:  inquire  your  way, 
Which  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  fpirit  j 
Or  never  be  fo  noble  as  a  conful, 
l^or  yoke  with  him  for  tribune. 

Men.  Let's  be  calm. 

Com,  The  people  are  abusM  : — Set  on. — This  pah'ring 
Becomes  not  Rome  ;  nor  has  Coriolanus 
Deferv*d  this  fo  diilionour'd  rub,  bid  falfely 
I'  the  plain  way  of  his  merit. 

Cor.  Tell  me  of  corn  ! 
This  was  my  fpeech,  and  I  will  fpeak't  again  ;■ 

Men,  Noi  now,  not  now.    . 

Sen,  Not  in  this  heat,  fir,  noir. 

Cor,  Now,  as  I  live,  I  will. — My  nobler  friends, 
I  crave  their  pardons  :— 

For  the  mutable,  rank-fcented  many,  let  them 
Regard  me  as  I  do  not  flatter,  and 
Therein  behold  ihemfelves  :  I  fay  again, 
In  foothing  them,  we  nouriili  'gainO  our  fenate 
The  cockle  of  rebellion,  infolence,  fedition. 
Which  we  ourfelves  have  plough'd  for,  fow'd,  and  fcat- 

ter'd, 
By  mingling  them  with  us,  the  honourM  number ; 
Who  lack  not  virtue,  no,  nor  power,  but  that 
Which  they  have  given  to  beggars. 

Men.  Well,  no  more. 
Sen.  No  more  words,  v/e  befeech  you. 
Cor.  How  !  no  more  ? 
As  for  my  country  I  have  fhed  my  blood, 
Not  fearing  outward  force,  fo  fti;ill  my  lungs 
Coin  words  'till  their  decay,  againft  thofe  meazles, 
Which  we  difdain  fhould  tetter  us,  yet  fought    . 
The  very  way  to  catch  them. 

Bru,  You  fpeak  o'  the  people. 
As  if  you  were  a  god  to  puniih,  not 
A  man  of  their  inlirciity. 

Sic. 
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Sic.  'Twerewell, 
We  let  the  people  know't. 

Mon.  Vv^hat,  what  ^    his  choler  ? 

Cor.   Choler! 
Were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight  fleep^ 
By  jove,  'twould  be  my  mind. 

Sic.  It  is  a  mind 
That  fhail  remain  a  poifon  where  it  is. 
Not  poifon  any  further. 

Cor,  Shall  remain  ! —    " 
Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  minnows?  mark  you 
His  abfolute  /hall  F 

Com.   'Twas  from  the  canon. 

Cor.  Shall! 
O  gods ! — Bat  mofi:  unwife  patricians,  why. 
You  grave,  but  recklefs  fenators,  have  you  thus 
Given  Kydra  here  to  choofe  an  officer. 
That  with  his  peremptory />.W/,  being  but 
The  horn  and  noife  o*  the  monflers,  wants  not  fpirit 
To  fay,  he'll  turn  your  current  in  a  ditch. 
And  make  your  channel  his  ?  If  he  have  power. 
Then  vail  your  ignorance  :  if  none,  awake 
Your  dangerous  lenity.     If  you  are  learned, 
Be  not  as  common  fools  ;  if  you  are  not, 
Let  them  have  cufiiionsby  you.     You  are  plebeians. 
If  they  be  fenators  :  and  they  are  no  lefs, 
When,  both  your  voices  blended,  the  greateft  tafte 
Mod:  palates  theirs.     They  choofe  their  magiltrate  5 
And  fuch  a  one  as  he,  who  puts  his  fia!/, 
His  popular  Jhall,  againil  a  graver  bench 
Than  ever  frown'd  in  Greece  !   By  Jove  himfelf. 
It  makes  the  confuls  bafe:  and  my  foul  akes. 
To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  up, 
Neither  fupreme,  how  foon  confufion 
May  enter  'twixt  the  gap  of  both,  and  take 
The  one  by  the  other. 

Com.  Wei! — on  to  the  market-place. 

Cor.   Whoever  gave  that  counfel,   to  give  f^Di  th 
The  corn  o'  the  ftore-houfe  gratis,  as  'twas  us'd 
Sometime  in  Greece- 

Mjn,  Well,  well,  no  more  of  that. 

Cor 
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Cor.  (Though   there   the    people  had   more  abfolutc 
power) 
I  fay,  they  nouri(h'd  difobedience,  fed 
The  ruin  of  the  flate. 

Bru.  Why,  (hall  the  people  give 
One,  that  fpcaks  thus,  their  voice  ? 

Cor,  I'll  give  my  reafons, 
More  worthier  than  their  voices.    They  know,  the  cora 
Was  not  our  recom pence;  refling  well  affur'd 
They  ne'er  did  fcrvice  for't :  B^ing  prefs'd  to  the  war. 
Even  when  the  navel  of  the  flate  was  touch'd, 
They  would  not  thread  the  gates :  this  kind  of  fervice 
Did  not  deferve  corn  gratis  :  Being  i'  the  war, 
Their  mutinies  and  revolts,  wherein  they  fhew'd 
Moft  valour,  fpoke  not  for  them  :  The  accufation 
Which  they  have  often  made  againfi:  the  fenate. 
All  caufe  unborn,  could  never  be  the  native 
Of  our  fo  frank  donation.     Well,  what  then  ? 
How  (hall  this  bofom  multiplied  digeft 
The  fenate's  courtefy  ?  Let  deeds  exprefs 
What's  like  to  be  their  words  : — Tf^e  did  requefl  it  | — 
J'Fe  are  the  greater  poll,  and  i?2  true  fear 
They  gave  us  our  deinandi  : — Thus  v/e  debafe 
The  nature  of  our  feats,  and  make  the  rabble 
Call  our  cares,  fears  :  which  will  in  time  break  om 
The  locks  o'  the  fenate,  and  bring  in  the  crows 

To  peck  the  eagles 

Men.  Come,  enough.  ' 

Bru.  Enough,  with  over-meafure. 
Cor.  No,  take  more  : 
What  may  be  fworn  by,  both  divine  and  human, 
Seal  what  I  end  withal ! — This  double  worfhip — 
Where  one  part  does  difdain  with  caufe,  the  other 
Infuit  without  all  reafon;  where  gentry,  title,  wifdom 
Cannot  conclude,  but  by  the  yea  and  no 
Of  general  ignorance — it  mufl  omit 
Real  neceflJities,  and  give  way  the  while 
To  unliable  Ilightnefs :  purpofe  fo  barr'd,  it  follows. 
Nothing  is  done  to  purpofe  :  Therefore,  befeech  you — 
You  that  will  be  lefs  fearful-  than  difcreet ; 
That  love  the^  fundamental  part  of  Hate, 

More 
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More  than  you  doubt  the  change  oft ;  that  prefef 
A  noble  life  before  a  long,  and  wifli 
To  jump  a  body  with  a  dangerous  phyfick, 
That's  fure  of  death  without  it— at  once  pluck  out 
The  multitudinous  tongue,  let  them  not  lick 
The  fweet  which  is  their  poifon  :  Your  difhonour 
Mangles  true  judgment,  and  bereaves  the  Hate 
Of  that  integrity  which  fhould  become  it ; 
Not  having  power  to  do  the  good  it  would. 
For  the  ill  which  doth  controul  it. 

JBru,  He  has  faid  enough. 

Sic.  He  has  fpoken  like  a  traitor,  and  (liall  anfwer 
As  traitors  do. 

Cor.  Thou  wretch  !   defpight  o'erwhelm  thee  !  — 
What  (hould  the  people  do  with  thefe  bald  tribunes? 
On  whom  depending,  their  obedience  fails 
To  the  greater  bench  :  in  a  rebellion. 
When  what's  not  meet,  but  what  mufl  be,  was  law, 
'Then  were  they  chofen  ;  in  a  better  hour. 
Let  what  is  me>:t,  be  faid,  it  muft  be  meet. 
And  throw  their  power  i'  the  duft. 

Bru.  Maaifeft  treafou. 

Sic.  This  a  conful  ?  no. 

Bru.  The  cediles,  ho  !  — Let  him  be  apprehended. 

Sic.  Go,  call   the  people:    [Exit  Bkvtvs.]  in  whofe 
name,  myfelf 
Attach  thee,  as  a  trairerous  innovator, 
A  foe  to  the  publick  weal :  Obey,  I  charge  thee, 
And  follow  to  ihine  anfwer. 

Cor,  Hence,  old  goat  ! 

Jil.  We'll  furety  him. 

Co;n    Aged  fir,  hands  off. 

Cor.  Hence,  rotten  thing,  or  I  fhall  fliake  thy  bones 
Out  of  thy  garments. 

Sic.  Help  me,  citizens. 

Re  epJer  Brutus,  with  a  Rabble  of  Citizens^  with  the 
Mdiles, 

Men,  On  both  fides  more  refpecl. 
Sic.  Here's  he,  that  would 
Take  from  you  all  your  power. 

JBru. 
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^ru6  Seize  him,  sediles.  ' 

^IL  Down  with  him,  down  with  him! 

X^en.   Weapons,  weapons,  weapons! 

[They  allbujlle  about  CORIOLANUS, 
Tribunes,  patricians,  citizens  I — what  ho  ! — 
Sicinius,  Brutus,  Coriolanus,  citizens  ! 

AIL  Peace,  peace,  peace!  flay,  hold,  peace! 

Men,  What  is  about  to  be  \ — I  am  out  of  breath ; 
Confufion's  near  ;  I  cannot  fpeak  : — You,  tribunes 

To  the  people — Coriolanus,  patience : 

Speak,  good  Sicinius. 

Sic*  Hear  me,  people  ;         Peace. 

AlL  Let's  hear  our  tribune  : Peace.   Speak,  fpeak^ 

fpeak ! 

Sic*  You  are  at  point  to  lofe  your  liberties : 
Marcius  would  have  all  from  you  ;  Marcius, 
Whom  late  you  nam'd  for  confuL 

Men,  Fie,  fie,  fie! 
This  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not  to  quench. 

I  Sen*  To  unbuild  the  city,  and  to  lay  all  flat. 

Sic.  What  is  the  city,  but  the  people  I 

All  True, 
The  people  are  the  city. 

Bru*  By  the  confent  of  all,  we  are  eflabliih'd 
The  people's  magiftrates. 

AIL  You  fo  remain. 

Men.  And  fo  are  like  to  do. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  city  fiat  % 
To  bring  the  roof  to  the  foundation  ; 
And  bury  all,  which  yet  diflindtly  ranges, 
In  heapes  and  piles  of  ruin. 

Sic.  This  deferves  death, 

Bru.  Or  let  us  fland  to  our  authority, 
Or  let  us  lofe  it :— We  do  here  pronounce, 
Upon  the  part  o'  the  people,  in  whofe  power 
We  were  ele<fled  theirs,  Mardus  is  worthy 
Of  prefent  death. 

Sic.  Therefore,  lay  hold  of  him  ; 
Bear  him  to  the  rock  Tarpeian^  and  from  thence 
Into  dedruclion  call  him. 

Bru.  iEdiles,  feize  him* 

£  All 
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M.  Yield  Marcius,  yield. 
Men.  Hear  me  one  word* 
Befeech  you,  tribunes,  hear  me  but  a  word. 
Mdiles,  Peace,  peace ! 

Men.  Be  that  you  feem,  truly  your  country's  friend. 
And  temperately  proceed  to  what  you  would 
Thus  violently  redrefs. 

Bru,  Sir,  thofe  cold  ways, 
That  feem  like  prudent  helps,  are  very  polfonous 
Where  the  difeafe  is  violent ; — Lay  hands  upon  him. 
And  bear  him  to  the  rock. 

[CoRiOLANus  draws  his  Sivord, 
Cor.  No;  I'll  die  here. 
There's  feme  among  you  have  beheld  me  fighting; 
Come,  try  upon  yourfelves  what  yon  have  feen  me. 
Men»  Down  with  that  fword; — Tribunes,  withdraw  s 

while. 
Bru.  Lay  hands  upon  him. 
Men.  Help,  Marcius!  help. 
You  that  be  noble ;  help  him,  young  and  old  ! 

Jll.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him  !  [Exeunt, 

[In  this  Mutiny,   the  Tribunes ,   the  Mdiles^  and  the 
People  are  beat  in. 
Men.  Go,  get  you  to  your  houfe ;  be  gone,  away^ 
All  Vv^ill  be  naught  elfe. 
2  Sen,  Get  you  gone. 
Cor.  Stand  fall: ; 
We  have  as  many  friends  as  enemies; 
Men,  Shall  it  be  put  to  that  ? 
I  Sen.  The  gods  forbid  ! 
I  pr'ythee,  noble  friend,  home  to  thy  houfe; 
Leave  us  to  cure  this  caufe. 

Men,  For  'tis  a  fore  upon  us, 
You  cannot  tent  yourfelf :  Be  gone,  *befeech  you. 
Com.  Come,  fir,  along  with  us. 
Cor,  I  would  they  were  barbarians  (as  they  are. 
Though  in  Rome  littered)  ;  not  Romans  (as  they  are  nor, 
Though  calv'd  i'the  porch  o'the  Capitol). — Be  gone. 
Men.  Put  not  your  worthy  rage  into  your  tongue  ;= 
One  time  will  owe  another. 
Cor,  Cq  fair  ground, 

I  could 
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I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Men.   I  could  myfelf 
Take  up  a  brace  of  the  beft  of  them ;  ycv^,  the  two  tri- 
bunes. 

Com.  But  now  'tis  odds  beyond  arithmetic ; 
And  manhood  is  call'd  foolery,  when  it  ftands 
Againll:  a  falling  fabrick. — Will  you  hence. 
Before  the  tag  return  ?  whofe  rage  doth  rend 
Like  interrupted  waters,  and  o'erbear 
What  they  are  us'd  to  bear. 

Men,  Pray  you,  be  gone : 
ril  try  whether  my  old  wit  be  in  requefl 
With  thofe  that  have  but  little  5  this  mufl  be  patch'd 
With  cloth  of  any  colour. 

Com,  Nay,  come  away. 

^Exeunt  CoRioLANUs,  andQoMiiiiiv^. 

t  Sen,  This  man  has  marr'd  his  fortune. 

Men.   His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world : 
He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident. 
Or  Jove  for  his  power  to  thunder.   His  heart'5  his  mouth ; 
What  his  breaft  forges,  that  his  tongue  muft  vent; 
And,  being  angry,  doth  forget  that  ever 
He  heard  the  name  of  death.  \_J  Noife  within. 

Here's  goodly  work ! 

2  Sen,  I  would  they  were  a-bed. 

Men,  I  would  they  were  in  Tiber!— —What,  the  vea- 
geance. 
Could  he  not  fpeak  'em  fair  ? 

Enter  BrutlTs,  and  SiciNius,  with  the  Rabble  agaln^ 

Sic,  Where  is  this  viper, 
That  will  depopulate  the  city,  and 
Be  every  man  hinifelf  ? 

Men.  You  worthy  tribunes — - 

Sic.  He  fhail  be  thrown  down  the  Tarpeian  rock 
With  rigorous  hands ;  he  hath  refifted  law, 
And  therefore  law  (hall  fcorn  him  further  trial 
Than  the  feverity  of  public  power. 
Which  he  fo  fets  at  nought, 

I  Cit,  He  (kail  well  know, 
The  noble  tribune?  are  the  people's  mouths, 

E  2  And 
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And  we  their  hands. 
M.  He  (hall  fure  out. 
Men,  Sir,  fir— « 
Sic.  Peace. 

Men..  Do  not  cry,  havock,  where  you  fnould  but  hunt 
With  modeft  warrant. 

Sic.  Sir,  how  conrics  It,  that  you 
Have  holp  to  make  this  refcue  ? 

Men.  Hear  me  fpeak: 

As  I  do  know  the  conful's  vvorthinef*. 

So  can  I  name  his  faults : 

Sic,  ConfuU—what  conful  ? 
Men.  The  conful  Coriolanus. 
Bru.  He  conful ! 
Jll.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 

Men,   If,   by  the  tribunes'  leave,    and  your's,  good 
people, 
I  may  be  heard,  Pd  erave  a  word  or  two  5 
The  which  (hall  turn  you  to  no  further  harm. 
Than  fo  much  lofs  of  time. 
Sic,  Speak  briefly  then  ; 
For  we  are  peremptory,  to  difpatch 
This  viperous  traitor :  to  ejeft  him  hence, 
Were  but  one  danger ;  and,  to  keep  him  here^ 
Our  certain  death ;  therefore,  it  is  decreed. 
He  dies  to-night. 

Men.  Now  the  good  gods  forbid, 
That  our  renowned  Rome,  whofe  gratitude 
Towards  her  deferved  children  is  enroU'd 
In  Jove's  own  book,  like  an  unnatural  dam 
Should  now  eat  up  her  own! 

Sic,  He's  a  difeafe,  that  muft  be  cut  away. 
Men,  O,  he's  a  limb,  that  has  but  a  difeafe  ? 
Mortal,  to  cut  it  off;  to  cure  it,  eafy. 
What  has  he  done  to  Rome,  that's  worthy  death  I 
Killing  our  enemies  ?  The  blood  he  hath  loft 
(Which,  I  dare  vouch^  is  more  than  that  he  hath,. 
By  many  an  ounce),  he  dropp'd  it  for  his  country  r 
And,  what  is  left,  to  lofe  it  by  his  country, 
Were  to  us  all,  that  do't,  and  fuffer  it, 

A  brand  to  the  end  0'  the  world. 

Sic^ 
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Sk,  This  is  a  clean  kam. 

Bru.  Merely  av/ry  :  When  he  did  love  his  country, 
It  honoured  him. 

Men.  The  fervice  of  the  foot 
Being  once  gangren'd,  is  not  then  refpe<5^ed 
For  what  before  it  was  ? 

Bru.  We'll  hear  no  more  : — 
Purfue  him  to  his  houfe,  and  pluck  him  thence  j 
Left  his  infection,  being  of  catching  nature. 
Spread  further. 

Men,  One  word  more,  one  word. 
This  tiger-footed  rage,  when  it  {hall  find 
The  harm  of  unfcann'd  fwiftnefs,  will,  too  late, 
Tie  leaden  pounds  to  his  heels.     Proceed  by  procefs; 
Left  parties  (as  he  is  beloved)  break  out, 
And  fack  great  Rome  with  Romans. 

Bru,  If  it  were  (o — 

Sic.  What  do  ye  talk  ? 
Have  we  not  had  a  tafte  of  his  obedience  ? 
Our  aediles  fmote  !  ourfelves  refifted  1 — Come— 

Men.  Confider  this; — He  hath  been  bred  i'  the  v*^ars 
Since  he  could  draw  a  fword,  and  is  ill  fchool'd 
In  boulted  language;  meal  and  bran  together 
He  throws  without  diftindtion.     Give  me  leave, 
I'll  go  to  him,  and  undertake  to  bring  him 
Where  he  ftiail  anfwer,  by  a  lawful  forna 
(In  peace),  to  his  utmoft  peril. 

I  Sen.  Noble  tribunes. 
It  is  the  humane  way  :   the  other  courfe 
Will  prove  too  bloody ;  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

Sic.  Noble  Menenius, 
Be  you  then  as  the  people's  officer  :-^-- 
Mafters,  lay  down  your  weapons. 

Bru.  Go  not  home. 

Sic.  Meet  on   the  market-place: — We'll  attend  yois 
there : 
Where,  if  you  bring  not  Marcius,  we'll  proceed 
In  our  firft  way. 

Men,  I'll  bring  him  to  you  ;— 

E  3  Let 
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Let  me  defire  your  company.  [To  the  Senators']  He  mufl 

come, 
Or  what  is  worft  will  follov/. 

I  Sen,  Pray  you,  let's  to  him.  [Exeunt, 


S  C  E  N  E     II. 

CORiOLANUs'j    Houfe,       Enter     Coriolanus,      with 
Patricians. 

Cor.  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears ;  prefent  mo 
Death  on  the  wheel,  or  at  wild  horfes'  heels  j 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  rock, 
That  the  precipitation  might  down  flretch 
Below  the  beam  of  light,  yet  will  I  flill 
Be  thus  to  them. 

Enter  Volumnia, 

Pat,  You  do  the  nobler. 

Cor.  I  mufe,  my  mother 
Does  not  approve  me  further,  who  was  wont 
To  call  them  woollen  vaflals,  things  created 
To  buy  or  fell  with  groats ;  to  fliew  bare  heads 
In  congregations,  to  yawn,  be  flill,  and  wonder. 
When  one  but  of  my  ordinance  flood  up 
To  fpeak  of  peace,  or  war.  [To  Vol.]  I  talk  of  you  ; 
Why  did  you  wifh  me  milder  ?  Would  you  have  mc 
Falfe  to  my  nature  ?  Rather  fay,  I  play 
The  man  I  am. 

Vol  O,  fir,  fir,  fir  ! 
I  would  have  had  you  put  your  power  well  on, 
Before  you  had  worn  it  out. 

Cor.  Let  go. 

Vol.  You  might  have  been  enough  the  man  you  arc. 
With  driving  lefs  to  be  fo  :  Lefier  had  been 
The  thwartiiigs  of  your  difpofitions,  if 
You  had  not  fhew'd  them  how  you  were  difpos'd 
Ere  they  lack'd  power  to  crofs  you. 

Cor,  Let  them  hang. 

Voh  Ay,  and  burn  too. 

IBnter 
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Enter  Menenius,  with  the  Senators, 

Men.  Come,  come,  you  have  been  too  rough,  fome- 
thing  too  rough  ; 
You  mufl:  return,  and  mend  It. 

Sen.  There's  no  remedy  ; 
Unlefs,  by  not  fo  doing,  our  good  city 
Cleave  in  the  midfl,  and  peri(h» 

Fol.  Pray,  be  counfell'd  : 
I  have  a  heart  as  little  apt  as  your's, 
But  yet  a  brain,  that  leads  my  ufe  of  anger, 
To  better  vantage. 

Men,  Well  faid,  noble  woman  : 
Before  he  (hould  thus  ftoop  to  the  herd,  but  that 
The  violent  fit  o'  the  time  craves  it  as  phyfick 
For  the  whole  flate  ;  I  would  put  mine  armour  on. 
Which  T  can  fcarcely  bear. 

Cor.  V/hat  mud  I  do  ? 

Men.  PvCturn  to  the  tribunes. 

Cor.  Well,  what  theft  ?   what  then  ? 

Men,  Repent  what  you  have  fpoke. 

Cor.  For  them  ? — I  cannot  do  it  to  the  gods  ; 
Muft  I  then  do't  to  them  ? 

FoL  You  are  too  abfolute; 
Though  therein  you  can  never  be  too  noble. 
But  when  extremities  fpeak,  I  have  heard  you  fay, 
Honour  and  policy,  like  unfever'd  friends, 
1'  the  war  do  grow  together  :  Grant  that,  and  tell  me. 
In  peace,  what  each  of  them  by  the  other  lofe. 
That  they  combine  not  there  I 

Cor.  Tufli,  tuQi  ! 

Men.  A  good  demand. 

Vol.  If  it  be  honour,  in  your  wars,  to  feem 
The  fame  you  are  not  (which,  for  your  beft  ends. 
You  adopt  your  policy),  how  is  it  lefs,  or  worfe, 
That  it  (hall  hold  companionfhip  in  peace 
With  honour,  as  in  war  ;  lince  that  to  both 
It  Hands  in  like  requeft  ? 
Cor.  Why  force  you  this  ? 
Vol'  Becaufe, 
That  now  it  lies  you  on  to  fpeak  to  the  people  ; 

E  4  Not 
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Not  by  your  own  inilru(5lion,  nor  by  the  matter 

Which  your  hear  prompts  you  to  ;   but  with  fuch  words 

That  are  but  rooted  in  your  tongue,   but  baflards,  and 

fyllables 
Of  no  allowance,  to  your  bofom's  truth. 
Now,  this  no  more  difnonours  you  at  all. 
Than  to  take  in  a  town  with  gentle  words. 
Which  elfe  would  put  you  to  your  fortune,  and 

The  hazard  of  much  blood. 

I  would  difTemble  with  my  nature,  where 

My  fortunes,  and  my  friends,  at  ftake,  requlr'd, 

I  ftiould  do  fo  in  honour  :  I  am  in  this, 

Your  wife,  your  fon  thefe  fenators,  the  nobles ; 

And  you  will  rathe!"  (hew  our  general  lowts 

How  you  can  frown,  than  fpend  a  fawn  upon  *em. 

For  the  inheritance  of  their  loves,  and  fafeguard 

Of  what  that  want  might  ruin. 

Men.  Noble  lady  ! — 
Come,  go  with  us;  fpeak  fair :  you  may  falve  (o. 
Not  what  is  dangerous  prefent,  but  the  lofs 
Of  what  is  paft. 

VoL  I  pr'ythee  now,  my  fon, 
Go  to  them,  with  this  bonnet  in  thy  hand ; 
And  thus  far  having  ftretch'd  it  (here  be  with  them). 
Thy  knee  buffing  the  ftones  (for  in  fuch  bufinefs 
A6tion  is  eloquence,  and  the  eyes  of  the  ignorant 
More  learned  than  the  ears),  waving  thy  head. 
With  often,  thus,  corre(n:ing  thy  flout  heart. 
Now  humble  as  the  ripeft  mulberry, 
That  will  not  hold  the  handling :  Or,  fay  to  them, 
Thou  art  their  foldier,  and  being  bred  in  broils, 
Hafl  not  the  foft  way,  which,  thou  doft  confefs, 
Were  fit  for  thee  to  ufe,  as  they  to  claim, 
In  afking  their  good  loves;  but  thou  wilt  frame 
ThyfelF,  forfooth,  hereafter  theirs,  fo  far 
As  thou  hafl  power,  and  perfon. 

Men.  This  but  done. 
Even  as  (he  fpeak s,  why,  their  hearts  were  your's : 
For  they  have  pardons,  being  afk'd,  as  free 
As  words  to  little  purpofe. 

FoL  Pr'ythee  now. 

Go, 
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Go,  and  be  rul'd  :  although,  I  know,  thou  hadfl:  rather 

Follow  thine  enemy  in  a  fiery  gulf, 

Thau  flatter  him  in  a  bower.     Here  is  Cominius. 

Enter  Cominius. 

Com.  I  have  been  i'  the  market-place  :  and,  /Ir,  'tis  fit 
You  make  ftrong  party,  or  defend  yourfelf 
By  calmnefs,  or  by  abfence  ;  all's  in  anger. 
»     Men.  Only  fair  fpeech. 

Com,  I  think,  'twill  ferve,  if  he 
Can  thereto  frame  his  fpirit. 

FoL  He  muft,  and  will  :<~ 
Pr'ythee,  now,  fay,  you  will,  and  go  about  it. 

Cor.  Muft  I  go  (hew  them  my  unbarb'd  fconce  ?  Mufl  I^ 
With  my  bafe  tongue,  give  to  my  noble  heart 
A  lie,  that  it  miift  bear  ?  Well,  I  will  do't : 
Yet  were  there  but  this  fingle  plot  to  lofe. 
This  mould  of  Marcius,  they  to  dull  fhould  grind  it. 
And  throw  it  againft  the  wind. — To  the  market-place:-— 
You  have  put  me  now  to  fuch  a  part,  which  never 
I  (hall  difcharge  to  the  life. 

Co?n.  Come,  come,  we'll  prompt  you. 

Vol.  I  pr'ythee.  now,  fweet  fon,  as  thou  haft  faid. 
My  praifes  made  thee  firft  a  foldier,  fo. 
To  have  my  praife  for  this,  perform  a  part 
Thou  haft  not  done  before. 

Cor,  Well,  I  muft  do't  : 

Away,  my  difpofition,  and  poiTefs  me 

Some  harlot's  fpirit !   My  throat  of  war  be  turn'd, 

Which  quired  with  my  drum,  into  a  pipe 

Small  as  an  eunuch,  or  the  virgin  voice 

That  babies  lulls  afleep  !  The  fmlles  of  knaves 

Tent  in  my  cheeks;  and  fchool-boys'  tears  take  up 

The  glafTes  of  my  fight  1   A  beggar's  tongue 

Make  motion  through  my  lips  ;  and  my  arm'd  knees. 

Who  bovv'd  but  in  my  ftirrup,  bend  like  his 

That  hath  receiv'd  an  alms  !-~I  will  not  do't ; 

Left  I  furceafe  to  honour  mine  own  truth, 

And,  by  my  body's  action,  teach  my  mind 

A  moft  inherent  bafenefs, 

FoL 
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FoL  At  thy  choice  then  : 
To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  diflioncur, 
Than  thou  of  them.     Come  all  to  ruin ;  let 
Thy  mother  rather  feel  thy  pride,  than  fear 
Thy  dangerous  Aoutnefs  :  for  I  mock  at  death 
With  as  big  heart  as  thou.     Do  as  thou  lift. 
Thy  valiantnefs  was  mine,  thou  fuck'dfl  it  from  me ; 
But  owe  thy  pride  thyfelf. 

C(?r.  Pray,  be  content ; 
Mother,  I  am  going  to  the  market-place ; 
Chide  me  no  more.     I'll  mountebank  their  loves, 
Cog  their  hearts  from  them,  and  come  home  belov'd 
Of  all  the  trades  in  Rome.     Look,  I  am  going  : 
Commend  me  to  my  wife.     I'll  return  conful ; 
Or  never  truft  to  what  my  tongue  can  do 
1'  the  way  of  flattery,  further. 

Fo/,  Do  your  will.  lExit  Volumnia. 

Com.  Away,  the  tribunes  do  attend  you  :  arm  yourfelf 
To  anfwer  mildly ;  for  they  are  prepar'd 
With  accufations,  as  I  hear,  more  ilrong 
Than  are  upon  you  yet. 

Cor,  The  word  is,  mildly  : — Pray  you,  let  us  go : 
Let  them  accufe  me  by  invenrion,  I 
Will  anfwer  in  mine  honour. 

Men.  Ay,  but  mildly. 

Cor.  Well,  mildly  be  it  then  ;  mildly \_ExeunU 


SCENE    IIL 

The  Forum,     Enter  Sicinius,  and  Brutus. 

Bru.  In  this  point  charge  him  home,  that  he  afreets 
Tyrannical  power  :  If  he  evade  us  there. 
Enforce  him  with  his  envy  to  the  people ; 
And  that  the  fpoil,  got  on  the  Antiates, 
Was  ne'er  diftributed. — What,  will  he  come  ? 

Enter  an  Mdik. 

Md,  He's  coming. 

Bru^  How  accompanied  I 

^  Md. 


COBIOLANUS,  6 


Md.  With  old  Menenius,  and  thofe  fenators 
That  always  favour*d  him. 

Sic.  Have  you  a  catalogue 
Of  ail  the  voices  thac  we  have  procur'd, 
!Set  down  by  the  poll  ? 

Md.  I  have  ;  'tis  ready. 

Sic.  Have  you  colle£l:ed  them  by  tribes  ? 

Md,  I  have. 

Sic,  AfTemble  prefently  the  people  hither: 
And  when  they  hear  me  fay,  It  foall  he  fo, 
V  the  right  and  Jirength  o'  the  cojnmons^  be  it  either 
For  death,  for  fine,  or  banifhment,  then  let  them> 
If  I  fay,  fine,  cry  fine ;  if  death,  cry  death: 
Infixing  on  the  old  prerogative 
And  power  i'  the  truth  o'  the  caufe. 

Md.  I  fhall  inform  them. 

Bru.  And  when  fuch  time  they  have  begun  io  cry, 
Let  them  not  ceafe,  but  with  a  din  confus'd 
Enforce  the  prefent  execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  ftntence. 

Md,  Very  well. 

Sic,  Male  them  be  ftrong,  and  ready  for  this  hint. 
When  we  fhall  hap  to  give'c  them. 

Bru.  Go  about  it. \_Exit  Mdile, 

Pat  him  to  choler  ffraight :  He  hath  been  us'd 
Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  his  worth 
Of  contradidion  :  Being  once  chaf'd,  he  cannot 
Be  rein'd  again  to  temperance;  then  he  fpeaks 
What's  in  his  heart ;  and  that  is  there,  which  looks 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

Enter    Coriolanus,     Menenius,    and    CoMil^'ics, 
with  others. 

Sic.  Well,  here  he  comes. 

Jl^en.  Calmly,  I  do  befeech  you. 

Csr.  Ay,  as  an  oilier  that  for  the  poorefl  piece 
Will  bear  the  knave  by  the  volume. — The  honour'd  gods 
Keep  Rome  in  fafety,  and  the  chairs  of  juftice 
Supply'd  with  worthy  men  !   plant  love  among  us  I 
Throng  our  large  temples  with  the  (hews  of  peace, 
Aad  not  our  flreets  with  war  I 

I  Sen, 


$4  CORIOLANUS. 

I  Sen,  Amen,  amen ! 
M^fi,  A  noble  wifh. 

Re-enter  the  Mdth,  wlrh  the  Plebeians, 

Sic^  Draw  near,  ye  people. 

Md,  Lift  to  your  tribunes ;  audience :  Peace,  I  fay. 

Cor,  Firft,  hear  me  fpeak. 

Both  Tri,  Well,  fay.— Peace,  ho. 

Cor.  Shall  I  be  charg'd  no  farther  than  this  prefent  I 
Muft  all  determine  here  ? 

Sic,  I  do  demand. 
If  you  fubmit  you  to  the  peopIe*s  voices. 
Allow  their  officers,  and  are  content 
To  fufFer  lawful  cenfure  for  fuch  faulty 
As  fliall  be  prov'd  upon  you. 

Cor.  I  am  content. 

Men,  Lo,  citizens,  he  fays,  he  is  content : 
The  warlike  fervice  he  has  done,  confider ;  think 
Upon  the  wounds  his  body  bears,  which  {hew 
Like  graves  i'  the  holy  church-yard. 

Cor,  Scratches  with  briars,  fears  to  move  laughter  only. 

Men.  Confider  further. 
That  when  he  fpeaks  nat  like  a  citizen, 
You  find  him  like  a  foldier  :  Do  not  take 
His  rougher  accents  for  malicious  founds  ; 
But,  as  I  fay,  fuch  as  become  a  foldier, 
Rather  than  envy  you. 

Com,  Well,  well,  no  more. 

Cor,  What  is  the  matter. 
That  being  paft  for  conful  with  full  voice, 
J  am  fo  dirtionour'd,  that  the  very  hour 
You  take  it  off  again  ? 

Sic,  Anfwer  to  us. 

Cor,  Say  then  :  'tis  true,  I  ought  fo. 

Sic,  We  charge  you,  that  you  have  contriv'd  to  take 
From  Rome  all  feafon'd  office,  and  to  wind 
"Yourfelf  into  a  power  tyrannical ; 
For  which,  you  are  a  traitor  to  the  people. 

Cor,  How  !  Traitor  ? 

Men.  Nay;  temperately:   Your  promife. 

Cor,  The  fires  i'  the  lowed  hell  fold  in  the  people  \ 

Calh 
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Call  me  their  traitor  ! — Thou  injurious  tribune  ! 
Within  thine  eyes  fat  twenty  thouf^ind  deaths, 
In  thy  hands  clutch'd  as  many  millions,  in 
Thy  lying  tongue  both  numbers,  I  would  fay. 
Thou  lieU-,  unto  thee,  with  a  voice  as  free 
As  I  do  pray  the  gods. 

Sic,  Mark  you  this,  people  ? 

JIh  To  the  rock  with  him !  to  the  rock  with  him  ! 

Sic.  Peace. 
We  need  not  lay  new  matter  to  his  charge : 
What  yoa  have  feen  him  do,  and  heard  him  fpeak^ 
Beating  your  officers,  curfmg  yourfelves, 
Cppofing  laws  with  flrokes,  and  here  defying 
Thofe  whofe  great  power  mufi  try  him  ;  even  this. 
So  criminal,  and  in  fuch  capital  kind, 
Deferve^  the  extremefl  deaih. 

Bru.  But  fmce  he  hath 
Served  well  f  jr  Rome 

Cor.  What  do  you  prate  of  fervice  ? 

Bru.  I  talk  of  that,  that  know  it. 

Cor,  You  ! 

Men.  Is  this  the  promife  that  ypa  made  your  mother  F 

Com.  Know,  I  pray  you»— 

Cor,  I'll  know  no  further  : 
Let  them  pronounce  the  fleep  Tarpeian  death. 
Vagabond  exile,  fieaing  :  Peat  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a  day,  I  would  not  buy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word  ; 
Nor  check  my  courage  for  v/hat  they  can  give^ 
To  have't  with  faying,  Good-morrow  ! 

Sic.  For  that  he  has 
( As  much  as  in  him  lies)  from  time  to  time 
Envy'd  againft  the  people,  feeking  means 
To  pluck  away  their  power;  as  now  at  lafb 
Given  hoftile  frrokes,  and  that  not  in  the  prefencs 
Of  dreaded  jullice,  but  on  the  miniflers 
That  do  diftribute  it ;    In  the  name  o'  the  people. 
And  in  the  power  of  us  the  tribunes,  we, 
Even  from  this  InHant,  banifli  him  our  city  ; 
In  peril  of  precipitation 
From  oH*  the  rock  Tarpeian,  never  more 

To 
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To  enter  our  Rome  gates  :  I'  the  people's  name, 
I  fay,  it  (hall  be  fo. 

Jll.  It  (hall  be  fo,  it  (hall  be  fo  ;  let  him  away  : 
He's  banifb'd,  and  it  (hall  be  fo. 

Com,  Hear  me,  my  raafters,  and  my  common  friends-** 

Sic.  He's  fentenc'd :  no  more  hearing. 

Com.  Let  me  fpeak  : 
I  have  been  conful,  and  can  (hew  from  Rome, 
Her  enemies'  marks  upon  me.     I  do  love 
My  country's  good,  with  a  refpeft  more  tender. 
Mope  holy,  and  profound,  than  mine  own  life. 
My  dear  wife's  eftimate,  her  womb's  increafe, 
And  treafure  of  my  loins  :  then  if  I  would 
Speak  that  — 

Sic.  We  know  your  drift :  Speak  what  ? 

Bru,  There's  no  more  to  be  {aid,  but  he  is  banKh'd^^ 
As  enemy  to  the  people,  and  his  country  : 
It  (liall  be  fo. 

JU.  It  (hall  be  fo,  it  (hall  be  fo. 

Cor.  You  common  cry  of  curs  !   whofe  breath  I  hate 
As  reek  o'  the  rotten  fens,  whofe  loves  I  prize 
As  the  dead  carcaffes  of  unburied  men 
That  do  corrupt  my  air,   I  banidi  you  ; 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty  I 
Let  every  feeble  rumour  fhake  your  hearts  ! 
Your  enemies,  with  nodding  of"  their  plumes. 
Fan  you  into  defpair  !   Have  the  power  ftili 
To  bani(h  your  defenders :   'till,  at  length, 
Your  ignorance  (which  finds  not,  'till  it  feels  ; 
Making  but  refervation  of  yourfelves, 
Still  your  own  foes)  deliver  you,  as  moft 
Abated  captives,  to  Tome  nation 
That  won  you  without  blows  !   Defpifing, 
For  you,  the  city,  thus  I  turn  my  back : 
There  is  a  world  elfewhere. 

[£^;^^z/;2/ Cor lOL ANUS,  Cominius,  arJ  others. 
The  people  Jhout,  and  throw  up  their  Caps. 

Md,  The  people's  enemy  is  gone,  is  gone  ! 

JIL  Our  enemy  is  banifh'd  !   he  is  gone  I  Hoo  I  hoo  ! 

Sic.  Go,  fee  him  out  at  gate?,  and  follow  him. 
As  he  hath  follow 'd  you,  with  all  defpight  j 

Give 
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Give  him  deferv'd  vexation.     Let  a  guard 
Attend  us  through  the  city. 

All,  Come,  come,  let  us  fee  him  out  at  gates ;  come : 
The  gods  preferve  our  noble  tribunes ! — Come.    {Exeunt. 

A  C  T     IV.       SCENE!. 

Before     the    Gates    of    Rome,      Enter     Cor lOL anus, 

VOLUMNIA,      ViRGILlA,      MenENIUS,      CoMINlUS, 

With   the   Toung  Nobility  of  Rome. 
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OME,  leave  your  tears;  a  brief  farewel  :— the  beid: 
With  many  heads  butts  me  away.^Nay,  mother, 
Where  'u  your  ancient  courage  ?   You  were  us'd 
To  fay,  extremity  was  the  trier  of  fpirits  ; 
That  common  chances  common  men  could  bear  ; 
That,  when  the  fea  was  calm,  all  boats  alike 
Shevv'd  mafterfhip  in  floating :  fortune's  blow?, 
When  mofi:  flruck  home,  being  gentle  wounded,  craves 
A  noble  cunning  :   you  were  us'd  to  load  me 
With  precepts,  that  would  make  invincible 
The  heart  that  conn'd  them. 

Fir,  O  heaven's  !   O  heavens  ! 

Cor,  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  woman — ■ — 

Vol,  Now  the  red  peftilence  flrike  all  trades  in  Rome, 
And  occupations  perifh  I 

Cor.  What,  what,  what ! 
I  fhall  be  lov'd,  when  I  am  lack'd.     Nay,  mother, 
Refume  that  fpirit,  when  you  v/ere  Vvont  to  fay. 
If  you  had  been  the  wife  of  Hercules, 
Six  of  his  labours  you'd  have  done,  and  fav'd 
Your  hufband  fo  much  fweat. — Cominius, 
Droop  not ; — adieu  : — Farewell,   my  wife  !   my  motlier  ! 
I'll  do  well  yet. — Thou  old  and  true  Menenius, 
Thy  tears  are  falter  than  a  younger  man's, 
And  venomous  to  thine  eyes. — My  fometirae  general, 
I  have  feen  thee  flern,  and  thou  haft  oft  beheld 
Heart-hard'niag  fpeftacles ;  tell  thtfe  h^i  women. 
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'Tis  fond  to  wail  inevitable  ftrokes, 

As  'tis  to  laugh  at  them. — My  mother,  you  not  well. 

My  hazards  flill  have  been  your  folace  :  and 

Belies 't  not  lightly  (though  I  go  alone, 

Like  to  a  lonely  dragon,  that  his  fen 

Makes  fear'd,  and  talk'd  of  naore  than  feen)  your  foa 

Will,  or  exceed  the  common,  or  be  caught 

With  cautelous  baits  and  practice. 

Vol.  My  firft  fon, 
Whither  wilt  thou  go  ?  Take  good  Cominius 
With  thee  a  while  :  Determine  on  fome  courfe. 
More  than  a  wild  exposure  to  each  chance 
That  ftarts  i'  the  way  before  thee. 

Cor.  O  the  gods  ! 

Com.  I'll  follov^  thee  a  month,  devife  with  thee 
Where  thou  flialt  reft,  that  thou  may'ft  hear  of  us. 
And  we  of  thee  :  fo,  if  the  time  thruft  forth, 
A  caufe  for  thy  repeal,  we  fhall  not  fend 
O'er  the  vaft  world,  to  feek  a  fingle  man ; 
And  lofe  advantage,  which  doth  ever  cool 
r  the  abfence  of  the  needer. 

Cor.  Fare  ye  well : — 
Thou  haft  years  upon  thee  5  and  thou  art  too  full 
Of  the  war's  furfeits,  to  go  rove  with  one 
That's  yet  unbruis'd  :  bring  me  but  out  at  gate- 
Come,  my  fueet  wife,  my  dearcft  mother,  and 
My  friends  of  noble  touch  :  when  I  am  forth. 
Bid  me  faiewel,  and  fmile.     I  pray  you,  come. 
While  I  remain  above  the  ground,  you  (hall 
Hear  from  me  ftiil ;  and  never  of  me  aught 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men.  That's  worthily 
As  any  ear  can  ear. — Come,  let's  not  weep. — 
If  I  could  (hake  off  but  one  feven  years 
From  thefe  old  arms  and  legs,  by  the  good  gods, 
I'd  with  thee  every  foot. 

Cor,  Give  me  thy  hand  :— Come.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE     ir. 

A   Street,     Enter    Si cinius,    and   Bi\uTus,    with   an 
jEdile. 

5/V.  Bid  them  all  home;  he's  gone,  and  we'll  no  fur- 
ther,  

The  nobility  are  vex'd,  who,  we  fee,  have  Tided 
In  his  behalf. 

Bru,  Now  we  have  Qiewn  our  power, 
Let  us  fecm  humbler  after  it  is  done, 
Than  when  it  was  a-doing. 

Sic,  Bid  them  home  : 
Say,  their  great  enemy  is  gone,  and  they 
Stand  in  their  ancient  ftrength. 

Bru.  Difmifs  them  home.  [Exit  ^Edile. 

'Enter  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  and  Menenius. 

Here  comes  his  mother. 

Sic,  Let's  not  meet  her. 

Bru,  Why? 

Sic.  They  fay,  file's  mad*  , 

Bru.  T  hey  have  ta'en  note  of  us  : 
Keep  on  your  way. 

Vol.  O,  you're  well  met :    The  hoarded  plague  o'  the 
gods 
Requite  your  love  ! 

Men.   Peace,  peace !  be  not  fo  loud. 

Vol.  If  that  i  coald  for  weeping,  you  (hould  hear  ;— • 
Nay,  and  you  (IiaH  hear  fome. — Will  you  be  qone  ? 

\To  Brutus. 

Vir.   [To  SiciN.'J  You  (hall  flay  too:  I  would,  I  had 
the  power 
■To  fay  fo  to  my  hufbnnd. 

Sic,  Are  you  mankind  ? 

Fol.    Ay,  fool  j  Is  that  a  fhame  ?— Note  but  this  fool.-— 
Was  not  a  man  my  father  ?   Had  ft  thou  foxlhip 
To  banidi  him  that  ftruck  more  blows  for  Rome, 
Than  thou  haft  fpoken  words  r 

F  Sic, 
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Sic.  O  blefTed  heavens  ! 

f^ol.  More  noble  blows,  than  ever  thou  wife  words ; 

i\nd  for  Pvome's  good. — I'll  tell  thee  what; — Yet  go; 

Nay,  but  thou  fhalt  fl:ay  too  ; — I  would  my  fon 
Were  in  Arabia,  and  thy  tribe  before  him, 
His  good  fword  in  his  hand. 
Sic,  What  then  ? 
Fir.  What  then  ? 
He'd  make  an  end  of  thy  poflerlty. 

FoL  Baftards,  and  all — 
Good  man,  the  wounds  that  he  does  bear  for  Rome  f 
Men.  Come,  come,  peace. 
Sic,  I  would  he  had  continued  to  his  country. 
As  he  began  ;  and  not  unknit  himfelf 
The  noble  knot  he  naade. 
Bru.  I  would  he  had. 

Fol.  I  would  he  had  ?    'Twas  you  incens'd  the  rabble  : 
Cats,  that  can  judge  as  fitly  of  his  worth, 
As  I  can  of  thofe  myfteries  which  heaven 
Will  not  have  earth  to  know. 
Bru,  Pray,  let  us  go. 
Fol.  Now,  pray,  fir,  get  you  gone : 
You  have  done  a  brave  deed.     Ere  you  go,  bear  this  *• 
As  far  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 
The  meaneft  houfe  in  Rome  ;  (o  far,  my  fon 
.(This  lady's  hulband  here,  this,,  do  you  fee). 
Whom  you  have  banifh'd,  does  exceed  you  all. 
Bru.  Well,  well,  we'll  leave  you. 
Sic.  Why  ftay  we  to  be  baited 
With  one  that  wants  her  wits  ? 

Fol.  Take  my  prayers  with  you. — ■- 
I  would  the  gods  had  nothing  elfe  to  do, 

[  Exeunt  Ti'ibunes^ 
But  to  confirm  my  curfes  !  Could  I  meet  'em 
But  once  a  day,  it  would  unclog  my  heart 
Of  what  lies  heavy  to't. 

Men,  You  have  told  them  home, 
And,    by  my  troth,   you  have  caufe.     You'll  fup  with 
me? 
Fol  Anger's  my  meat;  I  fup  upon  myfelf, 
And  fo  (hall  fl.irve  with  feeding.— Come,  let's  go: 

Leave 
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Leave  this  faint  puling,  and  lament  as  I  do, 
ill  anqer,  Juno- like.     Come,  come,  come. 

Me^i.  Fie,  fie,  fie  !  [^Exeunt, 


SCENE      III. 
Between  Ro?ne  and  Ant'iiim.     Enter  a  Romari,  and  a  Volfce^ 

Rom^  I  know  you  well,  (jr,  and  you  know  me  :  your 
name^  1  think,  is  Adrian. 

Vol.  It  is  {o,  fir  :  tru'y,  I  have  forgot  you. 

Rom.  I  am  a  Roman  ;  and  my  fervices  are^  as  you  are, 
againft  'em  :    Know  you  me  yet  ?  ^  , 

VoL  Nicanor  ?    No. 

Rom.  The  fame^  fir. 

VoL  You  had  more  beard,  when  I  hfl  faw  you  ;  but 
your  favour  is  well  appeal *d  by  your  tongue.  What's  the 
news  in  Rome  ?  I  have  a  note  from  the  Volfcian  Hate, 
to  find  you  out  there  :  You  have  well  fav'd  ntie  a  day's 
journey. 

Rom.  There  hath  been  in  Ronrie  frrange  infurrection  : 
the  people  againft  the  fenators,  patricians,  and  nobles. 

VoL  Hath  been  ?  Is  it  ended  then  :*  Our  ftate  thinks  not 
fo ;  they  are  a  moft  warlike  prepat  ntion,  and  hope  to  come 
upon  them  in  the  heat  of  their  divinon. 

Rom*  7  he  main  blaze  of  it  is  pa  ft,  but  a  fmall  thing 
Would  make  it  iiame  again..  For  the  nobles  receive  fo  to 
heart  the  banifliment  ot  that  worthy  Coriolanus,  that  they 
are  in  a  ripe  aptnefs,  to  take  ail  power  from  the  people, 
and  to  pluck  from  them  their  tribunes  for  ever.  This 
lies  glowing,  I  can  tell  you,  and  is  alraoft  mature  for  the 
violent  breaking  out, 

VoL  Coriolanus  baoKh'd  ! 

Rom.  Banilh'd,  fir. 

VoL  You  will  be  welcome  with  this  intelligence,  Ni- 
canor, 

Rom,  The  day  ferves  well  for  them  now.  I  have  heard 
t  faid.  The  fitteft  time  to  corrupt  a  man's  wife,  is  when 
ftje  is  fallen  out  with  her  huft>and.  Your  noble  Tullus 
Aufidius  will  appear  well  in  tbefe  wars,  his  great  oppofer 
Cgriolanus  being  now  in  no  requeft  of  his  country. 

F  »  Voi^ 
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Fol.  He  cannot  cboofe.  I  am  moft  fortunate,  thus 
accidentally  to  encounter  you  :  You  have  ended  my  bufi- 
nefs,  and  i  will  merrily  accompany  you  home. 

J^om.  I  fhall,  between  this  and  (upper,  tell  you  mod 
flrange  things  from  Rome;  all  tending  to  the  good  of 
their  adverfaries.     Have  you  an  army  ready,  fay  you? 

Fol.  A  mofl  royal  one  :  th-f  centurions,  and  their 
charges,  diftiu^lly  billeted,  already  in  the  entertainment, 
and  to  be  on  foot  at  an  hour's  warning. 

Rom.  I  am  joyful  to  1  ear  of  their  readinefs,  ar.d  am  the 
man,  I  think,  that  (hall  fet  them  in  prefent  afbion.  So, 
fir,  heartily  well  met^  and  mofl  glad  of  your  company. 

Fol.  You  take  my  part  from  me, 'fir;  I  have  the  moft 
caufe  to  be  glad  of  your's. 

Ro?n.  Well,  let  us  go  together.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE    IV. 

Antlum.     Before  Aufidius'j  Houfe,     Enter  CoRlOLA- 
^^us,  in  mean  Apparel,  dlfgnh'dy  and  muffled. 

Cor,  A  goodly  city  is  this  Antium  ;  City, 
'Tis  I  that  made  thy  widows ;   many  an  heir 
Of  thefe  fair  edifices  for  my  wars 
Have  I  heard  groan,  and  drop:  then  know  me  not; 
Left  that  thy  wives  with  fpits,  and  boys  w^ith  ftones. 

Enter  a  Citizen. 

In  puny  battle  flay  me.— Save  you,  fir. 

Cit,  And  you. 

Cor*  Dire6l,  if  it  be  your  will, 
Where  great  iVufidius  lies:  Ts  he  in  Antium  ? 

Cit.  He  is,  and  feafls  the  nobles  of  the  ftate, 
At  his  houfe  this  night. 

Co:\  Which  is  his  houfe,  'befeech  you  ? 

Cit.  This,  here,  before  you. 

Cor.  Thank  you,  fir;  farewci.  {Exit  Citizen. 

O,  world,  thy  llippery  turns  I  Friends  now  taft  fwcrn, 
Whofe  double  bofoms  fcem  to  wear  one  heart, 

Whofe 
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V/hofe  hours,  whofe  bed,  whofe  meal,  and  exercifc, 

Are  ftill  together,  who  twin,  as  'twere,  in  love 

Unfeparable,  fhall  within  this  hour, 

On  a  diilention  of  a  doit,  break  out 

To  bittereft  enmity  :  So,  felleft  foes, 

Whofe  pafTions  and  whofe  plots  have  broke  their  deep 

To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  fome  chance, 

Some  trick  not  worth  an  egg,  fhall  grow  dear  friends. 

And  interjoin  their  ilfues.     So  with  me: 

My  birth-place  hate  I,  and  my  love's  upon 

This  enemy  town. — I'll  enter:  if  he  flay  me. 

He  does  fair  juflice  ;  if  he  give  me  way, 

I'll  do  his  country  fervice.  l^xit^ 


S  C  E  N    E     V. 

>f  Hall  in  AuFiDius'j    Houfe.     Mujic  playi.     Enter  a 
Serving-  Man. 

1  Serv.  Wine,  wine,  wine  !  What  fervice  is  here! 

I  think  our  fellows  are  afleep.  {,Exit^ 

Enter  another  Serving-Man. 

2  Ser.  Where's  Cotus  I  my  mafler  calls  for  him. 
Cotus  1  [  Exit. 

^;2f^r ''CORIOLANUS. 

Cor.  A  goodly  houfe  :  The  feaft  fmells  well:  but  I 
Appear  not  like  a  gueft. 

Re-enter  the  firjl  Serving-Man. 

1  Serv,  What  would  you  have,   friend  ?   Whence  are 
you  ?  Here's  no  place  for  you  :  Fray,  go  to  the  door. 

lExiu 

Cor,  I  have  deferv'd  no  better  entertainment, 
In  being  Goriolanus. 

Re-enter  Second  Servant. 

2  Serv,  Whence  are  you,  fir?  Has  the  porter  his  eyes 

F  3  ia 
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\a  his  head,  that  he  gives  entrance  to  fuch  companion^  ? 
Pray,  get  you  out. 

Cor,  Away  I  . 

2  Serv,  Avvay  ?  Get  you  awa)\  , 

Cor,  iNow  choa  art  troublefoiTie. 

2  Serv.  Are  ycu  fo  brave :  i'U  have  you  talk'd  with 
anon. 

Enter  a  third  Servant,     The  firji  meets  him, 

3  Serv.  What  fellow's  this  ? 

I  Serv,  A  llrangc  one  as  ever  I  look'd  on  :  I  cannot 
get  him  out  o'  thie  houfe  ;  Pr'yihee,  call  my  mailer 
JO  him. 

3  Serv.  What  have  you  to  do  here,  fellow  ?  Pray  you, 
avoid  the  hou(c;. 

Cor.  Let  nr-e  but  {l:md;  I  will  not  hurt  your  hearth. 
3  Serv    What  are  you  ? 
Cor.  A  gentleman. 
3  Serv.  A  marvellous  poor  one. 
.    Cor,  True,  fo  am  I. 

3  Serv.  Pray  you,  poor  gentleman,  takeup  fome  other 
flation  :  here's  no  place  tor  you  ;  pray  you,  avoid  :  come. 

Cor.  Follow  your  function,  go, 
And  batten  on  cold  bits.  [Pujhes  him  away. 

3  Serv.  What,  will  you  not  ?  Pr'ythee,  lell  my  mailer 
Wfiat  a  ftrange  guefl:  he  has  here. 
■    2  Serv.   And  I  (hall. 

3  Serv^   Where  dvveirft  thou  ? 
Cor.  Under  the  canopy. 
3  Serv,  Under  the  canopy ! 
Cor,  Ay. 

3  Serv,  Where's  that  ? 
Cor,  r  the  city  of  kites  and  crows.  . 
3  Serv.  V  the  city  of  kites  and  crows  ?— What  -an  afii 
•jt  is !— Then  thou  dweH'ft  with  daws  too  ? 
Cor,  No,  I  ferve  not  thy  mailer. 
3  Serv.  How,  fir  !  Do  you  meddle  with  my  mafler  ? 
Cor,  Ay;   'tis  an  honefter  fervice,   than  to  meddle  with 
thy  rnlllrefs :  ,        ,  i 

Thou  prat'fl,  and  prat'ft;  ferve  with  thy  trencher,  hence! 
-    ■  \_Beats  him  away. 

Enter 
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Enter  Aufidius,  with  the  Second  Serving- Man. 

Auf.  Where  is  this  fellow  ? 

2  Serv.   Here,  fir;  I'd  have  beaten  him  like  a  dog,  but 
for  dillurbing  the  lords  within. 

Auf,  Whence  comefl:  thou  ?   what  wouldeft  thou  ? 
Thy  n?.me  ? 
Why  fpeak'ft  not  ?  Speak  man;  What's  thy  name  ? 

Cor.  If,  Tullus, 
Not  yet  thou  know'ft  me,  and  feeing  me,  ^o^  not 
Think  me  for  the  man  I  am,  neccffity 
Commands  me  name  myfelf.  -     '^ 

Auf,  What  is  thy  name  \ 

Cor.  A  name  unmufical  to  the  Volfc^s'  ears. 
And  harlli  in  found  to  thine. 

Auf   Say,  what's  thy  name  ? 
Thou  haft  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  face  * 

Bears  a  command  in'r;  though  thy  tackle's  torn. 
Thou  fhew'ft  a  noble  veiTel :  What*s  thy  name  ? 

Cdr.  Prepare  thy  brow  to  frown  :  Know'ft  thou  m«  yet  ? 

Auf,  I  know  thee  not:— Thy  name? 

Cer.  My  name  is  Caius  Marcius,  who  hath  done 
To  thee  particularly,  and  to  all  the  Vol  fees. 
Great  hurt  and  mifchief ;  thereto  witnefs  may 
My  furaame,  Coriolanus  :  The  painful  fervice, 
The  extreme  dangers,  and  the  drops  of  blood 
\  Shed  for  my  thanklefs  country,  are  requited 
But  with  that  furname  ;  a  good  memory, 
And  witnefs  of  the  malice  and  difpleafure 
Which  thou  (houldft  bear  me,  only  that  name  cemains: 
The  cruelty  and  envy  of  the  people, 
Permitted  by  our  daftard  nobles,  who 
Have  all  forfook  me,  hath  devour'd  the  reft ; 
And  fufFer'd  me  by  the  voice  of  flaves  to  be 
Whoop'd  out  Rome.     Now,  this  extremity 
Hath  brought  me  to  thy  hearth ;  Not  out  of  hope, 
Miftake  me  not,  to  fave  my  life  ;  for  if  , 

I  had  fear'd  death,  of  all  the  men  i'  the  world 
I  would  have  'voided  thee  :  but  in  mere  fpite. 
To  be  full  quit  of  thofe  my  banifliers, 
Stand  1  before  thee  here.     Then  if  thou  haft 

F  4  A  heart 
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A  heart  oF  wreak  in  thee,  that  wilt  revenge 

Thine  own  particular  wrongs,  and  (Icp  thofe  mnims 

Of  (hame  feen  through  thy  country,  fpeed  theeHraight, 

And  make  my  mifery  fei  ve  thy  turn  ;  to  ufc  it. 

That  my  revengeful  fervices  may  prove 

As  benefits  to  thee  ;  for  1  will  fight 

Againft  my  canker'd  country  wuh  the  fpleen 

Of  all  the  under  fiends.     But  if  lo  be 

Thou  dar'It  roc  this,  and  that  to  prove  more  fortunes 

Thou  art  tir*d,  then,  in  a  word,  I  alfo  am 

Longer  to  live  moft  weary,  and  prelent 

My  throat  to  thee,  and  to  thy  ancient  malice: 

Which  not  to  cut,  would  (liew  thee  but  a  fool ; 

Since  I  have  ever  follow'd  thee  wi.h  hate, 

Drawn  tuns  of  blood  out  of  thy  country's  breaft, 

And  cannot  live  but  to  thy  (harr.c,  uniefs 

It  be  to  do  thee  fervice. 

Auf,  O  Marcius,  Marcius, 
Each  word  thou  haft  [poke  hath  weeded  from  my  heart 
A  root  of  ancient  envy.      If  Jupiter 
Should  from  yen  cloud  fpeak  divine  thing?,  and  fay, 
'TVx  true'i  I'd  not  believe  them  more  than  ihee, 
All  noble  Marcius.     Let  me  twine 
Mine  arms  about  that  body,  where  againfl: 
My  grained  a(h  an  hundred  times  hath  broke, 
And  fcar'd  the  moon  with  fplinters !   Here  I  clip 
The  anvil  of  my  fword  ;  and  do  conteft 
As  Iiotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  love, 
As  ever  in  ambitious  flrcngth  1  did 
Contend  againfl  thy  valour.     Know  thou  firA, 
I  Jov'd  the  maid  I  marry'd  ;  never  man 
Sigh'd  truer  breath  j   bui  that  I  fee  thee  here, 
T  hou  noble  thing!   more  d  mces  my  rapt  heart, 
Than  when  I  firfl:  my  wedded  millrtG  faw 
Peilride  my  threlhold.     Why,  thou  Mars !  I  tell  rhee, 
We  have  a  power  on  foot  j  and  I  had  purpofe 
Once  more  to  hew  thy  targttt  from  thy  brawn, 
Or  Icfe  mine  arm  for't :   Thou  hafl  beat  me  out 
Twelve  ieveral  times,  and  [  have  nightly  lince 
Dreaiu't  of  encounters  'twixt  thyftlf  and  me  j 
We  have  been  down  together  in  my  (leep, 
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Unbuckling  helms,  fiflinjr  each  other's  throat, 

And  wak'd  half  dead  with  nothing.     Worthy  Marcius, 

Had  we  no  quarrel  elfe  to  Rome,  but  that 

Thou  art  thence  banifh'd,  we  would  muOer  all 

From  twelve  to  feventy ;  and,  pouring  war 

Into  the  bowels  oF  ungrateful  i<ome, 

Like  a  bold  flood  o'er- beat.     O,  come,  go  in, 

And  rake  our  friendly  fenators  by  the  hands ; 

Who  now  ire  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me. 

Who  am  piepar'd  againfl  your  territories. 

Though  not  for  Rome  itfelf. 

Cor.  You  blefs  me,  Gods ! 

Juf,  Therefore,  mofl:  abfolute  fir,  if  thou  wilt  havs 
The  leading  of  thine  own  revenges,  take 
The  one  half  of  my  commifiion  ;  and  fet  down. — 
As  beO:  thou  art  experienc'd,  fince  thou  know'ft 
Thy  country's   ftrength    and    weaknefs — — thiae   ow« 

ways : 
Whether  to  knock  agalnfl:  the  gates  of  Rome, 
Or  rudely  vifit  them  in  parts  remote. 
To  fright  them,  ere  deftroy.     But  corns  in  : 
Let  me  commer.d  thee  firll  to  thofe,  that  (liall 
Say,  yea,  to  thy  defires.     A  thoufand  welcomes! 
And  more  a  friend  than  e'er  an  enemy ; 
Yet,  Marcius,   that  was  much.     Your  hand  :  Mofl:  wel- 
come !  [^Exeunt. 

1  Serv,  Here's  a  flrange  alteration ! 

2  Serv.  By  my  hand.  I  had  thought  to  have  flrucken 
him  with  a  cudgel ;  and  yet  my  mind  gave  me,  his  clothes 
made  a  falfe  report  of  him. 

1  Serv.  What  an  arm  he  has  !  He  turn'd  me  about  with 
his  finger  and  thumb,  as  one  would  fet  up  a  top. 

2  Serv.  Nay,  I  knew  by  his  face  that  there  was  fom^*- 
■  thing  in  him  :  He  had,  fir,  a  kind  of  face,  methought—  I 

cannot  tell  how  to  term  it. 

1  Serv.  He  had  fo  ;  looking,  as  it  were — 'Would  I 
were  hang'd,  but  I  thought  there  was  more  in  him  than 
I  could  think. 

2  Serv.  So  did  I,  I'll  be  fworn  :  He  is  fimply  the  rai  til 
fnan  i'  the  world. 

I  5.rv- 
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1  Serv.  I  Think  he  is ;  but  a  greater  foldier  than  he, 
you  wot  one. 

2  Serv.  Who !  my  mafter  ? 

1  Serv.  Nay,  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

2  Sgrv.   Worth  fix  of  him. 

1  Serv.  Nay,  not  fo  neither :  but  I  take  him  to  be  the 
greater  foldier. 

2  Srrv.  'Faith,  look  you,  one  cannot  tell  how  to  fay 
that  :■  for  the  defence  of  a  town,  our  general  is  excellent. 

I  Serv.  Ay,  and  for  an  affault  too. 

Enter  a  third  Servant. 

3  Serv,  O,  flaves !  I  can  tell  you  news ;  news  you 
rafcals. 

Both.  What,  what,  what  ?   let's  partake. 

3  Serv.  1  would  not  be  a  Roman,  of  all  nations;  I  had 
as  lieve  be  a  condemn'd  man. 

Both,  Wherefore  ?  wherefore  ? 

3  Serv.  Why,  here's  he  that  was  wont  to  thwack  our 
genera],  Caius  Marcius. 

1  Serv,  Why  do  you  fay  thwack  our  general  ? 

3  Serv.  I  do  not  fay,  thwack  our  general  j  but  he  was 
always  good  enough  for  him. 

3  Serv,  Come,  we  are  fellows,  and  friends  :  he  was  ever 
too  hard  for  hira  ;  I  have  heard  him  fay  fo  himfelf. 

\  Serv.  He  v;as  too  hard  for  him  dire^fly,  to  fay  the 
troth  on't  :  before  Corioli,  he  fcotch'd  him  and  notch'd 
him  like  a  caibonado. 

2  Serv.  An  he  had  been  cannibaliy  given,  he  might 
have  broil'd  and  eaten  him  too. 

I    Serv.  Bat,  more  of  thy  news  ? 

3  Serv,  Why,  he  is  fo  made  on  here  within,  as  if  he 
were  (on  and  heir  to  .YJars  :  fet  at  upper  end  o*  the  table: 
no  quefiioa  afk'd  him  by  any  of  the  fenators,  but  they 
ftand  bald-before  him  :  Our  general  himfelf  makes  a  mif- 
trefs  of  him;  fanflifies  himfelf  withe's  hand,  and  turns  up 
the  whire  o'  the  eye  to  his  dikourfe.  But  the  bottom  of 
the  news  is,  our  general  is  cut  i'  the  middle,  and  but  one 
half  of  what  he  v^'as  ve-lerday  :  for  the  other  has  half,  by 
the  entreaty  and  grant  of  tlic  whole  table.  He  will  go,  he 
fays,  and  fowle  the  porter  of  Rome  gates  by  the  ears  :  Ke 

will 
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will  mow  down  all  before  him,  and  leave  his  pafTage 
poll'd. 

I  Serv,  And  he's  as  like  to  do't,  as  any  man  I  can 
imagine. 

3  Serv.  Do't  'i  he  will  do't:  For,  look  you,  (Ir,  he  has 
as  many  friends  as  enemies  ;  which  friends,  iir  (as  it  weie), 
daril:  not  (look  you,  fir)  (hew  themfeives  (as  we  term  il) 
his  friends,  whilft  he's  in  direflitude. 

I   Serv.  DiredHtude  !  What's  that? 

3  Serv,  But  when  they  friall  fee,  iir,  his  crefl:  up  again, 
and  the  man  in  blood,  they  will  out  of  their  barrows,  like 
conies  after  rain,  and  revel  all  with  him. 

1  Serv*  But  when  goes  this  forward? 

3  Serv.  To  morrow  ;  to-day ;  prefently.  You  (hali 
have  the  drum  flruck  up  this  ahernoon :  'tis,  as  it  were, 
a  parcel  of  their  feaff,  and  to  be  executed  ere  they  wip^ 
their  lips. 

2  Serv.  Why,  then  we  fhall  have  a  ftirring  world  again* 
This  peace  is  nothiufj,  but  to  rufl  iron,  increafe  tailors, 
and  breed  ballad -makers. 

1  Serv.  Let  me  have  war,  fay  I ;  it  exceeds  peace,  as^ 
far  as  day  does  night;  it's  fprightly,  waking,  audible,  and'' 
full  of  vent.     Peace  is  a  very  apoplexey,  lethargy  ;  mull'^, 
deif,  fleepy,  infenfible;  a  getter  of  more  baflard  children, 
than  war's  a  deftroyer  of  men. 

2  Serv.  Tis  fo :  and  as  war,  in  fome  fort,  may  be  faid 
to  be  a  ravifher ;  fo  it  cannot  be  denied,  but  peace  is  a 
great  maker  of  cuckolds. 

I  Serv.   Ay,  and  it  makes  men  hate  one  another. 

3  Serv,  Reafon;  becaufe  they  then  lefs  need  oae  ano- 
ther. The  wars,  for  my  money.  I  hope  to  fee  Romans 
as  cheap  as  Volfces. — They  are  rifing-,  they  are  rifing. 

Jll.  In,  in,  in,  in.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE     VI. 

A  public  place  in  Rome.     Enter  Sicinius,  and  Brutus. 

Sic.  We  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  we  fear  him  ; 
]His  remedies  are  tame  i'  the  piefent  peace 
And  quietnefs  o'  the  people,  which  before 

Were 
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Were  in  wild  hurry.     Here  do  we  make  his  friends 
Bludi,  that  the  world  goes  well ;  who  rather  had, 
Though  they  themfelves  did  fufFer  by't,  behold 
Difrcntious  numbers  peflering  llreets,  than  fee 
Oat  tradefmen  finging  in  their  {hops,  and  going 
About  their  fun<ftions  friendly. 

Enter  Menenius. 

Bru.  We  flood  to't  in  good  time.     Is  this  Menenius  ? 

Sic.  'Tis  he,  'tis  he!  O,  he  is  grown  moil  kind 
Of  late.— Hail,  fir ! 

Men.   Hail  to  you  both  ! 

Sic.  Your  Cojiolanus  is  not  much  mifs'd. 
But  with  his  friends  :  the  common- wealth  doth  fland  ; 
And  fo  would  do,  were  he  more  angry  at  it. 

Men,    All's   well ;    and  might  have   been  much  bet- 
ter, if 
He  could  hai'c  tempcriz'd. 

Sic.   Where  is  he.  hear  yen  ? 

Men.  Nay,  I  hear  nothing  j  his  mother  and  his  wife 
Hear  nothing  from  hitn. 

Enter  ihrge  or  four  Citizens, 

j^l.  The  gods  prefer ve  you  both  ! 

Sic.  Good-e'en,  our  neighbours. 

Bni.  Good-eVn  to  all,  good  e'en  to  you  all. 

1    Cit.    Gurlelves,    our  wives,    and   child jea,    en   our 
k;  ess, 
Are  bound  to  pray  for  yoii  both.   - 

Sic,  Live,  and  thrive  I 

Bru.   Farewei,  kind  neighbours  •  We  wlfa'd  Coriolanus 
Had  lov'd  you  as  we  did. 

jil.  Now  the  gods  keep  you  I 

B:th  Tri.  Farcvvel,  farewei.  \_Exeunt  Citizens, 

Sic.  This  is  a  happier  and  more  comely  tinae. 
Than  when  thefe  fellows  ran  about  the  Ibeeis, 
Cryin.^,  Confufion. 

Bru    Caius  Marcios  was 
A  worthy  otiicer  i'  the  war ;  but  infolent, 
O'ercome  wiih  pride,  ambiiiuus  paA  all  thinking, 
Self-loving — — 
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Sic.  And  affe6ling  one  fole  throne, 
Without  aiBftancc. 

Men.  I  think  not  fo. 

Sic.  We  had  by  this,  to  all  our  lamentation, 
If  he  had  gone  forth  conful,  found  it  fo. 

Bnu  1  he  gods  have  well  prevented  it,  and  Rome 
Sits  fafe  and  ftill  without  him. 

Enter  Mdile. 

Mdile.  Worthy  tribunes, 
There  is  a  (lave,  whom  we  have  put  in  prifon. 
Reports — The  Volfces  with  two  feveral  powers 
Are  enter'd  in  the  Roman  territories  ; 
And  with  the  deepefl:  naalicc  of  the  war 
Deflroy  what  lies  before  'em. 

Men.  'Tis  Aufidius, 
Who,  hearing  of  our  Marcius'  banifhment, 
Thrufts  forth  his  horns  again  into  the  world  ; 
Which  were  in-fhell'd,  when  Marcius  flood  for  Rome, 
And  durfl  not  once  peep  out. 

Sic,  Come,  what  talk  you  of  Marcius? 

Bru,  Go  fee  this  rumourer  whipp'd. — It  cannot  be^ 
The  Volfces  dare  break  with  us. 

Aien.  Cannot  be ! 
We  have  record  that  very  well  It  can  ; 
And  three  examples  of  the  like  have  been 
Within  my  age.     But  reafoa  with  the  fellow, 
Bcfoi^  you  punifa  him,  where  he  heard  this; 
Left  you  fhould  chance  to  whip  your  information. 
And  beat  the  meiTenger  who  bids  beware 
Of  what  is  to  be  dieaded. 

Sic,  Tell  not  me  : 
1  know  this  cannot  be.  '  ^ 

Bru.  Not  polTible. 

Enter  a  Meffcnger, 

Mejf.  The  nobles,  in  great  earneftoefs,  are  going 
All  to  the  fenate-houfe  :  fome  news  is  come. 
That  turns  their  countenances. 

Sic.   'Tis  this  flave  ; 

Go  whip  him  'fore  the  people's  eyes :  — his  raifing! 

Nothing 
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Nothing  but  his  report!  • 

Mejf.  Yes,  worthy  fir, 
The  flave's  report  is  feconded  5  and  more, 
More  tearful,  is  deliver'd. 

Sic    What  more  fearful  ? 

MeJf.  It  is  fpoKe  freely  out  of  many  mouths 
(How  probable,  I  do  not  know)  that  Marcrus, 
join'd  with  Auiidius,  leads  a  power  '(^alnftRomej 
And  vows  revenge  as  fpacious,  as  between 
The  young'fl  and  oldeil  thing. 

Sic,  This  is  moi^  likely  ! 

Bru,  Brs'd  only,  that  the  weaker  fort  may  wifh? 
Good  Marciui:  home  again. 

Sic,  The  very  trick  ori't. 

Men.  This  is  unlikely  ! 
He  and  Aufidius  caa  no  more  atone, 
Than  violenteH:  contrarieiy* 

'Eyitsr  another  Mejfenger. 

Mcf.  You  are  fent  for  to  the  feaate  : 
A  fearful  army,  lea  by  Caius  Marcius^ 
AiTociated  with  Aufidius,  rages 
Upon  our  territories ;  and  hare  already 
Overborne  their  wr.y,  confurr/d  with  fire,  and  took 
What  lay  before  thein.- 

Eyiter  Co  mini  us. 

Conu  O,  you  hnve  made  good  work  ! 

Men.  Whacnews?  what  news  ? 

Com.  You  have  holp  to  ravi{h  your  own  daughters,  and 
To  inelt  the  city  leads  upon  your  pates ; 
To  fee  your  wives  dlilionour'd  to  your  nofes — 

Aicn,  What's  the  news;  what's  thr«  news  ? 

Com    Your  terripl^s  burned  in  their  cement;  and 
Your  franchifes,  whereon  you  iiood,  coafia'd 
Into  an  augre's  bore. 

Men.  Pray  now,  the  news  ? 

You  have  made  fair  work,  I  fear  me  :— Pray,  your  news  ? 
if  Marcius  (hould  be  joined  with  the  Volfces 

Com.  If! 
He  is  their  god  ;  he  leads  them  like  a  thing 

Mafk 
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Made  by  fome  other  deity  than  nature, 
That  fhapes  man  better  ;  and  they  follow  him, 
>\gainft  us  brats,  with  no  lefs  confidence. 
Than  boys  purfuing  fummer  butter-flies. 
Or  batchers  killing  flies. 

Men.  You  have  made  good  work, 
You,  and  your  apron-men  ;  you  that  flood  [o  much     / 
Upon  the  voice  of  occupation,  and 
The  breath  of  garlick-eaters ! 

Coj?i.  He'll  fhake  your  Rome  about  your  ears. 

Alen.  As  Hercules  did  fliake  down  mellow  fruit. 
You  have  made  fair  work  i 

Bru,  But  is  this  true,  fir  ? 

Com.  Ay  ;  and  you'll  look  pale 
Before  you  find  it  other.     All  the  regions 
Do  fmilingly  revolt ;  and,  who  refiff. 
Are  mock'd  for  valiant  ignorance, 
And  peri(h  conflant  fools.     AVho  is't  can  blame  him  ? 
Your  enemies,  and  his,  find  fomething  in  him. 

Men.  We  are  all  undone,  unlefs 
The  noble  man  have  mercy. 

Co?n.   Who  (liall  alk  it  ? 
The  tribunes  cannot  do't  for  fhame  ;  the  people 
Deferve  fuch  pity  of  him,  as  the  wolf 
Does  of  the  fhepherds :  for  his  beft  friends,  if  they 
Should  fay,  Be  good  to  Rcm^y  they  charg'd  him  eveo 
As  thofe  (hould  do  that  had  deferv'd  his  hate. 
And  therein  fhew'd  like  enemies. 

Men,  'Tis  true : 
If  he  were  putting  to  my  houfe  the  brand 
That  fhonld  confume  it,  I  have  not  the  face 
To  fay,  ^Befeech  yoiu  ce^jc.—^on  have  made  fair  haodSj;. 
You,  and  your  crafts !   you  have  crafted  fair  i 

Corn.  You  have  brought  * 

A  trembling  upon  Rome,  fuch  as  was  never 
So  incapable  of  help. 

Tri.  Say  not  we  brought  it. 

7\/[en.  How!    Was    it  we?    we  lov'd   him;    but,    like  > 
beafts, 
And  cowardly  nobles,  gave  way  to  your  cluflers. 
Who  did  hoot  him  oat  of  the  cisy. 
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Com»  But,  I  fear, 
They'll  roar  him  in  again.     Tullus  Aufidlus, 
The  fecond  name  of  men,  obeys  his  points 
As  if  he  were  his  officer : — Defperation 
Is  all  the  policy,  flrength,  and  defence, 
That  Rome  can  make  againit  them. 

Enter  a  Trcop  of  Citizens, 

Men.  Here  come  the  cinders !  — 
And  is  Anfidius  with  him  ^ — You  are  they 
That  made  the  air  unwholefome,  when  you  caft 
Your  ftinking,  greafy  caps,  in  hooting  at 
Coriolanus'  exsle.     Now  he'&  coming  ; 
And  not  a  hair  upon  a  foldier's  head, 
Which  will  not  prove  a  v^-hip;  as  many  coxcombs, 
As  you  threw  caps  up,  will  he  tumble  down, 
And  pay  you  for  your  voices.     'Tis  no  matter  j 
If  he  co-id  burn  us  all  into  one  coal, 
We  have  deferv'J  ir. 

Omnes.   'Fi-ith,  we  hear  fearful  news.- 

1  Cit.  For  mine  own  part, 

When  I  faid,  banifh  him,  I  faiJ,  'twas  pity. 

2  Cit.  And  (o  did  I. 

3  Cit,  And  lb  did  I ;  and,  to  fay  the  truth,  fo  did  very 
many  of  us :  That  we  did,  we  did  for  the  bell  ;  and 
though  we  willingly  confented  lo  his  baniQimcnt,  yet  it 
was  againfi:  our  will. 

Cofn.  Ycti  are  goodly  things,  you  voices  ! 

Men,  You  have  made  you 
Good  v^ork,  you  and  your  cry  ! — Shall  us  to  the  Capitol  ? 
.  Com.  O,   ay  ;   what  elfe  r  [^Exit  Com.  and  Men. 

Sic,  Go,  maflers,   get  you  home,   be  not  difmay'd  ; 
Thefe  are  a  fide^  that  would  be  glad  to  have 
This  true,  which  they  fo  feem  to  fear.     Go  home, 
And  flicw  no  fign  of  fear. 

1  Cit,  The  gods  be  good  to  us  !  Come,  mailers,  let's 
home.  I  ever  faid,  we  were  i' the  wrong,  when  we  ba- 
nifh'd  him. 

2  Cit,  So  did  we  all.     But  come,  let's  home, 

'     ■'  [^Exeunt  Citizens, 

Bru,  I  do  not  like  this  news. 

Sic. 
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Si'c.  Nor  I. 

Bru,  Let's  to  the  Capitol ;— 'Would,  half  my  wealth 
Would  buy  this  for  a  lie  ! 

Sic.   Pray,  let  us  go.  [Exeunt  Tribunes, 


SCENE     VII. 

^  Camp  ;  at  a  fmall  Dijiance  from  Rome,  Enter  Au f  i  D  i u  s , 
with  his  Lieutenant, 

Auf.  Do  they  flill  fly  to  the  Roman  ? 
Lieu,  I  do  not  know  what  witchcraft's  ia  him  ;   but 
Your  foldiers  ufe  him  as  the  grace  'fore  meat, 
Their  talk  at  table,  and  their  thanks  at  end  ; 
And  you  are  darken'd  in  this  adion,  fir. 
Even  by  your  own. 

Auf.  I  cannot  help  it  now ; 
Unlefs,  by  ufing  means,  I  lame  the  foot 
Of  our  defign .     He  bears  himfelf  more  proudly 
Even  to  my  perfon,  than  I  thought  he  would. 
When  firft  I  did  embrace  him  :   Yet  his  nature 
In  that's  no  changeling  ;  and  I  muft  excufe 
What  cannot  be  amended. 

Lieu.  Yet  I  wi(h,  fir 
{\  mean,  for  your  particular),  you  had  not 
Join'd  in  comraiilion  with  him  :  but  either  borne 
The  aflion  of  yourfelf,  or  elfe  to  him 
Hsd  left  it  folely. 

Auj.  I  under  (land  thee  well ;  and  be  thou  fure, 
When  he  fhail  come  to  his  account,  he  knows  not 
What  I  can  urge  againft  him.     Although  it  feems. 
And  fo  he  thinks,   and  is  no  lefs  apparent 
To  the  vulgar  eye,  that  he  bears  all  things  fairly. 
And  (hews  good  hufbandry  for  the  Volfcian  ftate  ; 
Fights  dragon-like,  and  does  achieve  as  foon 
As  draw  hisfword  :  yet  he  hath  left  undone 
That,  which  fhall  break  his  neck,  or  hazard  mine. 
Whene'er  we  come  to  our  account. 

Lieu.   Sir,  I  befeech  you,  think  you  he'll  carry  Rome  1 
Auf,   All  places  yield  to  him  ere  he  fits  down  ; 
And  the  nobility  of  Rome  arfe  his  : 
The  fenators,  and  patricians,  love  him  too : 
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The  tribunes  are  no  foldiers  ;  and  their  people 

Will  be  as  rarti  in  the  repeal,  as  hafty 

To  expel  him  thence.     I  think,  he'll  be  to  Roms 

As  is  the  ofprey  to  the  fi(h,  who  takes  it 

By  fovereignty  of  nature*     Firft  he  was 

A  noble  fervant  to  them  ;    but  he  could  not 

Carry  his  honours  even  :  whether  'twas  pride, 

Which  out  of  daily  fortune  ever  taints 

The  happy  man  ;  whether  defeat  of  judgment, 

To  fail  in  the  difpofing  of  ihofe  chances 

Which  he  was  lord  of;  or  whether  nature, 

Not  to  be  other  than  one  thing,  not  moving 

From  the  cafque  to  the  cufhion,  but  commanding  peaces 

Even  with  the  fame  aufleriiy  and  garb 

As  he  controll'd  the  war  :  but,  one  of  thefe 

(As  he  hath  fpices  of  them  all,  not  all. 

For  I  dare  fo  far  free  him),  made  him  fear'd. 

So  hated,  and  fo  banifh'd  :  But  he  has  merits 

To  choke  it  in  the  unerance.    So  our  virtues 

Lie  in  the  interpretation  of  the  time  : 

And  power,  unto  itfelf  mod  commendable. 

Hath  not  a  tomb  fo  evident  as  a  chair 

To  extol  what  it  hath  done. 

One  fire  drives  out  one  fire;   one  nail,  one  nail ; 

Right's  by  right  fouler,  Arengths  by  ftrength  do  fail. 

Come,  let's  away.     When,  Caius,  Rome  is  thine, 

Thou  art  poor'll:  of  all ;  then  fnorlly  art  thou  mine* 

[Exeunt 


A  C  T^-^.      SCENE     I. 
A pulUc  Place  in  Ro?ne.     Enter  Menenius,  Cominiws, 
SiciNius,  and  Brutus,  with  ethers., 

Menenius, 


N< 


o,  I'll  not  go :  you  hear,  what  he  hath  fald, 
"Which  was  fomeihne  his  general  ;  who  lov'd  him 
In  a  mod-  dear  particular.     He  call'd  me,  father  : 
But  what  o'  that  ?  Go,  you  that  banifli'd  him, 
A  mile  before  his  tent  fall  down,  and  knee 
The  way  unto  his  mercy  :  Nay,  if  he  coy'd 


To 
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^0  hear  Cominlus  fpcak.  Til  keep  at  home. 

Com.  He  would  not  feem  to  know  me. 

Men*  Do  you  hear  ? 

Com.  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  name: 
I  urg'd  oiir  old  acquaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  bled  together.     Coriolanus 
lie  would  not  anfwer  to  :  forbad  all  rianies  ; 
He  was  kind  of  nothing,  titlelefs, 
'Till  he  hid  forg'd  himfelf  a  name  i'  the  fire 
Of  burning  Rome, 

Mefi,  Why,  fo;  you  have  made  good  v^ork  : 
A  pair  of  tribunes,  that  have  rack'd  for  Rome, 
To  make  coals  cheap  :   A  noble  meniory  ! 

Com.  I  minded  him,  how  royal  'twas  to  pardoQ 
When  leaft  it  was  expe<5i:ed  :  He  reply 'd, 
It  was  a  bare  petition  of  a  flate, 
To  one  whom  they  had  puriifh'd. 

Men.  Very  well : 
Could  he  fay  lefs  ? 

Com,  I  offer'd  to  awaken  his  regard 
For  his  private  friends  :  His  anfwer  to  me  wa§, 
He  could  not  flay  to  pick  them  in  a  pile 
Of noifome,  mufty  chaff:  He  faid,  *twas  folly^ 
For  one  poor  grain  or  tWo,  to  leave  unburnt. 
And  flill  to  nofe  the  offence. 

Men.  For  dne  poor  grain  or  two  ? 
i  am  one  of  thofe  ;  his  mother,  wife,  his  child. 
And  this  brave  fellow  too,  we  are  the  grains  : 
You  are  the  mufly  chaff;  and  you  are  fmelt 
Above  the  moon  :  We  muft  be  burnt  for  you. 

Sic.  Nay,  pray,  be  patient :  If  you  refufe  your  aid  ^ 
In  this  fo  never-needed  help,  yet  do  not 
Upbraid  us  with  our  diflrels.     But,  fure,  if  you 
Would  be  your  country's  pleader,  your  good  tongue^ 
More  than  the  inftant  army  we  can  make, 
iVlight  flop  our  countryman. 

Men,  No;  I'll  not  meddler 

Sic.  Pray  you,  go  to  him. 

Men.  What  fhould  I  do  ? 

Bru.  Only  make  trial  what  your  love  cm  da 
For  Rome,  towards  Marcius. 

Men*  Well,  and  fay  that  Marcius 
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Return  me,  as  Cominius  is  returned, 
Unheard;  what  then  ?-— 
But  as  a  difcontented  friend,  grief-fhot 
With  his  unkindnefs  ?  Say'c  be  fo  ? 

Sic.  Yet  your  good  will 
Muft  have  that  thanks  from  Rome,  after  the  meafure 
As  you  intended  well. 

Men.  Til  undertake  it : 
I  think,  he'll  hear  me.     Yet  to  bite  his  lip, 
And  hum  at  good  Cominius,  much  unheans  me. 
He  was  not  taken  well  ;   he  had  not  din'd  : 
The  veins  unfill'd,  our  blood  is  cold,  and  then     , 
We  pout  upon  the  morning,  are  uaapt 
To  giv^e  or  to  forgive  ;  but  when  we  have  fluffed 
Thefe  pipes,  and  thefe  conveyances  of  our  blood 
With  wine  and  feeding,  we  have  fuppler  fouls 
Than  in  our  prieft-like  fads  :  therefore  I'll  watch  him 
*Tiil  he  be  dieted  to  my  requeil, 
And  then  I'll  fet  upon  him. 

Bru.  You  know  the  very  road  into  his  kindnefs, 
And  cannot  lofe  your  way. 

Alt^n.  Good  faith,   Til  prove  him, 
Speed  how  it  will.     I  (hall  ere  long  have  knowledge 
Of  my  fucccfs.  [Exii. 

Co?n,  He'll  never  hear  him. 

Sic,  Not  > 

Co?ru  I  tell  you,  he  does  fit  in  gold,  his  eye 
Red  as  'twould  burn  Rome  :  and  his  injury 
The  goaler  to  his  pity.     I  kneel'd  before  him  : 
'Tvvas  very  faintly  he  faid,   Rife -^   difmifs'd  me 
Thus,  with  his  fpeechlefs  hand  :  What  he  would  do, 
He  fcnt  in  writing  after  me  ;  whac  he  would  not, 
Bound  with  an  oath,  to  yield  to  his  conditions : 
So  that  all  hope  is  vain  ; 
Unlefs  his  noble  mother,  and  his  wife. 
Who,  as  I  hear,  mean  to  folicit  him 
For  mercy  to  his  country — Therefore,  let's  hence. 
And  with  our  fair  entreaties  hafte  them  on.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

Tbe  Folfciau  Camp,    Enter  Menenius     to  the  Watch ^  or 
Guards 
I  JFatch.  Stay:   Whence  are  you  ? 
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2  Watch,  Stand,  and  go  back. 

Men.  You  guard  like'men;   'tis  well:  But,  by  your 
leave, 
I  nm  an  officer  of  Hate,  and  corns 
To  fpeak  with  Coriolanus- 

I  Watch.  Yxovci  whence  ? 

Men.   From  Rome. 

1  Watch.  You  may  not  pafs,  you  mufl  return :  our  ge- 

neral 
Will  no  more  hear  frotB  thence. 

2  Watch.  You'll  fee  your  Rome  embrac'd   with  fire, 

before 
You'll  fpeak  with  Coriolanus, 

Men,  Good  my  friends. 
If  you  have  heard  your  general  talk  of  Rome, 
And  of  his  friends  there,  it  is  lots  to  blanks. 
My  name  hath  touch'd  your  ears  :   it  is,  Menenins, 

I  Watch.  Be  it  fo  ,•  go  back  :  the  virtue  of  your  natnc 
Is  not  here  paffable. 

Men.  I  tell  thee,  fellow, 
Thy  general  is  my  lover  :  I  have  been 
The  book  of  his  good  acfbs,  whence  men  have  read 
His  fame  unparallel'd,   happily,  amplified  ; 
For  I  have  ever  verify'd  my  friends 
(Of  whom  he's  chief),  with  all  the  fize  that  verity 
Would  without  lapfing  fufFer :  nay,  fometimes, 
Like  to  a  bowl  upon  a  fubtle  ground, 
I  have  tumbled  paft  the  throw ;  and  in  his  praife 
Have,  almoft,  (tamp'd  the  leafing  :    Therefore,  fellow, 
I  muft  have  leave  to  pafs. 

1  Watch.  'Faith,  fir,  if  you  had  told  as  many  lies  in 
his  behalf,  as  you  have  utter 'd  words  in  your  own,  yon 
fhould  not  pafs  here  :  no,  though  it  were  as  virtuous  to 
lie,  as  to  live  chaflly.     Therefore,  go  back. 

Men.  Pr'ythee,  fellow,  remember  my  name  is  Mene- 
nius,  always  faftionary  on  the  party  of  your  general. 

2  Watch.  Howfoever  you  have  been  his  liar  (as  you  fay, 
you  have),  I  am  one  that,  telling  true  under  him,  mufl 
lay,  you  cannot  pafs.     Therefore,  go  back. 

Men,  Has  he  din'd,  canO:  thou  tell  ?  for  I  wou!d  not 
fpeak  with  him  'till  after  dinner. 

G   3  I  Watch. 
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I  Watch.  You  are  a  Roman,  are  you  ? 
Men,  I  am  as  thy  general  is. 

1  Watch  Then  you  (hould  hate  Rome,  as  he  does, 
Can  you,  when  you  have  pufh'd  out  of  your  gates  the 
very  defender  of  them,  and,  in  a  violent  popular  ignorance, 
given  your  enemy  your  (hield,  think  to  fiont  his  revenges 
with  the  eafy  groans  of  old  women,  the  virginal  palms  of 
your  daughters,  or  with  the  palfy*d  interceflion  of  fuch  a 
decay'd  dotant  as  you  feem  to  be  ?  Can  you  think  to  blow 
out  the  intended  fire  your  city  is  ready  to  flame  in,  with 
fuch  weak  breath  as  this  ?  No,  you  are  deceiv'd  ;  there- 
fore, back  to  Rome,  and  prepare  for  your  execution  : 
you  are  condemn'd,  our  general  has  fworn  you  out  of  re- 
prieve and  pardon. 

Men.  Sirrah,  if  thy  captain  knew  I  were  here,  he  would 
ufe  me  with  eflimation. 

2  Watch..  Come,  my  captain  knows  you  not» 
Men.  I  mean,  thy  general, 

1  Watch.  My  general  cares  not  for  you.  Back,  I  fay, 
go,  leit  I  let  forth  your  half  pint  of  blood  ; — back — that's 
the  utmofl  of  your  having : — back. 

Men.  Nay,  but  fellow,  fellow — 

Enter  Coriolanus,  with  Aufidius, 

Cor.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Men.  Now,  you  companion,  I'll  fay  an  errand  for  you  ; 
you  {hall  know  now,  that  I  am  iti  eAimation  ;  you  Ihall 
pLTceive  that  a  Jack  guardant  cannot  office  me  from  my 
ion  Coriolanus  :  guels,  by  my  entertainment  with  him,  if 
thou  ftand'ft  not  i'  the  ftate  of  hanging,  or  of  fome  death 
more  long  in  fpediatorihip,  and  crueller  in  fufFering  ;  behold 
now  prefently,  and  fwoon  for  what's  to  come  upon  thee, 
—The  glorious  gods  fit  in  hourly  fynod  about  thy  particu- 
Jar  profperity,  and  love  thee  no  worfe  than  thy  old  father 
Menenius  does  !  O,  my  fon,  my  fon  !  thou  art  preparing 
tire  for  us;  look  thee,  here's  water  to  quench  it.  I  was 
hardly  moved  to  come  to  thee  :  but  being  affured,  none 
but  myfeif  could  move  thee,  I  have  been  blown  out  of 
your  gates  with  fighs ;  and  to  conjure  thee  to  pardon 
Rome,  and  thy  petitionary  countrymen.  The  good  gods 
affuage  thy  wrath,  and  turn  the  dregs  of  it  upon  this 
yarlet  here ;  this,  who  like  a  block,  hath  denicJ  my  accefs 
^o  thee,  '  Qr, 
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Ckr.  hvf2i-y  ! 

Me72.  How  !  away  ? 

Cor.   Wife,  mother,  child,  I  know  not.     My  affdirs 
Are  fervantcd  to  others  :  Though  1  owe 
My  revenge  properly,  my  remifGon  lies 
fn  Volfcian  breads.     That  we  have  been  familiar, 
Ingrate  forgetfulnefs  fhall  paifon,  rather 
Than  pity  note  how  much.    Therefore,  be  gone. 
Mine  ears  againft  your  fuits  are  ftronger,  than 
Your  gates  againft:  my  force.     Yet,  for  I  lov'd  thee, 
Take  this  aiorig  ;   I  writ  it  for   thy  fake, 

[Gives  him  a  Letter, 
And  would  hav^  fent  it.     Another  word,  Menenius, 
I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak — This  man,  Autidius, 
Was  my  belov'd  in  Rome  :  yet  thou  behold'ft: — — 

Auf.  You  keep  a  conftant  temper.  {Exeunt, 

Manent  the  Guards  and  Menj:nius. 

1  Watch,  Now,  fir,  is  your  name  Menenius  ? 

2  Watch.  *Tis  a  fpell,  you  fee,  of  much  power  : 
You  know  the  way  home  again. 

1  Watch.  Do  you  hear  how  we  are  (hent  for  keeping 
your  greatnefs  back  ? 

2  Watch.  What  caufe,  do  you  think,  I  have  to  fwoon  ? 
Men,  I  neither  care  for  the  world,  nor  your  general : 

for  fuch  things  as  you,  I  can  fcarce  think  there's  any,  you 
are  {o  flight.  He  that  hath  a  will  to  die  by  himfelf,  fears 
it  not  from  another.  Let  your  general  do  his  worfh  For 
you,  be  that  you  are,  long ;  and  your  mifery  increafe 
with  your  age!   I  fay  to  you,   as  I  was  faid  to,  Away  ! 

\_Exit. 

1  Watch.  A  noble  fellow,  f  warrant  him. 

2  Watch,  The  worthy  fellow  is  our  general :  He  is  the 
rock,  the  oak  not  to  be  wind-(haken.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     III. 

A  Tent,     Enter  Coriolanus,  anei  AuFiDius, 

Cor.  We  will  before  the  walls  of  Rome  to-niorrow 
Set  down  our  hoft^. — My  partner  in  this  a^Hiion, 
You  muft  report  to  the  Volfcian  lords,  how  plainljr 
\  have  borne  this  bufuiefs. 
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Auf.  Only  their  ends 
You  have  refpefted  ;    ftopp'd  your  ears  againfl 
The  gentral  fuit  of  Rome  ;    never  admitted 
A  private  whifper,  no,  not  with  fuch  friends 
That  thought  rhem  fure  of  you. 

Cor.  The  la  ft  old  man, 
Whom  with  a  crack'd  heart  I  have  fent  to  Rome, 
Lov'd  me  above  the  meafure  of  a  father  ; 
Nay,  godded  me,  indeed.     Their  lateft  refuge 
Was  to  fend  him :  for  whofe  old  love,   I  have 
(Though  I  (hew'd  fourly  to  him)  once  more  offer'd 
The  firft  conditions,  which  they  did  refufe, 
And  cannot  now  accept,  to  grace  him  only, 
That  thought  he  could  do  more  ;  a  very  little 
I  have  yielded  too  :  Frefh  embaflies,  and  fuit?, 
^ot  from  the  ftaie,  nor  private  friends,  hereafter  ^ 

Will  I  lend  ear  to. — ^Ha  !  what  fhout  is  this  I 

\_Shou!:  withifi. 
Shall  I  be  tempted  to  Infringe  my  vow 
In  the  fame  time  'tis  made  ?  I  will  not. — 

^nter  Virgilia,    Volumnia,    Valeria,    and  young 

Marc  I  us,  with  Attendants,  all  in  Mourning, 
My  wife  comes  foremoft;   then  the  honour'd  mould 
Wherein  this  trunk  was  frani'd,  and  in  her  hand 
The  grandchild  to  her  blood.     But,  out,  affection  ! 
AH  bond  and  privilege  of  nature,   break  I 
Let  it  be  virtuous,  to  be  obftinate. — 
What  is  that  curt'fy  worth  ?  or  thofe  dove's  eyes. 
Which  can  make  gods  forfworn  ? — I  melt,  and  am  not 
Of  flronger  earth  than  others. — My  mother  bows  ; 
As  if  Olympus  to  a  mole-hill  (hould 
In  fupplicaiion  nod  :  and  my  young  boy 
Hath  an  afpeci:  of  intercefiion,  which 
Great  miture  cries,  Deny  not,— Let  the  Volfces 
Plough  Ronr^e,  and  harrow  Italy  ;  1*11  never 
Be  fuch  a  gofling  to  obey  inftin(fl ;   but  ftand, 
As  if  a  man  were  author  of  himfelf. 
And  knew  no  other  kin. 

Fir,  My  lord  and  hufband  ! 

Cor.  Thefe  eyes  are  not  the  fame  I  wore  in  Rome. 

Fir,  The  for  row,  that  delivers  us  thus  chang'd. 
Makes  you  think  fo,  Cor. 


CORIOLANUS.  93 

Cor.  Like  a  dull  acflor  now, 
I  have  forgot  my  part,  and  I  am  out, 
Even  to  a  full  difgrace. —  Bed  of  my  flefh. 
Forgive  my  tyranny  ;  but  do  not  lay. 
For  that,  Forgive  our  Romans — O,  a  kifs. 
Long  as  ray  exile,  fweet  as  my  revenge  1 
Now  by  the  jealous  queen  of  heaven,   that  kifs 
1  carried  from  thee,  dear  ;   and  my  true  lip 
Hath  vlrgiu'd  it  e'er  fince. — You  gods !   1  prate. 
And  the  raofl:  noble  mother  of  the  world 
Leave  unfaluted  :  Sink,  my  knee,  i'  the  earth!     [^Kneels. 
Ui  thy  deep  duty  more  impreffion  Ihew 
Than  that  of  common  fons. 

FoL  O,  l\and  up  bleu  ! 
While  with  no  fofter  cufhions  than  the  fiinr, 
1  kneel  before  thee  :   and  unproperly 
Shew  duty,  as  midaken  all  the  while  [Kneels, 

Between  the  child  and  parent. 

Cor,  What  is  this  ? 
Your  knees  to  me  !  to  your  corrected  Ton  ! 
Then  let  the  pebbles  on  the  hungry  beach 
Fillop  the  flars :   then  let  the  mutmous  winds 
Strike  the  proud  cedars  *gainft  the  fiery  fun  ; 
JMurdVing  irapoffibility,  to  make 
What  cannot  be,    flight  work. 
FoL  Thou  art  my  warrior  ; 
I  hoip  to  frame  thee.     Do  you  know  this  lady  ? 

iPointing  to  V'aleria. 
Cor.  The  noble  fifter  of  Publitola, 
The  moon  of  Rome  ;  chafle  as  the  icicle 
That's  curdled  by  the  froit  from  purefl  fnow. 
And  hvings  on  Dian's  temple  :   Dear  Valeria  j  \ 

FoL  This  is  a  poor  epitome  of  your's, 

[Shewing  young  M A B.cius» 
Which  by  the  interpretation  of  full  time 
IMay  (hew  like  all  yourfelf. 

Cor.  The  god  of  foldiers, 
With  the  con  lent  of  fupreme  Jove,   inform 
'I  hy  thoughts  with  noblenefs  ;   that  thou  may'fl  prove 
To  (liame  invulnerable,   and  (tick  i'  the  wars 
Like  a  great  fca-mark,  ftanding  every  flaw. 
And  laving  thofe  that  eve  thee  I 

Vol* 
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Vol  Your  knee,   fi rrah. 

Cor.  That's  my  brave  boy. 

Vol.  Even  he,  your  wife,  this  lady^  and  myfelf, 
Are  fuitors  to  you. 

Cor.  I  befeech  you,  peace  ; 
Or,  if  you'd  afk,  remember  this  before  ; 
The  things,  I  have  forfworn  to  grant,  may  never 
Be  held  by  your  denials.     Do  not  bid  me 
Difmifs  myfoldiers,  or  capitulate 
Again  with  Rome's  mechanics  : — Tell  me  not 
"Wherein  I  feem  unnatural :    Defire  not 
To  allay  my  rages  and  revenges,  with 
Your  colder  reafons. 

Vol.  Oh,  no  more,   no  more  ! 
You  have  faid,  you  will  not  grant  us  any  thing  ; 
fox  we  have  nothing  elfe  to  afk,  but  that 
Which  you  deny  already  :  Yet  we  will  afk  ; 
That,  if  we  fail  in  our  requeff,  the  blame 
May  hang  upon  your  hardnefs :  therefore  hear  us. 

Cor.  Aufidius,  and  you  Volfces,  mark  ;   for  we'll 

Hear    nought    from    Rome    in    private. Your    r^ 

queft  I 

Vol.  Should  we  be  fjlent  and  not  fpeak,  our  raiment 
And  Itate  of  bodies  would  bewray  what  life 
We  have  led  lince  thy  exile.     Think  with  thyfelf, 
How  more  unfortunate  than  all  living  women 
Are  we  come  hitlier :  fince  that  thy  fight,  which  fhould 
|vlake  our  eyes  fiow  with  joy,  hearts  dance  with  comforts, 
Conllrains  them  weep,  and  fhake  with  fear  and  forrow  j 
Making  the  mother,  wife,  and  child,  to  fee 
Thefon,  the  hufband,  and  the  father,  tearing 
His  country's  bowels  out.     And  to  poor  we. 
Thine  enmity's  moft  capital  :   thou  barr'ft  us 
Our  prayers  to  the  gods,  which  is  a  comfort 
That  all  but  we  enjoy  :  For  how  can  we, 
Alas !   how  can  we  for  our  country  pray, 
Vi  hereto  we  are  bound  ;  together  with  thy  vi(5lory. 
Whereto  we  are  bound  ?  Alack  !  or  we  muff  lofe 
The  country,  our  dear  nurfe  ;  or  elfe  thy  perfon, 
Our  comfort  in  the  country.     We  muft  find 
An  evident  calamity,  though  we  had 
Our  wilb,  which  fide  fiiould  win :  for  either  thoij 
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Muft,  3S  a  foreign  recreant,  be  led 

With  nianacles  thorough  our  Greets;  or  elfe 

Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  country's  ruin  ; 

And  bear  the  paltn,  for  having  bravely  (bed 

Thy  wife  and  children's  blood.     For  mylelf,  fon, 

I  purpofe  not  to  wait  on  fortune,  'till 

Thele  wars  determine  :    if  I  cannot  perfuade  thee 

Rather  to  /hew  a  noble  grace  to  both  parts, 

Than  feek  the  end  of  one,  thou  (halt  no  fooner 

March  toaffauh  thy  country,  than  to  tread 

(Truil:  to't,  thou  (halt  not)  on  thy  mother's  womb. 

Thai  brought  thee  to  this  world. 

Fir.  Ay,  and  mine, 
That  brought  you  fjrth  this  boy,  to  keep  your  nam^ 
Living  to  time. 

Boy.  He  ftiall  not  tread  on  me  ; 
I'll  run  away  'till  I  am  bigger,   but  then  I'll  fight* 

Cor,  Not  of  a  woman's  tendernefs  to  be, 
Requires  nor  child  nor  woman's  face  to  fee, 
1  have  fat  too  long. 

Vol.  Nay,  go  not  from  us  thus. 
If  it  were  fo,  that  our  requeft  did  tend 
To  fave  the  Romans,  thereby  to  deltroy 
The  Volfces  whom  you  ferve,  you  might  condemn  us. 
As  poifonous  of  your  honour :    No  ;   our  fuit 
Is,  that  you  reconcile  them  :  while  the  V'olfces 
May  fay,  This  mercy  we  have  JhevSci',    the  Romans, 
This  we  received;  and  each  in  either  fide 
Give  the  all- hail  to  thee,  and  cry.  Be  hlejl 
For  making  up  this  peace  !   Thou  know'lt,   great  foDj 
The  end  of  war's  uncertain;   but  this  certain. 
That,  if  thou  conquer  Rome,  the  benefit 
Which  thou  (hah  thereby  reap,  is  fuch  a  name, 
Whofe  repetition  will  be  dogg'd  with  curfes ; 
Whofe  chronicle  thus  writ — The  man  was  noble y 
But  with  his  lajl  attempt  he  wip'd  it  out ; 
Dejiroy'd  his  country^  and  his  name  remains 
To  the  enfuing  age,  ahhorr'd.     Speak  to  me,  fon  ? 
Thou  haft  atfe<5ted  the  fine  flrains  of  honour. 
To  imitate  the  graces  of  the  gods ; 
To  tear  with  thunder  the  wide  cheeks  o'  the  air, 
And  yet  to  charge  thy  fulphur  with  a  bolt 
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That  fhouid  but  rive  an  oak  :  why  do(\  not  fpeak  ? 

Think'ft  thou  it  honourable  for  a  noble  man 

Still  to  remember  wrongs  ? — Daughter,   fpeak  you  t 

He  cares  not  for  your  weeping. — Speak  thou,  boy, 

Perhaps  thy  childifhnefs  will  move  him  more 

Than  can  our  reafons. — There  is  no  man  in  the  wbrld 

More  bound  to  his  mother  ;  yet  here  he  lets  me  prate. 

Like  one  i*  the  (locks.     Thou  halt  never  in  thy  life 

Shew*d  thy  dear  mother  any  courtefy  ; 

"When  (he  (poor  hen  !)  fond  of  no  fecond  brood. 

Has  cluck'd  thee  to  the  wars,  and  fafely  home, 

Loaden  with  honour.     Say,  my  requeft's  unjutt. 

And  fpurn  me  back  :  Bui,  if  he  be  not  fo, 

Thou  art  not  honelf  ;   and  rhe  gods  wj]  plague  thee, 

That  thou  reftrain'lt  from  me  the  duty,  which 

To  a  mother's  part  belongs.  —  He  turns  away  : 

Down,  ladies ;  let  us  (liame  him  with  our  knees. 

To  his  furname  Coriolanus  'longs  more  pride, 

Than  pity  to  our  prayers.     Down  :  An  end  ; 

Thisi;  the  hift  :  —  So  we  wiil  home  to  Rome, 

And  die  among  our  neighbours. — Nay,  behold  us  : 

This  boy,  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have, 

But  knee!s,  and  holds  up  hands,  for  fellow(hip, 

Does  reafon  our  petition  wi^h  more  ftrength 

Than  thou  had  to  deny't. — Come,  let  us  go: 

This  fellow  had  a  Volfce  unto  his  mother  ; 

His  wife  is  in  Corioli,  and  ihis  child 

Like  him  by  chance  : Yet  give  us  our  difpatch  : 

I  am  huQ"j*d  until  our  city  be  a-fire, 
And  then  I'll  fpeak  a  little. 

Cor.  Mother,    mother  !— 

[  Holds  her  by  the  Hands ^  /.lent. 
What  have  you  done  ?   Behold  the  heavens  do  ope, 
The  gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  fcene 
They  laugh  at,     O  my  mother,  mother  !    O  I 
You  have  won  a  happy  vid'tory  to  Rome  : 
But,  for  your  fon— believe  it,  O  believe  it, 
Moft  dangeroudy  yon  have  with  him  prevail'd, 
If  not  moll  mortal  to  him.     But,  let  it  come  :  — 
Aufidius,  though  I  cannot  make  true  wars, 
I'll  frame  conveoient  peace.     Now,  good  Aufidius, 

Were 
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Were  you  in  my  flead,  fay,  would  you  have  heard 
A  mother  lefs  ?  or  granted  lei's,  Aufidius  ? 

Auf,  I  was  mov'd  withal. 

Cor.  I  dare  be  fwora,   >ou  were  : 
And,  fir,  it  is  no  little  thing,   to  make 
Mine  eyes  to  fweat  compaflion.     But,  good  fir, 
What  peace  you'll  mike,  advife  me  :  For  my  part, 
I'll  not  to  Rome,   I'll  back  with  you  :  and  pray  you. 
Stand  to  me  in  this  caufe. — O  mother  !   wife  ! 

Auf,  I  am  glad,  thou  haft  fet  thy  mercy  and  thy  honour 
At  difference  in  thee  •,  out  of  that  I'll  work 
Myfelf  a  former  fortune.  [^ftde, 

\JIhe  Ladies  make  figns  to  CoRiOL  anus. 

Cor»  Ay,  by  and  by  -, 
But  we  will  drink  together  ;  and  you  (hall  bear 

\To    VoLUIvIislA,     ViRGlLIA,    vfTVo 

A  better  witnefs  back  than  words,  which  we. 

On  like  conditions^   will  have  counter-feard. 

Come,  enter  with  us.     Ladies,  you  deferve  \ 

To  have  a  temple  built  you  :    all  the  fwords 

In  Italy,  and  her  confederate  arrps. 

Could  not  have  made  this  peace.  ^Exeuni» 

SCENE     IV. 
Ttje  Formn,  in  Rome.   jE^zf^r  Menenius,  and  Siciniu3. 

Men.  See  you  yon  coign  o'  the  Capitol ;.  yon  corntr- 
ftone  ? 

Sic.  Why,  what  of  that  ? 

Men.  If  it  be  poffible  for  you  to  difplace  it  with  your 
little  finger,  there  is  fome  hope  the  ladies  of  Rome,  ef- 
pecially  his  mother,  may  prevail  with  him.  But,  I  fay, 
there  is  no  hope  in't ;  our  throats  are  fentenc'd,  and  flay 
upon  execution. 

Sic.  Is't  poflible,  that  fo  (hort  a  time  can  alter  the  con- 
dition of  a  man  ? 

Men.  There  is  a  difference  between  a  grub,  and  a  but- 
terfly;  yet  your  butterfly  was  a  grub.  This  Marcius  is 
grown  from  man  to  dragon :  he  has  wings ;  he's  more  thaa 
a  creeping  thing. 

Sic.  He  lov'd  his  mother  dearly. 

Men.  So  did  he  me  :  and  he  no  more  remembers  his 
mother  now,  than  an  eight  years  old  horfe.     The  tartnefs 

of 
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of  his  face  fours  ripe  grapes.  When  he  walks,  he  taohi 
like  an  engine,  and  the  ground  flirinks  before  his 
treading.  He  is  able  to  pierce  a  corflet  with  his  eye; 
talks  like  a  knell,  and  his  hum  is  a  batiery.  He  fits  in  his 
f^ate,  as  a  thing  made  for  Alexander.  What  he  bids  be 
done,  is  tinilh'd  with  his  bidding.  He  wants  nothing  of 
a  godj  but  eternity^  and  a  heaven  to  throne  in. 

Sic.  Yes,  mercy,  if  you  report  him  truly. 

.Men.  I  paint  him  in  the  charaOer.  Mark  what  mercy 
his  mother  (hall  bring  from  him  :  There  is  no  more  mercy 
in  him,  than  there  is  milk  in  a  male  tyger  ;  and  that  (hall 
our  poor  city  find;   and  all  this  is  'long  of  you. 

Sic.  The  gods  be  good  unto  usi 

Men.  No,  in  fuch  a  cafe  the  gods  will  not  be  good  untd 
ns.  When  we  banifli'd  him,  we  refpefted  not  thena:  and^ 
he  returning  to  break  our  necks,  they  refpecl  not  us. 

Enter  a  Mejfengej\ 
Me/.  Sir,  if  you'd  hve  your  life,  fly  to  your  houfe  : 
The  plebeians  have  got  your  fellow- tribune,' 
And  hale  him  up  and  down  ;  all  fwearing,  if 
The  Roman  ladies  bring  not  comfort  home, 
They'll  give  him  death  by  inches. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger* 

Sic.  What's  the  news  ? 

x\/Ief.  Good  news,  good  news!— The  ladies  have  pre« 
vail'd, 
The  Volfces  are  diflodg'd  and  Marcius  gone: 
A  merrier  day  did  never  yet  greet  Rorne, 
No,  not  the  expulfion  of  the  Tarquins^ 

Sic.  Friend, 
Art  thou  certain  this  is  true  ?  is  it  mofl  certain  ? 

MeL  Ascertain,  as  I  know  the  fun  is  fire: 
Where  have  you  lurk'd,  that  you  make  doubt  of  it  ? 
Ne'er  throngh  an  arch  fo  hurryM  the  blown  tide, 
As  the  recomforted  through  the  gates.     Why,  hark  you  ! 
[TrumpetSy   Hautboys,  Drums  heat^  all  together. 
The  trumpets,  facbut6,  pfalterles,  and  fifes, 
Tabors,  and  cymbals,  and  the  fhouting  Romans, 
Make  the  funL.dance.     Hark  you  !  [/f  Shout  within^ 

Men*  This  is  good  news  : 
1  will  go  meet  the  ladies.     This  Volumnia 

Is 
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is  worth  of  confuls,  lenators,  patricians, 

A  city  full  ;  of  tribunes,  fuch  as  you, 

A  fea  and  land  full :  You  have  pray'd  well  to-day; 

This  morning,  for  ten  thoufand  of  your  throats 

I'd  not  have  given  a  doit.     Kai  k,  how  they  joy  I 

[Sound  Jiill,  with  the  Shouts, 

Sic»  Firfl,  the  gods  blefs  you  for  your  tidings :  next. 
Accept  my  thankfulnefs. 

Mef,  Sir,  we  have  all  great  caufe  to  give  great  thanks* 

Sic.  They  are  near  the  city  ? 

Mef.  Almoft  at  point  to  enten 

Sic.  We'll  meet  them,  and  help  the  joy.  [Exeu7Jtt 

Enter  two  SenatorSy    with  the  Ladies^   pajfing  over  the 
Stage,   &c.    Iffc, 

Sen.  Behold  our  patronefs,  the  life  of  Rome  : 
Call  all  your  tribes  together,  praife  the  gods. 
And  make  trumphant  fires  ;  flrew  flowers  before  them  ; 
tTnfhout  the  noife  that  banifh^d  Marcius, 
Repeal  him  with  the  welcome  of  his  mother  : 
Cry — Welcome,  ladies,  welcome  ! — — 

JIl.  Welcome,  ladies,  welcome ! 

[  //  Flourijh  with  Drums  and  Trumpets,     Exeunt, 


SCENE      V. 

J  publick  Place  in  Antium,     Enter  Tullus  AtFiDiys, 
zvith  Attendants, 

Auf,  Go  tell  the  lords  of  the  city,  I  am  here  : 
Deliver  them  this  paper:  having  read  it,' 
Bid  them  repair  to  the  market-place;  where  I, 
Even  in  theirs  and  in  the  commons'  ears. 
Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it.     He  I  accufe, 
The  city  ports  by  this  hath  enrer'd,  and 
Iniends  to  appear  before  the  people,  hoping' 
To  purge  himfelf  with  words :  Difpatch. — Moll  welcome  ! 
Enter  three  or  four  Confpirators  ^/'Aufidius'  Fa£lion, 

I  Cone  How  is  it  with  our  general  ? 

Auf,  Even  fo, 
As  with  a  man  by  his  own  alms  impoifon'd, 
Azni  with  his  charity  flain. 

2  Gon, 


100  CORIOLANUS. 

2  Con.  Moft  noble  fir, 

If  you  do  held  the  fame  intent  wherein 
You  wifli'd  us  parties,  we'll  deliver  you 
Of  your  ^reat  danger. 

Juf,  Sir,  I  cannot  lell ; 
We  muil;  proceed,  as  we  do  find  the  people. 

3  Con.  The  people  will  remain  uncertain,  whilft 
'Twixt  you  there's  difference ;  but  the  fall  of  either 
Makes  the  furvivor  heir  of  ail. 

Auf.  I  know  it ; 
And  my  pretext  to  Ifrike  at  him  admits 
A  good  conftru6i:ion.      I  rais'd  him,  and  I  pawned 
Mine  honour  for  his  truth  :  Who  being  fo  heightened. 
He  water'd  his  new  plants  with  dews  of  flattery, 
Seducing  fo  my  friends  :  and,  to  this  tnd. 
He  bow'd  his  nature,  never  known  before 
But  to  be  rough,  unfwayable,  and  free. 

3  Con.  Sir,  his  floutnefs. 
When  he  did  iland  for  conful,  which  he  loft 
By  lack  of  ftoopiog — 

Juf.  That  I  would  have  fpoke  of: 
Being  banilh'd  for'i,  he  came  unto  my  hearth ; 
Prefented  to  my  knife  his  throat :  I  took  him  ; 
Made  him  joint  fervant  with  me ;  gave  him  way 
In  all  his  own  defires ;  nay,  let  him  choofe 
Out  of  my  nles.  his  projeffs  to  accomplifh, 
My  belt  and  frelheft  men  ;  ferv'd  his  defignments 
In  mine  own  perl'on  ;  holp  to  reap  the  fame, 
Which  he  did  end  all  his ;   and  took  fome  pride 
To  do  myfelf  this  wrong  :  'till,  at  the  laft^ 
I  feem'd  his  follower,  not  partner;  and 
He  wag'd  me  with  his  countenance,  as  if 
I  had  been  mercenary, 

I  Con.   So  he  did,   my  lord  : 
The  army  marveli'd  at  i?.      And,  in  the  laff, 
When  he  had  carried  Rome;  and  that  we  look' d 

For  no  iefs  fpoil,  than  giory 

Juf.   There  was  it; 

For  which  my  finews  (hall  be  ftretch'd  upon  him. 
At  a  few  drops  or  women's  rheum,  which  are 
As  cheap  as  lies,  he  fold  the  blood  and  labour 
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Of  our  great  aclion ;  Therefore  (hall  he  die, 
And  ril  renew  me  in  his  fall.     Bur,  hark  ! 

Iprums  and  Trumpets  found,  with  great  Jhouts  of 
the  -people, 

1  Con.  Your  native  town  you  entered  like  a  poft. 
And  had  no  welcomes  home  ;  but  he  returns, 
Splitting  the  air  with  noife. 

2  Con.  And  patient  fools, 

Whofe  children  he  hath  flain,  their  bafe  throats  tear, 
Wiih  giving  him  glorj^ 

3  Con.  Therefore,  at  your  vantage, 

Ere  he  exprefs  himfelf,  or  move  the  people 
With  what  he  fhould  fay,  let  him  feel  your  fword. 
Which  we  will  fecond.     When  he  lies  along, 
After  your  way  his  tale  pronounc'd  ihall  bury 
His  reafons  with  his  body. 

Auf.   Say  no  more  ; 
Here  come  the  lords. 

Enter  the  Lords  of  the  City. 

Lords,  You  are  moft  welcome  home. 

Auf.  I  have  not  deferv'd  it. 
But,  worthy  lords,  have  you  with  heed  perus'd 
What  I  have  written  to  you  ? 

Lords.  We  have. 

I  Lord.  And  grieve  to  hear  it. 
What  faults  he  made  before  the  lafl:,  I  think. 
Might  have  found  eafy  fines  :  but  there  to  end. 
Where  he  was  to  begin  :  and  give  away 
The  benefit  of  our  levies,  anfwering  us 
With  our  own  charge  ;  making  a  treaty,  where 
There  was  a  yielding  :  This  admits  no  excufe. 

Auf,  He  approaches,  you  (hall  hear  him. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  with  Drums  and  Colours',  the  Com" 
mons  being  with  him. 

Cor.  Hail,  lords!  1  am  return'd  yourfoldier; 
No  more  infe(Sl:ed  with  my  country's  love. 
Than  when  I  parted  hence,  but  ftill  fubfifling 
Under  your  great  command.     You  are  to  know, 
That  profperoufly  I  have  attempted,  and 

H  With 


102  CORIOLANUS. 

With  bloody  pafTage  led  your  wars,  even  to 

The  gates  of  Rome.     Our  fpoil,  we  have  brought  home, 

Doth  more  than  counterpoife,  a  full  third  part,  ^ 

The  charges  of  the  a6lion.     We  have  made  peace. 

With  no  lefs  honour  to  the  Antiates, 

Than  (hzme  to  the  Romans :  And  we  here  deliver, 

Subfcrib'd  by  the  confuls  and  patricians, 

Together  with  the  feal  o'  the  fenate,  what 

We  have  compounded  on. 

Juf.   Read  it  not,  noble  lords ; 
But  tell  the  traitor,  in  the  highefl  degree 
He  hath  abus'd  your  powers. 

Cor,  Traitor ! — How  now  ? — 

Juf.  Ay,  traitor,  Marcius. 

Cor.   Marcius ! 

Juf.    Ay,  Marcius,  Caius  Marcius;  Dofl  thou  think 
I'll  grace  thee  with  that  robbery,  thy  flol'n  name 

Coriolanus  in  Corioli  ? 

You  lords  and  heads  of  the  ftate,  perfidioufly 
He  has  bctrayM  your  bufinefs,  and  given  up. 
For  certain  drops  of  fait,  your  city  Rome 
(1  fa}^  your  city)  to  his  wife  and  mother : 
Breaking  his  oath  and  refolution,  like 
A  tvvift  of  rotten  filk  ;  never  admitting 
Counfel  o'  the  war;  but  at  his  nurfe's  tears 
He  whin'd  and  roar'd  away  your  viflory; 
That  pages  blufh'd  at  him,  and  men  of  heart 
Look'd  wondering  each  at  other. 

Cor.  Hear'st  thou,  Mars  ? — 

Auf  Name  not  the  god,  thou  boy  of  tears — 

Cor.  Ha! 

Juf  No  more. 

Cor,  Meafurelefs  liar,  thou  haft  made  my  heart 
Too  great  for  what  contains  it.     Boy !  O  (lave  !  — 
Pardon  me,  lords,  'tis  the  firft  time  that  ever 
I  was  forc'd  to  fcold.     Your  judgments,  my  grave  lords, 
Muft  give  this  cur  the  lie  :  and  his  own  notion 
(Who  wears  my  ftripes  impreft  upon  him  ;   that 
Muft  bear  my  beating  to  his  grave)  fhall  join 
To  thruft  the  lie  unto  him. 

1  Lord,  Peace,  both,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 

Cor^ 
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Cor.  Cut  me  to  pieces,  Volfccs,  men  and  lads, 
Stain  all-your  edges  in  me. — Boy  !  Falfe  hound ! 
If  you  have  writ  your  annals  true,  'tis  there, 
That,  like  an  eagle  on  a  dove-cote,  1 
Flutter'd  your  Volfces  in  Corioli : 
Alone  I  did  it.— Boy  ! 

Auf.  Why,  noble  lords, 
Will  you  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  fortune, 
Which  was  your  fhame,  by  this  unholy  braggart, 
Tore  your  own  eyes  and  ears  ? 

Jll  Con.  Let  him  die  for't. 

JlLPeople.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  do  it  prefently.^ 

{jlhe  Crowd  /peak  promifcuoiijly . 
He  kiird  my  fon— My  daughter— He  kili'd  my  coufin 

Marcus. 
He  kiil'd  my  father. — 

2  Lord.  Peace,  ho  ! — no  outrage  ; — peace. — 
The  man  is  noble,  and  his  fame  iolds  ia 
This  orb  o'  the  earth  :  His  laft  offences  to  us 
Shall  have  judicious  hearing.— Stand,  Aufidius, 
And  trouble  not  the  peace. 

Cor.  O,  that  I  had  him, 
With  fix  Aufidiufes,  or  more,  his  tribe. 
To  ufe  my  lawful  fword  ! 

Juf.   Infolent  villain  ! 

All  Con.  Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  him. 

[[Aufidius  and  the  Confpirators  draw,  and  kill  M A R- 
cius,  who  falls  y  andK\jYiDi\2^  Jiands  on  him. 

Lords.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold. 

Auf,  My  noble  mafters,  hear  me  fpeak. 

1  Lord.  O  Tullus— 

2  Loid.  1  hou  haft  done  a  deed,  whereat 
Valour  will  weep. 

3  Lord.   Tread  not  upon  him. — Mailers  all,  bequi^t; 
Put  up  your  fwords. 

J^uf.  My  lords,  when  you  (hall  know  (as  in  this  rage, 
Provok'd  by  him,  you  cannot)  the  great  danger 
Which  this  man's  life  did  owe  you,  you'll  rejoice 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.     Pleafe  it  your  honours 
To  call  me  to  your  fenate,  I'll  deliver 
Myfelf  your  loyal  fervant,  or  endure 

Your 
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Your  heavieft  cenfure. 

1  Lord.  Bear  from  hence  his  body, 

And  mourn  you  for  him :  let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  moft  noble  corfe,  that  ever  herald 
Did  follow  to  his  urn. 

2  Lo?'d.  His  own  impatience 

Takes  from  Aufidius  a  great  part  of  blame. 
Let's  make  the  beft  of  it. 
Juf.  My  rage  is  gone, 
And  I  am  ftruck  with  forrow. — Take  him  up  :— 
Help,  three  o'  the  chiefeft  foldiers  ;  I'll  be  one. — 
Beat  thou  the  drum,  that  it  fpeak  mournfully  :  — 
Trail  your  fteel  pikes. — Though  in  this  city  he 
Hath  widow'd  and  unchilded  many  a  one, 
Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  injury, 
Yet  he  {hall  have  a  noble  memory. — 
Affift. 

^Exeunt,  bearing  the  Body  (f  IsIkkqi^Js,     A  dead 
March  founded. 


THE      END. 


t>a/yQi  ^^-.. 


C  Y  M  B  E  L  I  N  E. 


PLAT. 


SDramatis  pztiomt* 


MEN. 

CymbelinE,  King  of  Britain, 

CloteNj  Son  to  the  ^een  by  a  former  Hujhand, 

Leonatus    Posthumus,    a  Gentleman  married  to  the 

Princefs. 
Belarius,  a  banijhed  Lord^  difguifed  under  the  Name  ef 

Morgan,  - 
Guiderius,       I  difguifed  under  the  Names  of  Poly  dor  e  and 
AkviraguSj      S      Cad'wal^  fuppofed  Sons  to  Belarius\ 
Philario,  an  Italian^  Friend  to  Polihumus, 
Iachimo,  Friend  to  Philario, 
Caius  Lucius,  Jmba[fador  from  Rojne, 
Pisanio,  Servant  to  Pojihumus, 
^French  Gentleman. 
Cornelius,  a  Phyfician, 
Two  Gentlemen, 


WOMEN 

^een^  Wife  to  Cymbeline. 

Imogen,  Daughter  to  Cymbeline  by  a  former  ^een^ 

Helen,  Woman  to  Imogen. 


Lords^  Ladies^  Roman  Senators^  a  Tribune^  Apparitions^  a- 
Soothfayer^  Captains^  Soldiers^  Meffengers^  and  other 
Attendants, 


Scene,  fometimss  in  Briiain ;  fometimes  in  Italy^ 
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^CT  L    SCENE  I. 


CYMBELlNE'i  Palace  in  Britain,     Enter  two  Gentlemen, 


Y. 


Gentleman, 


OU  do  not  meet  a  man,  but  frowns:    our  bloods 
No  more  obey  the  heavens,  than  our  courtiers', 
Still  feem,  as  does  the  king's. 
2  Gent.  But  what's  the  matter? 

1  Gent,  His  daughter,  and  the  heir  of  his  kingdom, 

whom 
He  purpos'd  to  his  wife's  fole  fon  (a  widow. 
That  late  he  married),  hath  referr'd  herfelf 
Unto  a  poor,  but  worthy  gentl.:marj :  She's  wedded: 
Her  hufband  banifh'd  j  ihe  imprifon'd :  all 
Is  outward  forrow;  though,  I  think,  the  King 
Be  touch'd  at  very  heart. 

2  Gent.  None  but  the  king  ? 

1  Ge72t.  He,  that  hath  loft  her,  too :  io  is  the  queen, 
That  moft  defir'd  the  match:  But  not  a  courtier, 
Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 

Of  the  king's  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
Glad  at  the  thing  they  fcowl  at. 

2  Ge?tt.  And  why  fo  ? 

1  GcnL  He  that  hath  mifs'd  tha  princefs,  is  a  thing 
Too  bad  for  bad  report:  and  he  that  hath  her 

(I  mean,  that  marry'd  her — alack,  good  man  1 — 
And  therefore  baniih'd),  is  a  creature  fuch. 
As,  to  (c^k  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
For  one  his  like,  there  would  be  fomething  failing 
In  him  that  fbould  compare,     I  do  not  think, 
So  fair  an  outward,  and  fuch  fluff  within, 
Endows  a  man  but  he. 

2  Gent.  You  fpeak  him  far. 

I  G<:ni.  I  do  extend  him,  Sir,  within  himfeif ; 

A  2  Cruiii 
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Crufli  him  together,  rather  than  unfold 
His  meafure  duly. 

2  Gent.  What's  his  name,  and  birth  ? 
I  Gent.  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root:  His  father 
Was  caird  Sicilius,  who  did  join  his  honour, 
Againft  the  Romans,  with  Cajfibelan-, 
But  had  his  titles  by  Tenantius^  whom 
He  ferv'd  with  glory  and  admir'd  fuccefs ; 
So  gain'd  the  fur-addition,  Leonatus: 
And  had,  befides  this  gentleman  in  queftion, 
Two  other  fons  ;  who,  in  the  wars  o'  the  time, 
Dy'd  with  their  fwords  in  hand:  for  which,  their  father 
^Then  old  and  fond  of  iflue)  took  fuch  forrow, 
That  he  quit  being  ;  and  his  gentle  lady, 
Big  of  this  gentleman,  our  theme,  deceas'd 
As  he  was  born.     The  king,  he  takes  the  babe 
To  his  protection;  calls  him  Pojihumus', 
Breeds  him,  and  makes  him  of  his  bed-chamber: 
Puts  to  him  all  the  learning  that  his  time 
Could  make  him  the  receiver  of;  which  he  took, 
As  we  do  air,  faft  as  'twas  minifter'd ;  and 
In  his  fpring  became  a  harvelt :  Liv'd  in  court 
(Which  rare  it  is  to  do),  moft  prais'd,  moft  lov'd: 
A  fample  to  the  youngeii  ;  to  the  more  mature, 
A  glafs  that  featur'd  them;  and  to  the  graver, 
A  child  that  guided  dotards:  to  his  miffrefs. 
For  whom  he  now  is  banifh'd — her  own  price 
Proclaims  how  flie  eftecm'd  him  and  his  virtue; 
By  her  ele<Slion  may  be  truly  read, 
^  What  kind  of  man  he  is. 
2  Gent.  I  honour  him 
Even  ou:  of  your  report.     But,  pray  you,  tell  me, 
Is  fhe  fole  child  to  the  king  ? 

1  Gent.  His  only  child. 

He  had  two  fons  (if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
Mark  it),  the  eldeil  of  them  at  three  years  old, 
I'the  fwathing  clothes  the  other,  from  their  nurfery 
Were  ftolea;  and,  to  this  hour,  no  guefs  in  knowledge 
Which  way  they  went. 

2  Gent.  How  long  is  this  ago  ? 
I  Gent.  Some  twenty  years. 

%  Gent  That  a  king's  children  fhould  be  fo  convey'd ! 

So 


CYMBELINE.  5 

So  flackly  guarded !   And  the  fearch  fo  flow 
That  could  not  trace  them  ! 

1  Gent,  Howfoe'er  *tis  ftrange, 

Or  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laugh'd  at, 
Yet  is  It  tru-',  Sir. 

2  Gent.  I  do  well  believe  you. 

I  Gsnt»  We  muft  forbear:  Here  comes  the  gentleman. 
The  qu^en,  and  princefs.  [Exeunt* 


SCEJSTE  TL 
Enter  the  ^een^  PosrHUMUS,  Imogen,  and  Attendants, 

^een.  No,  be  afTured,  you  ihall  not  find  me,  daughter. 
After  the  flander  of  moit  ftep-mothers, 
Evil-ey'd  Uiito  you :  you  are  my  prifoner,  but 
Your  gaoler  ihall  deliver  you  the  keys 
That  lock  up  your  reftraint.     For  you,  Po/ibumus^ 
So  foon  as  i  can  v/in  the  offended  king, 
I  will  be  known  your  advocate  :  marry,  yet 
The  fire  of  rage  is  ia  him  j  and  'twere  good 
You  ieanM  unco  his  fentence,  with  what  patience 
Your  wifdom  may  inform  you. 

Po/I.  Pleafe  your  highnefs, 
I  Will  from  hence  to-day. 

^ueen.  You  know  the  peril :— — 
I'll  r^tch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  pitying 
The  pangs  of  barr'd  afFe6lions ;  though  the  kin^ 
Hath  charg'd  you  fhould  not  fp?ak  together.  [Exit, 

Imo.  O  diiiembling  courtsfy!   How  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  ihe  wounds ! — My  deareil  hufband, 
I  fomething  fear  m^y  father's  wrath  j   but  nothincrj 
(Always  referv'd  my  holy  duty),  what 
His  rage  can  do  on  me  :  You  muft  be  gone; 
And  I  fhali  here  abide  tiie  hourly  lliot 
Of  angry  eyes;  not  comforted  to  live. 
But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world. 
That  I  may  fee  again. 

Poft, 
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Pojl,  My  queen  !  my  miftrefs  ! 
Oj  lady,  weep  no  more ;  left  I  give  caufe 
To  be  fufpedted  of  more  tendernefs 
Than  both  become  a  man !  I  will  remain 
The  loyal'ft  hufband  that  did  e*er  plight  troth. 
My  refidence  in  Rome,  at  one  Phdario's  ; 
Who  to  my  father  was  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  letters  thither  write,  my  queen, 
And  with  mine  eyes  I'll  drink  the  words  you  fend, 
Though  ink  be  made  of  gall. 

Re-enter  ^een. 

^een.  Be  brief,  I  pray  you : 
If  the  king  come,  I  fhall  incur  I  know  not 
How  much  of  his  difpleafure  : — Yet  1*11  move  him  [y^r. 
To  walk  this  wayj  I  never  do  him  wrong, 
But  he  does  buy  my  injuries,  to  be  friends; 
Pays  dear  for  my  offences.  [Exii. 

Poji,  Should  we  be  taking  leave 
As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live, 
The  lothnefs  to  depart  would  grow:  Adieu  ! 

Imo.  Nay,  ft  ay  a  little : 
Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  air  yourfelf. 
Such  parting  were  too  petty.     Look  here,  love ; 
This  diamond  was  my  mother's  :  take  it,  heart ', 
But  keep  it  'till  you  woo  another  wife. 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Pojl,  How  I  how  !  another  ? — 
You  gentle  gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have, 
And  fear  up  my  embracements  from  a  next 
With  bonds  of  death  ! — Rem.ain,  remain  thou  here 

\_PutUvg  071  the  ring' 
While  fenfc  can  keep  it  on !   And  fweeteft,  faireft. 
As  I  my  poor  felf  did  exchange  for  you. 
To  you  fo  infinite  lofs ;  fo,  in  our  trifles 
I  ft  ill  win  of  you :  For  my  fake,  wear  this  ; 
It  is  a  manacle  of  love;  Til  place  it 

[Puithig  a  bracelet  on  her  arm 
Upon  this  faireft  prifoner. 

Imo.  O,  the  gods ! 

When  fhall  we  fee  again  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Cymbeline,  and  Lords, 

Poft.  Alack,  the  king  ! 

Cym,    Thou    bafeft  thing,    avoid!     hence,     from  my 
fight ! 
If,  after  this  command,  thou  fraught  the  court 
With  thy  unworthinefs,  thou  dy'ft  :  Away! 
Thou  art  poifon  to  my  blood. 

Poji,  The  gods  protecSb  you  ! 
And  blefs  the  good  remainders  of  the  court ! 
I  am  gone.  lExii, 

Imo.  There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 
More  (harp  than  this  is. 

Ojm,  O  difloyal  thing, 
That  {hould'ft  repair  my  youth  ^  thou  heapeft 
A  year's  age  on  me ! 

Imo.  I  befeech  you,  Sir, 
Harm,  not  yourfelf  with  your  vexation  ;  I 
Am  fenfelefs  of  your  wrath  ^  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 

Cym.  Paft  grace  ?  obedience  ? 

Imo,  Paft  hope,  and  in  defpair;    that  way,    paft  graced 

Cym,  That  might'ft  have  had  the  fole  fon  of  my  queen  ! 

Imo,  O  bleft,  that  I  might  not !  I  chofe  an  eagle, 
And  did  avoid  a  puttock. 

Cym,  Thou  took'ft  a  beggar  ^    would'ft  have  made  my 
throne 
A  feat  for  bafenefs. 

Imo,  No  \  I  rather  added 
A  luftre  to  it. 

Cym,  O  thou  vile  one  ! 

Imo.  Sir, 
It  is  your  fault  that  I  have  lov'd  Fojihumus  r 
You  bred  him  as  my  play- fellow ;  and  he  is 
A  man  v/orth  any  woman  5  over-buys  me 
Almoft  the  fum  he  pays. 

Cym.  What  1 — art  thou  mad  ? 

Imo,  Almoft,    Sir ;    Heaven  reftore  me  ! — Would   I 
Were 
A  neat-herd's  daughter !  and  my  Leonatui 
Our  neighbour  fhepherd's  fon  ! 

Ke-mter 
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Re-enter  ^eeru 

Cym.  Thou  foolifh  thing  I 
They  were  again  together :  you  have  done 

[Tothe^ueen. 
Not  after  our  command.    Away  with  her, 
And  pen  her  up. 

^een.  Befeech  your  patience  : — Peace, 
Dear  lady  daughter,  peace  5— Sweet  fovereign, 
Leave  us  to  ourfelves ;  and  make  yourfelf  fome  comfort 
Out  of  your  beft  advice. 

C-jin.  Nay,  let  her  languifh 
A  drop  of  blood  a-dayj  and,  being  aged, 
Die  of  this  folly?  [ExiU 

Enter  PisANlo. 

^een.  Fie  ! — you  mufl  give  way : 
Here  is  your  fervant. — How  now.  Sir,  what  news  ? 

P'lf.  My  lord,  your  fon  drew  on  my  mailer. 

^een.   Ha! 
No  narm,  I  trufl,  is  done  ? 

Pif.  There  might  have  been, 
But  that  my  mafter  rather  play'd  than  fought. 
And  had  no  help  of  anger :  they  were  parted 
^^  gentlemen  at  hand. 

^een,  I  am  very  glad  on't. 

Imo,  Your    fon's    my    father's  friend :     he  takes    his 

part 

To  draw  upon  an  exile  ! — O  brave  Sir  !— — 

I  would  they  were  in  Africk  both  together; 

Myfelf  by  with  a  needle,  that  I  might  prick 

The  goer  back.     Why  came  you  from  your  mafter  ? 

Pif.  On  his  command:   He  would  not  fufFer  me 
To  bring  him  to  the  haven  :  left  thefe  notes 
Of  what  commands  I  fhould  be  fubje<Si:  to, 
When  it  pleas'd  you  to  employ  me. 

^een.  This  hath  been 
Your  faithful  fervant :  I  dare  lay  mine  honour^ 
Hi  v/ill  remain  fo. 

Pif^  I  humbly  thank  your  highnefs. 

^een.  Pray,  walk  a  while. 

5  irn9^ 
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imo.  About  fome  half-hour  hence,    pray  you,   fpeak 
with  me : 
You  fhall,  at  leafV,  go  fee  my  lord  abroad : 
For  this  time  have  me.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  III. 
Enter  Cloten,  and  two  Lords, 

X  Lord,  Sir,  I  would  advife  you  to  fhift  a  fhirtj  the 
violence  of  action  hath  mad;^  you  reek  as  a  facrifice: 
Where  air  comes  out,  air  comes  in :  there's  none  abroad 
fo  wholefjme  as  that  you  v^n^, 

Cidt.  If  my  Ihirt  were  bloody,  then  to  fhift  it Have 

I  hurt  him  ? 

2  Lo?'d.  No,  faith  ;  not  Co  much  as  his  patience. 

1  Lord.  Hurt  him  ?  his  body's  a  pafTable  carcafs,  if  he 
be  not  hurt:  it  is  a  thorough-fare  forfteel,  if  it  be  not  hurt, 

2  Lord,  His  ft  eel  was  in  debt  j  it  went  9'  the  back  fide 
the  town.  [^de^ 

Clot.  The  villain  would  not  ftand  me. 
^  Lord.  No ;    but  he  fied  forward  ftill,    toward  your 
face.  [J/tde^ 

1  Lord.  Stand  you  !  You  have  land  enough  of  your  own : 
but  he  added  to  your  having  -,  gave  you  foine  ground. 

2  Lord,  As  many  inches  as  you  have  oceans  :    Puppies  ! 

Qoi.  I  would  they  had  not  come  between  us. 

2  Lord.  So  would  I,  'till  you  had  meafur'd  hov/  long  a 
fool  you  were  upon  the  ground. 

Clot.  And  that  flie  /liould  love  this  fellow,  and  refufe  me  ! 

2  Lord,  If  it  be  a  fm  to  make  a  true  eledlion,  ihe  is 
damn'd  \_J/ide. 

1  Lord.  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  beauty  and  her 
brain  go  not  together ;  She's  a  good  fign,  but  i  have  it^n 
fmall  reflection  of  her  wit. 

2  Lord.  She  fhines  not  upon  fools,  left  the  reflection 
fhould  hurt  her.  [Jjlde. 

Clot.  Come,^  I'll  to  my  chamber:  Would  there  had 
i^eea  ibme  hurt  done  I         •  ,  - 

■B  2  Lord. 
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:  2  Lord.  I  wifh  not  fo;    unlefs  it  had  been  the  fall  of  an 
afs,  which  is  no  great  hurt.  [J/ide, 

Clot.  You  'il  go  with  us  ? 
J  Lord.  I'll  attend  your  lord/hip. 
Clot.  Nay,  CO  ne,  let's  go  together. 
'  %  Lord.  Well,  my  lord.  ^Exeunt, 


SCENE  /^. 

ImogeN'5  Jpartmenis.      Enter   Imogen   and  Pisanio. 

Imo.  I  would  thou  grew'il  unto  the  fhores  o'  the  havenj 
And  queftion'dft  every  fail :  if  he  fhould  write, 
And  1  not  have  it,  'twere  a  peiper  loft 
As  ofFer'd  mercy  is.    What  was  the  lafl 
That  he  fpake  to  thee  ? 

Pif.  'Twas,  His  que  en.,  his  queen! 

Imo.  Then  wav'd  his  handkerchief? 

Pif.  And  kifs'd  it,  madam. 

Imo.  Senfek'fs  linen  !  happier  therein  than  I  !—• 
And  that  was  all  ? 

Pif.  No,  madam ;  for  fo  long 
As  he  could  make  me  with  this  eye,  or  ear, 
Diftinguiih  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief^ 
Siill  waving,  as  the  fits  and  ftirs  of  his  mind 
Could  bell  exprefs  how  ilow  his  foul  fail'd  on, 
How  fvvift  his  fhip. 

Imo.  Thou  ihouldit  have  made  him 
As  little  as  a  crow,  or  lefsj  ere  left 
To  after-eye  him. 

Pif  Madam,  fo  I  did. 

Imct.  I   would  have  broke  mine   eye-ftrings  5    crack'd 
them,  but 
To  look  upon  him  ;  'till  the  diminution 
Of  fpace  had  pointed  him  fharp  as  my  needle  i 
Nay,  lollow'd  him,  'till  he  had  melted  from 
The  fmallnefs  of  a  gnat  to  air  j  and  then 
Have  turn'd  mine  eye,  and  wept. — But,  good  Plfanioy 
When  fhall  we  hear  from  hira  f 
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Ptf.  Be  afTurM,  madam. 
With  h'S  next  vantao;e. 

Imo,  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Moft  pretty  things  to  fay  :  ere  I  could  tell  him. 
How  I  v/ould  thinlc  on  him,  at  certain  hours, 
Such  thoughts,  andfuch;  or  I  could  make  him  fvvea'*, 
I'he  fhe's  of  Italy  fhouid  not  betray 
Mine  intereft,  and  his  honour  ;  or  have  charg'd  him. 
At  the  fixth  hour  of  morn,  at  noon,  at  midnight, 
To  encounter  me  with  orifons,  for  then 
I  am  in  heaven  for  him  ;  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kifs,  which  I  had  fet  >       ^ 

Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  father, 
And,  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north. 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Enter  a  Lady, 

Lady,  The  queen,  madam, 
Defires  your  highnefs*  company. 

Imo.  Thofe  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  then!  difpatch'd.— 
I  will  attend  the  queen. 

Pif.  Madam,  1  fhalh  [ExeunU 


SCENE  K 


Rome,      An   Apartment   in    PhilarioV    Houfe,      Enter 
PhilariOj  Iachimo,  and  a  Frenchman. 

lach.  Believe  it.  Sir :  I  have  feen  him  in  Britain ;  he 
was  then  of  a  crefcent  note  :  expected  to  prove  fo  worthy, 
as  fmce  he  has  been  allowed  the  name  of:  but  I  could 
then  have  look'd  on  him  without  the  help  of  admiration  ; 
though  the  catalogue  of  his  endowments  had  been  tabled 
by  his  fide,  and  I  to  perufe  him  by  items. 

Phil  You  fpeak  of  him  when  he  was  lefs  furnifh'd^ 
than  nov/  he  is,  with  that  which  makes  him  both  with- 
out and  within. 

French.  I  have  feen  him  in  France:  we  had  very  many 
there,  could  behold  the  fun  with  as  firm  eyes  as  he. 

lach^  This  matter  of  marrying  his  king's  daughter 
B  a  (v/herein 
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(wherein  he  muft  be  weigh'd  rather  by  her  vatue,  than  hi5 
own),  words  him,  I  doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from  the 
matter. 

French.  And  then  his  banifhment. 

Jack  Ay,  and  the  approbations  of  thofe  that  weep  this 
lamentable  divorce,  under  her  colours,  are  wonderfully  to 
extend  him;  be  it  but  to  fortify  her  judgment,  which  elfc 
an  eafy  battery  might  lay  flat,  for  taking  a  b.ggar  with- 
out more  quality.  But  how  comes  it^  he  is  to  fojourn 
tvith  you  ?  How  creeps  acquaintance  ?- 

FliiL  His  father  and  I  were  foldiers  together  ;  to  whom 
I  have  been  often  bound  for  no  lefs  than  my  life  !— 

Enter  Posthumus. 

Here  comes  the  Briton :  Let  him  be  fo  entertained- 
amongft  you,  as  fuits,  with  gentlemen  of  your  knowing, 
to  a  ftranger  of  his  quality. — I  befeech  you  all,  be  better 
known  to  this  gentleman ;  whom  I  commend  to  you,  as 
a  noble  friend  of  mine  :  How  worthy  he  is,  I  will  leave 
to  appear  hereafter,  rather  than  ftory  him  in  his  own- 
hearing. 

French.  Sir,  we  have  known  together  in  Orleans. 

Pofi,  Since  when  1  have  been  debtor  to  you  for  courte- 
£es,  which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay  ftill. 

French.  Sir,  you  o'er -rate  my  poor  kindnefs:  I  was 
glad  I  did  atone  my  countryman  and  you  ;  it  had  been 
pity,  you  /hould  have  been  put  together  with  fo  mortal 
a  purpcfe,  as  then  each  bore,,  upon  importance  of  fo  flight 
and  trivial  a  nature, 

Po/},  By  your  pardon,  Sir,  I  was  then  a  young  travel- 
ler ;  rather  ihunn'd  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard,  than  in 
my  very  acSlion  to  be  guided  by  others'  experiences  ;  but 
upon  my  mended  judgm.ent  (if  I  offend  not  to  fay  it  is 
mended),  my  quarrel  v/as  not  altogether  flight. 

French.  'Faith,  yes,  to  be  put  to  the  arbitrement  of 
fwords;  and  by  fuch  two,  that  would,;  by  all  likelihood, 
have  confounded  one  the  other,  or  have  fallen  both. 

Jach.  Can  we,  with  manners,  afk-  what  was  the  differ- 
ence ? 

French.  Safely,  I  think ;  'twas  a  contention  in  public^, 
which  may,  without  contradiction,  fuffer  the  report.  It 
was  much  like  an  argument  that  fell  out  laft  night,  where 

each 
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each  of  us  fell  in  praife  of  our  country  mlftrefltis:  This 
gentleman  at  that  time  vouching  (and  upon  warrant  of 
blood/  affirmation)  his  to  be  more  fair,  virtuous,  v/if:;, 
chafte,  coniiant-qualified,  and  lefs  attemptible,  than  any 
the  rareft  of  our  ladies  in  France. 

lack  That  lady  is  not  now  living  ;  or  this  gentleman's 
opinion,  by  this,  worn  out. 

Pojf.  She  holds  her  virtue  ftill,  and  I  my  mind. 
Jack  You  muft  not  fo  far  prefer  her  'fore  ours  of  Italy, 
Pofi.  Being  fo   far  provok'd  as  I  was   in   France,   I 
would  abate  her  nothing  5   though  I    profefs    myfelf  her 
adorer,  not  her  friend. 

lack  As  fair,  and  as  good  (a  kind  of  hand-in-hand 
comp-;rifon),  had  been  fomething  too  fair,  and  too  good, 
for  any  lady  in  Brittany.  If  fhe  went  before  others  I  have 
feen,  as  that  diamond  of  your's  out-^luftres  many  I  have 
beheld,  I  could  not  believe  fhe  excelled  many :  but  I  have 
not  feen  the  moil  precious  diamond  that  is,  nor  you  the 
lady. 

Pofi.  I  praisM  her,  as  I  rated  her :    So  do  I  my  floneo 
lach.  What  do  you  efteem  it  at? 
Poji,  More  than  the  world  enjoys. 
lack  Either  your  unparagon'd  miftrefs  is  dead,  or  ihe's 
out-priz'd  by  a  trifle, 

PoJ}.  You  are  miftaken :  the  one  may  be  fold,  or 
given,  if  there  were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchafe,  or 
merit  for  the  gift  j  the  other  is  not  a  thing  for  fale,  and 
only  the  gift  of  the  gods. 

Jack  Which  the  gods  have  given  you  ? 
Po/}.  Which^  by  their  graces,  I  will  keep. 
Jack  You  may  wear  her  in  title  your's :  but,  you 
know,  ftrange  fowl  light  upon  neighbouring  pondso 
Your  ring  may  be  ftolen  too  :  fo,  of  your  brace  of  un- 
prizable  eftimations,  the  one  is  but  frail,  and  the  other 
cafual ;  a  cunning  thief,  or  a  that -way-accomplifliM  cour- 
tier, would  hazard  the  winning  both  of  firft  and  laft. 

Pofi.  Your  Italy  contains  none  fo  accomplifii'd  a  cour<. 
tier,  to  convince  the  honour  of  my  miilrefs;  if,  in  the 
holding  or  lofs  of  that,  you  term  her  frail.  I  do  nothing 
doubt,  you  have  ftore  of  thieves  3  notwithllandingy  Xfear 
not  my  ring. 

Fbil  Let  us  leave  here,  gentlemen. 
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FoJi»  Sir,  with  all  my  heart.  This  worthy  Signio^, 
I  thank  him,,  makes  no  ftranger  of  me  ;  we  are  familiar  stt 
firff. 

lach.  With  five  times  fo  much  converfation,  I  fhould 
get  ground  of  your  fair  miftrefs  :  make  her  go  back,  even 
to  the  yielding  i  had  I  admittance,  and  opportunity  to 
fi'iend- 

Fofl.  No,  no. 

lach.  I  dare,  thereupon,  pawn  the  moiety  of  my  eftate  to 
jour  ring  ;  which,  in  my  opinion,  o'er- values  it  fome- 
thing:  But  I  make  my  wager  rather  againft  your  confi- 
dence, than  her  reputation  ;  and,  to  bar  your  ofFence 
herein  too,  I  durft  attempt  it  againft  any  lady  in  the  world. 
Pofl,  You  are  a  great  deal  abus'd  in  too  bold  a  perfua- 
fion  ;  and  I  doubt  not  you  fuftain  what  you're  worthy  of, 
h^  your  attempt. 
lacb.  What's  that  ? 

Poft,  A  repulfei  Though  yotir  attempt,  as  you  call  it, 
deferves  more  ;.  a   punifhment  too* 

PhtL  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this :  it  came  in  too  fud- 
denly ;  l@t  it  die^asit  was  born,  and,  I  pray  you^  be  bet- 
ter acquainted. 

lack.  Would  I  had  put  my  eftate,  and  my  neighbour's, 
on  the  approbation  of  what  1  have  fpoke. 
Poft.  \Vhat  lady  would  you  chufe  to  aflail  ? 
lach,  Your's ;  who  in  conftancy,  you  think,  ftands  fo 
fafe,  I  \v\\\  lay  you  ten  thoufand  ducats  to  your  ring, 
that,  commend  me  to  the  court  where  your  lady  is,  with 
no  more  advantage  than  the  opportunity  of  a  fecond  con- 
ference, and  I  will  bring  from  tlience  that  honour  of  her's, 
which  you  imagine  fo  refer v'd^ 

Pojt.  I  will  wage  againft  your  gold,  gold  to  it :  my 
ring  I  hold  dear  as   my  finger ;   'tis  part  of  it. 

lach.  You  are  a  friend,  and  therein  the  wifer.  If  you 
buy  ladies'  flefh  at  a  million  a  dram,  you  cannot  preferve  it 
from  tainting  :  But,  I  fee,,  you  have  {qu\q  religion  in  you, 
that  you  fear. 

Pol}.  This  is  but  a  cuftom  in  your  tongue  :  you  bear  a 
graver  purpofe,  I  hope, 

lach,  I  am  the  mafter  of  my  fpeeches  ;  and  would  un- 
dergo whit's  fpoken,  I  fwear. 


CYMBELINE-  f$ 

Foft-  Will  you?— I  fhall  but  lend  my  diamond 'til! 
your  r'^rturn  : — Let  there  be  covenants  drawn  between  us: 
My  miftrefs  exceed'^-  in  goodnefs  the  hugenefs  of  your  un-f 
worthy  thinking:  I  dare  you  to  this  match:  here's  my 
ring. 

Phtl.  I  will  have  it  no  lay. 

lack.  By  the  gods  it  is  one :  If  I  bring  you  no  fufficient 
teftimony  chat  I  have  enjoy'd  the  deareft  bodily  part  of  your 
miftrvfs,  my  ten  thoufand  ducats  are  your"'s  ,  fj  is  yjur 
diamond  too  :  If  I  come  off,  and  leave  her  infuch  honour 
as  you  have  truil  in,  £be  your  jew^],  this  your  jewel,  and 
mv  gold,  are  your's  ;— provided,  I  have  your  commenda- 
tion, for  my  more  free  entertainment. 

Foft,  I  embrace  thefe  conditions ;  let  us  have  articles  be- 
twixt us : — Only,  thus  far  you  fhall  anfwer.  If  you 
make  your  voyage  upon  her,  and  give  me  directly  to  un- 
<lerftand  you  have  prevail'd,  I  am  no  further  your  enem.y, 
fhe  is  not  worth  our  debate  :  ii  fhe  remain  unfsduced  (you 
not  making  it  appear  otherwlfe),  for  your  ill  opinion, 
and  the  aliault  you  have  made  to  her  chaftiLy,  you  ihall 
anfwer  me  with  your  fword. 

lach.  Your  hand  ;  a  covenant:  We  will  have  thefe 
things  fet  dov/n  by  lawful  counfel,  and  ftraight  away  for 
Britain;  left  the  bargain  fnould  catch  cold,  and  ftarve  :  I 
will  fetch 'my  gold,  and  have  our  two  wafers  recorded. 

Foft.  Agreed.  [£;vvz^,»z?  Post,  and  Iaqh. 

French.  Will  this  hold,  think  you  r 

FhiL  Signior  lachimo  will  not  from  it.  Pra)',  let  us 
follow  'em.  [Exeu/iL 


SCENE  VL 
Cymbeline'^  Palace,      Enter  ^een^  Ladies^  GJid  Coz^ 

NELIUS. 

^ueen.  Whiles  yet  the  dew's  on  ground,  gather  thofe 
flowers; 
Make  hafte :  who  has  the  note  of  them  ? 
I   Lady.  I,  madam. 
^^.een,  Difpatch.—  [Exeunt  Ladm, 

Now,  mafter  doctor  3  have  yo'4  brought  thoie  dru^^s  ? 

Con 
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Or,    Pleafeth    your    highnefs,    ay:    here    they    are, 
madam : 
But  I  befeech  your  grace  (v/ithout  offence ; 
My  confcience  bids  me  afk),  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  thofe  mod  poifonous  compounds, 
V/hich  are  the  movers  of  a  hmguifliing  death  ^ 
But,  though  flow,   deadly  ? 

^een.  1  wonder,  do6tor. 
Thou  afk'tl  mie  fuch  a  queftion :  Have  I  not  been 
Thy  pupil  long  ?  Had  thou  not  learn'd  me  how 
To  make  periumes?  dirtii?  prefrve  ?  yea,  fo. 
That  our  great  king  huTifelf  doth  woo  me  oft 
For  m.y  confeclioas  ?   Having  thus  far  proceeded 
(Unlcls  thouthink'il  me  devilifh),  is'tnot  meet 
That  I  did  amplify  my  judgment  in 
Other  conc^ufions  ?  I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  thefe  thy  compounds  on  fuch  creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging  (but  none  human)> 
To  try  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
Albyn^ients  to  their  act ;  and  by  them  gather 
Their  feveral  virtues,  and  elFetStSc 

Cor.  Your  highnefs 
Shall  fiom  this  practice  but  make  hard  your  heart: 
Eefides,  the  feeing  thefe  efFe6ts  will  be 
Both  noifome  and  infetSlious, 

^een.  O,  content  thee, 

Enter  PiSANlo. 

Here  comes  a  flattering  rafcal  \    upon  him  [Afide^ 

Will  I  firftwork:   he's  for  his  mafler, 

And  enemy  to  my  fon, — How  now,  Pifanio?'-^ 

Docflor,   your  fervice  for  this  time  is  ended  | 

Take  your  own  way. 

Cqt.  I  do  fufpedl  you,  madam  | 
But  you  {h>  11  ^Q  no  harm,  [Jfide^ 

^een.  Hark  thecj  a  word, [To  PiSANio. 

Cor,  [J/ide]  I  do   not  like   her,    ^hc  doth  think,  flis 
has 
Strange  lingering  poifons  :  I  do  know  her  foirlt^ 
And  v/ill   not  trud  one  of  her  malice  with 
A  drug  of  fuch  dama'd  nature  :   Thofe  ihe  has 

5  Wili 
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Will  ftuplfy  and  dull  the  fenfe  a  while  i 

Which  firft,  perchance,  fhe'll  prove  on  cats  and  dogsj 

Then  afterward  up  higher  :  but  there  is 

No  danger  in  whdt  ihcw  of  d^ath  it  makes. 

More  than  the  locking  up  the  fpirits  a  time, 

To  be   more  fre{h>  reviving.     She  is  fool'd 

With   a  moft  falfe  efFecl:  j  and  I   the  truer, 

So  to  be  falfe  with  her. 

^een.  No  further  fervice,  do£lor, 
Until  I  fend  for  thee. 

Cor,  I  humbly  take  my  leave,  [Exit 

^een.  Weeps  fhe  ftill,  fay'itthou'?    Doft  thou  think 
in  time 
She  will  not  quench  \  and  let  inftrudlions  enter 
Where  folly  now  podefles  ?  Do  thou  work  : 
When  thou  (halt  bring  me  word,  ihe  loves  my  fon, 
I'll  tell  thee,  on  the  inftant,  thou  art  then 
As  great  as  is  thy  mafter :  greater ;   for 
His  fortunes  all  lie  fpeechlefs,  and  his  name 
Is  at  lail  gafp:  Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is  :  to  fhift  his  being. 
Is  to  exchange  one  mifery  with  another  j 
And  every  day,  that  comes,  coaies  to  decay 
A  day's  work  in  him  :  What  ihak  thou  expecl, 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans  ? 
"Who  cannot  be  new  built ;  nor  has  no  friends, 

\Tke  ^.sen  drop  a  phial:  Pisanio  takes  it  up. 
So  much  as  but  to  prop  him  ? — Thou  tak'ft  up 
Thou  know'ft  not  what ;  but  take  it  for  thy  labour  : 
It  is' a  thing  I  make,  which  hath  the  king 
Five  times  redeemed  from  death  ;  I  do  not  know 
What  is  more  cordial; — Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  take  it; 
It  is  an  earneft  of  a  further  good 
That  I  mean  to  thee.     Tell  thy  miftrefs  hov/ 
The  cafe  ftands  v/ith  her  ;  do't,  as  from  th  yfelf. 
Think  what  a  chance  thou  changeft  on ;  but  think 
Thou  haft  thy  miftrefs  ftill ;  to  boot,  my  ion, 
Who  fhall  take  notice  of  thee:  I'll  move  the  king 
To  any  ihape  of  thy  preferment,  fuch 
As  thou'lt  defire ;  and  then  myitlx^  I  chiefly 
That  fet  thee  on  to  this  defert,  am  bound 
^0  load  thy  laerit  richly.     Call  my  women.: 

[^Sa-zV  Pisanio, 
C  '  Think 
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Think  on  my  words. — A  fly  and  conflant  knave 5. 

Not  to  be  ih  ik'd  :   the  agent  for  his  mafter  ; 

And  the  remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold 

The  hand  faft  to  her  lord.— I  have  given  him  that. 

Which,  if  he  take,  fball  quite  unpeople  her 

Of  leigers  for  her  fv/eet;  and  which  iLe,  after. 

Except  fhe  bend  her  humour,  ihall  be  affur'd 

Re  enter  Pi 3 an  10,  and  Ladles, 

To  talle  of  too.— So,  fo  ;— well  done,  well  done : 

The  violets,  cowflips,  and  the  primrofes, 

Bear  to  my  clofet : — Fare  thee  well,  Pifan'io ; 

Think  on  my  words.  [Exeunt  ^.een  and  Ladies. 

pi/:  And  fnall  do; 
Bu    when  to  my  good  lord  I  prove  untrue, 
I'll  choke  myfeif :  there's  all  I'll  do  for  you,  [Exit^ 
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Imogen'^  Apartment.     Enter  Imogen, 

Imo.  A  father  cruel,  and  a  ftep-dame  falfe ; 
'A  foolifli  fuitor  to  a  wedded  lady, 
That  hath  her  hufband  banifhed  ;— O,  that  hufband  * 
My  fupreme  crown  of  grief !   and  thofe  repeated 
Vexations  of  it  1  Had  1  been  thief-fcolen. 
As  my  two  brothers,  happy  1  but  moil  miferable 
Is  the  defire  that's  glorious  :  Rl  fled  be  thofe. 
How  mean  foe'er,  that  have  their  honeft  v.'ilis, 
Which  feafons  comfort.— V/ho  may  this  be  ?  Fie  ! 


Enter  PisANio,  and  Iachimo. 

Pif.  Maviam,  a  noble  gentlem.an  of  Rome, 
Comes  from  my  lord  v/ith  letters. 

lack  Change  you,  madam  ? 
The  Avorthy  Leonatus  is  in  Metyy 
And  greets  your  highnefs  dearly.  IGives  a  Letter. 

hno.  Thanks,  good  Sirj 
You  are  kindly  welcome. 

lach.  All  of  herj  tha^t  is  out  of  door,  moil;  rich  \ 
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if  fhe  be  furnifii'd  with  a  mind  io  rarc^  X^Jfide^ 

She  is  alone  the  Arabian  bird  ;  and  I  .  . 

Have  loll  the  wager.     Boldnels  be  my  friend  ! 

Arm  me,  audacity,  from  head  to  foot  I 

Or,  like  the  Parthian,  I  Ihall  flying  fight^ 

Rather,  directly  fly. 

Imogen  readsi 

He  is  one  of  the  nohlejl  note^    to  whofe  k'mdnejje's  I  am 

moft  infinitely  tied^     Kefi^eii   upon   him    accordingly^  as  yon  • 
value  your  trujl, 

LeCNATUSi 

SSo  far  I  read  aloud  : 

But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 

Is  warm'd  by  the  reft,  and  takes  it  thankfully.-*. 

You  are  as  welcome,  worthy  Sir,  as  I 

Have  v/ords  to  bid  you  ,  and  fhall  frnd  it  fo. 

In  all  that  I  can  do. 

lach.  Thanks,  faired:  lady.-^ 
Wliat  !  are  men  mad  ?  Hath  nature  given  them  eyes 

1  6  fee  this  vaulted  arch,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  fea  and  land,  which  can  diftinguiih  'twixt 
The  fiery  orbs  above,    and  the  tvvinn'd  fbones 
Upon  the  number'd  beach  ?  and  can  v/e  not 
Partition  make  with  fpev5lacles  fo  precious 
'Tvvixt  fair  and  foul  ? 

Imo.  What  makes  your  admiration  ? 

lach.  It  cannot  be  i*  the  dye  ;  for  apes  and  monkcySj 
'Twixt  two  fuch  {he's,  would  chatter  this  way,  and 
Contemn  with  nrtows  the  other:  Nor  i'  the  judgment  | 
For  idiots,  in  this  cafe  of  favour,  would 
Be  wifely  definite  :   Nor  i'  the  appetite  ; 
Siuttery,  to  fuch  neat  excel. eilcc  oppos'dj 
Should  make  defire  vomit  emptinefs. 
Not  fo  allurM  to  feedb  .  . 

Imo.  What  is  the  matter,  trow  \ 

lach.  The  cloyed  will    ■ 
TThat  faciaie  yet  unfatisfy'd  defire. 
That  tub  both  fill'd  and  running),  ravenin^^  firfi     ' 
The  bmbj  longs  after  for  -he  garbage. 

C  2  ImSi 
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Jmo.  What,  dear  Sir, 
Thus  raps  you  ?  Are  you  well  ? 

lach.  Thanks,   madam;  well:* — ^Befeech  you.   Sir, 

[To   PiSANIO, 
Defire  my  man's  abode  where  I  did  leave  him : 
He's  flrange,  and  peevifn. 

Pif.  I  was  goina:,  Sir,  ^ 

To  give  him  welcome, 

Jmo.  Continues  well  m.y  lord  ?  His  health,  'befeech  you  ? 

Jach.  Well,  madam. 

Jmo.  Is  he  difpos'd  to  mirth  ?  I  hope,  he  is. 

lach.  Exceeding  pleafant ;  none  a  Granger  there 
So  merry  and  (o  gamefome  :  he  is  call'd 
The  Briton  reveller. 

Imo»  When  he  was  here. 
He  did  incline  to  fadnefs ,  and  oft-times 
Not  knowing  why, 

lach.  I  never  faw  him  fad. 
There  is  a  Frenchman  his  companion,  one 
An  eminent  monfieur,  that,  it  feem?,  much  loves 
A  Gallian  girl  at  home  :  he  furnaces 
The  thick  lighs  from  him  !  whiles  the  jolly  Briton 
(\  our  lord,   I  mean)  laughs  from's  free  lungs,  cries,  0  f 
Can  my  fides  hold^  to  tlmik^  that  man — who  knovji 
By  h'lllory^  report^  or  his  ozvn proof 
JVhat  zvo?nan  is,  yea^   what  fne  cannot  choofe 
But  muji  be — will  his  free  hours  languijh 
For  affufd  bondage  ? 

Into.  ¥/iil  my  lord  fay  fo  ? 

lach.  Ay,  madam  ;  with  his  eyes  in  flood  with  laughter* 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by. 

And  hear  him  m.ock  the  Frenchman :  But,  heavens  knoWj 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame. 

Imo,  Not  he,  I  hope.  '•' 

lach.  Not  he:    But  yet  heaven's   bounty  towards  him 
might 
Be  us'd  more  thankfully.  In  himfelf,  'tis  much ; 
jn  you — v/hich  I  account  his,  beyond  all  talents-^ 
\¥iiilil:  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 
To  pity  too. 

Imo.  What  do  you  pity,  Sir  \ 

Jach,  Two  creatures,  heartily. 

hno.  Am  I  one,  Sir  I 
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You  look  on  me  ;  What  wreck  difcern  you  in  me 

Deferves  your  pity  ? 

lach.  Lamentable  ?  What 
To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  fun,  and  folace 
V  the  dungeon  by  a  fnufF. 

Imo,  I  pray  you,    Sir, 
Deliver  with  more  opennefs  your  anfwers 
To  my  demands.    Why  do  you  pity  me  ? 

lach.  That  others  do, 

I  was  about  to  fay,  enjoy  your But 

It  is  an  office  of  the  gods  to  'venge  it. 
Not  mine  to  fpeak  on't. 

lino.  You  do  feem  to  know 
Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me ;  Pray  you 
(Since  doubting  things  go  ill,  often  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  furs  they  do :  For  certainties 
Either  are  paft  remedies  ;  or  timely  knowing, 
The  remedy  then  born),  difcover  to  me 
What  both  you  fpur  and  ftop.  ' 

lach.  Had  I  this  cheek 
To  bathe  my  lips  upon  ;  this  hand,  whofe  touch, 
Whofe  every  touch,  would  force  the  feeler's  foul 
To  the  oath  of  loyalty  ;  this  object,  which 
Takes  pri  Toner  the  v/ild  motion  of  mine  eye. 
Fixing  it  only  here:  fhould  I  (damn'd  then) 
Slaver  with  lips  as  common  as  the  ftairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol ;  join  gripes  with  hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  falfehood  {falfehood,  as 
With  labour)  then  lie  peeping  in  an  eye, 
Bafe  and  unluftrous  as  the  fmoky  light 
That's    fed  v/ith  ftinking  tallow  ;  it  were  Et, 
That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  fnould  at  one  tim^, 
Encounter  fuch  revolt. 

Imo.  My  lord,  i  fear. 
Has  forgot  Britain. 

lach.  And  himfflf.    Not  I, 
JncliiVd  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 
The  beggary  of  his  change  ;  but  'tis  your  graced 
That,  from  my  muteft  confcience,  to  my  tongue. 
Charms  this  report  oat* 

Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more, 

lach.  O  deareft  foul  !  your  caufe  doth  ftrike  my  heait 
With  pity,  that  doth  make  me  fxck.     A  lady 
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So  fair,  and  faftenM  to  an  empery, 

V/ould  make  the  greateft  king  double  1  to  be  partnerM 

With  tomboys,  hirM  with  that  fjlf-exhibition 

"Which  your  own  coffers  yield  !   with  difsas'd  venturesj- 

That  play  with  all  infirmities  for  gold 

Which  rottennefs  can  lend  nature  !   fuch  boiPd  fluffy 

As  well  might  poifon  poifon  !    Be  reveng'd ; 

Or  fhe,  that  bore  you,  v^'as  no  queen,  and  you 

Recoil  from  your  great  llock. 
,    hno.  Reveng'd  1 

Hov/  ihould  I  be  revengM  ?  If  this  be  true 

(As  I  have  fuch  a  heart,  that  both  mine  ears 

Muil  not  in  hafce  abufe),  if  it  be  true. 

How  fhould  I  be  reveng'd  ? 
lach.  Should  he  make  me 

Live  like  Diana's  prieft,  betwixt  cold  fheets  j 

Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramps. 

In  your  defpight,  upon  your  purfe  ?    Revenge  it< 

I  dedicate  myfelf  to  your  fweet  pleafure  : 

More  noble  than  that  runagate  to  your  bedj 

And  will  continue  faft  to  your  affection, 

^x^iW  clofe,  as  fure. 

Imo,  What  ho,  Ptfanio  / 

lach.  Let  me  my  fervice  tender  on  yoiirlips* 

Ima.  Away  !  ^— I  do  condemn  mine  ears,  that  havd 

So  long  attended  thee. — If  thou  wert  honourable, 
Thou  would'il  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue,  not 

For  fuch  an  end  thou  feek'ft  j  "as  bale  as  ftrange* 

Thou  wrong'tt  a  gentleman,  who  is  as  far 

From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honour  i  and 

Soiicit'ft  here  a  lady,  that  difdains 

Thee  and  the  devil  alike: — What  ho,  P'lpmio!-^ 

The  king  my  father  fhall  be  made  acquamted 

Of  thy  affault :  if  he  fHall  think  it  fit, 

A  fancy  flranger.  In  his  court,  to  mart 

As  in  a  Romiih  ffew,  and  to  expound 

His  beaflily  mind  to  us  5  he  hath  a  court 

He  little  cares  for,  and  a  daughter  whom 

He  not  refpedts  at  alL What  ho,   Pifanlo  t 

lach.  O  happy  Leono.tus  !  I  may  fay  ; 
The  credit  that  thy  lady  hath  of  thee, 
Deferves  thy  truft ;  and  thy  moil  perfevSl:  goodn  T^ 
Her  alTur'd  credit !— Bieflbd  live  you  long  ! 

3  A  lad/ 
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A  lady  to  the  wortblefl  Sir,  that  ever 
Country  call'd  his  !   and  you  his  miftrcx-^,  only 
For  the  moft  worthieft  fit !   Give  me  your  pardon. 
I  have  ipoke  this,  to  know  if  your  affiance 
Were  deeply  rooted;  and  fhall  make  your  lord, 
That  vv^hich  he  is,  new  o'er  :  And  he  is  one 
The  trueft-manner'd  ;  fuch  a  holy  witch, 
That  he  enchants  focieties  unto  him : 
Half  all  men's  hearts  are  his. 

Imo.  You  make  amends. 

Jach,  He  fits 'mongft  men,  like  a  defcended  god: 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour  fets  him  ofF, 
More  than  a  m.ortal  feeming.    Be  not  angry, 
Moft  mi2;hty  princefs,  that  I  have  adventur'd 
To  try  your  taking  of  a  falfe  report ;  which  hath 
Honour'd  with  confirmation  your  great  judgment 
In  the  elecfion  of  a  Sir  To  rare, 

Which,  you  know,  cannot  err :  The  love  I  bear  him 
Made  me  to  fan  you  thus  ;  but  the  gods  made  you, 
Unlike  all  others,  chaffiefs.    Pray,  your  pardon. 

I^^.  All's  vvrell.  Sir:  Take  my  power  i'  the  court  for 
your's. 

lach.  My  humble  thanks,  I  had  almoft  forgot, 
To  entreat  your  grace  but  in  a  fmall  requeft, 
And  yet  of  moment  too,  for  it  cancern^ 
Your  lord ;  myfelf,  and  other  noble  friends. 
Are  partners  in  the  bufinefs. 

Imo.  Pray,  what  is't  ? 

/ach.  Some  dozen  Romans  of  us,  and  vour  lord 
(The  beil:  feather  of  our  wing),  have  mingled  fums, 
To  buy  a  prefent  for  the  emperor  ; 
Which  I,  the  fa61:or  for  the  reftj  have  done 
In  France  :    'Tis  plate,  of  rare  device;  andjev/els,, 
Of  rich  and  exquifite  form ;  their  values  great : 
And  I  am  fomething  curious,  being  itrange, 
To  have  them  in  fafe  ftowage ;  May  it  pleafe  you. 
To  take  them  in  protection  ? 

I?no,   Willingly: 
And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  fafsty:   fince 
My  lord  hath  intereft  in  them,  I  will  keep  them 
In  my  bed-chamber, 

lacb.  They  are  in  a  trunk. 
Attended  by  my  men ;  I  will  make  bol4 
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To  fend  them  to  you  only  for  this  night ; 
I  muft  aboard  to-morrov/. 

Imo.  O,  no,  no. 

lack.  Yes,  I  befeech  ;  or  I  fhall  fhort  my  wordj 
By  lengthening  my  return.  From  GaJJia 
I  crofs'd  the  feas  on  purpofe,  and  on  promife 
To  fee  your  grace, 

Imo»  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  ; 
But  not  away  to-morrow  ? 

lach,  O,  I  muft,  madam : 
Therefore  I  fhall  befeech  you,  if  you  pleafs 
To  greet  your  lord  with  writing,  do't  to-night : 
I  have  out-flood  my  time ;  which  is  material        ' 
To  the  tender  of  our  prefent. 

Imo.  I  will  write. 
Send  your  trunk  to  me  ;  it  fhall  fafe  be  kept. 
And  truly  yielded  you ;  You  are  very  welcome. 


JcriL    SCENE  I. 

CymbelineV   Palace.     Enter  Cloten,  and  two  Lords^ 

Cloten. 


w. 


AS  there  ever  man  had  fuch  luck  !  when  I  kifs*d 
the  jack  upon  an  up-caft,  to  be  hit  away  !  I  had  an  hun- 
dred pound  on't :  and  then  a  whorefon  jackanapes  muft 
take  me  up  for  fwearing  ;  as  if  I  borrowed  my  oaths  of 
him,  and  might  not  fpend  them  at  my  pleafure. 

1  Lord.  What  got  he  by  that  ?  You  have  broke  his  pate 
with  your  bowl. 

2  Lord.  If  his  v/it  had  been  like  him  that  broke  it,  it 
would  have  run  ail  out.  [Jfide, 

C/ct  When  a  gentleman  is  difposM  to  fwear,  it  is  not 
for  any  ftanders-by  to  curtail  his  oaths :  Ha  ? 

2  Lord,  N  Oj  my  lord ;  nor  crop  the  ears  of  them. 

[Jfid€. 

Clot.  Whorefon  dog  ! — I  give  him  fatisfa^lion  ? 
'Would,  he  had  been  one  of  my  rank  ! 

2  Z^rr/c. 
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^  Lord.  Tohavefmelt  like  a  fool.     ^       _  ]^Afide. 

Clot.  I  am  not  vex'd  more  at  any  thing  in  the  earth— 
A  pox  on't !  I  had  rather  not  be  fo  noble  as  I  am  j  they 
dare  not  fight  with  me,  bccaufe  of  the  queen  my  mother: 
every  jack-flave  hath  his  belly  full  of  fighting,  and  muft 
go  up  and  down  like  a  cock  that  no  body  can  match, 

2  Lord.  You  are  a  cock  and  a  capon  tooj  and  you  croWj 
cock,  with  your  comb  on. 

Clot.  Sayell  thou  ? 

1  Lord.  It  is  not  fit,  your  lordfhip  fhould  undertake 
every  companion  that  you  give  offence  to. 

Clot.  No,  I  know  that :  but  it  is  fit,  I  fhould  commit 
offence  to  my  inferiors. 

2  Lord.  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  lordfhip  only. 
Clot.  Why,  fo  I  fay. 

1  Lord.  Did  you  hear  of  a  flranger,  that's  come  to 
court  to-night  ? 

Clot.  A  Itranger  !  and  I  not  know  on't ! 

2  Lord,  He's  a  ftrange  fellow  himfelf,  and  knows  it  not. 

lAfide. 

I  Lord,  There's  an  Italian  come  ;  and,  'tis  thought, 
one  of  Leonatus^  friends. 

Cor.  L^onatus  !  a  banifh'd  rafcal ;  and  he's  another, 
whatfoever  he  be.     V/ho  told  you  of  this  flranger  ? 

I  Lord,  One  of  your  lordfhip's  pages. 

Clat,  Is  it  fit,  I  went  to  look  upon  him  ?  Is  there  n« 
derogation  in't  ? 

1  Lord.  You  cannot  derogate,  my  lord. 
Clot,  No^  eafily,  I  think.  " 

2  Lord,  You  are  a  fool  granted  ',  therefore  your  ifTues 
bein^  foolifh,  do  not  derogate.  [^Jftde. 

Ctot.  Come,  I'll  go  fee  this  Italian  :  What  I  have  lofl 
to-day  ^t  bowls,  I'll  win  to-night  of  him.     Come,  go. 

2  Lord,  V\\  attend  your  lordfhip. 

[ExeurJ  Cloten,  and firft  Lord, 
That  fuch  a  crafty  deyil  as  his  mother 
Should  yield  the  world  this  afs  ?  a  wonian,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain  :  and  this  her  fon 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart. 
And  leave  eighteen.     Alas,  poor  princefs, 
Thou  divine  Imogen.^  what  thou  endur'fl ! 
getw^ixt  a  father  by  thy  flep-dame  govern'dj. 
^  mother  hourly  coining  plots ;  a  wooer. 
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More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulfion  is 

Of  thy  dear  hufband,  than  that  horricJ  a£l 

Of  the  divorce  he'd  make  !  The  heavens  hold  firm 

The  wails  of  thy  dear  honour,  keep  unfhak'd 

That  temple,  thy  fair  mind ;  that  thou  may'ft  ftand. 

To  enjoy  thy  banifli*d lord,  and  this  great  land ! 


[Exit. 
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A  Bcd-Chamher ;    in  one  Fart  of  it  a   %-unk.     Imogen 
reading  hi  her  Bed ;    a  Lady  attending, 

Imo.  Who's  there  I  my  woman  Helen  ? 

Lady.  Pleafe  you,  macam. 

Imo.  What  hour  is  it? 

Lady,  Aimoft  midnight,   madam. 

Imo.  I  have  read  three   hours    then  :     mine  eyes  arc 
v.'eak  : 
Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left:    To  bed  : 
Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burning ; 
And  if  thou  canft  awake 'by  four  o'  the  clock, 
I  pr'ythee^  call  me.    Sleep  hath  feiz'd  me  wholly. 

{^Ex'it  Lady. 
To  your  protection  I  cqmmend  me,  gods  1 
From  fairies,  and  the  tempters  of  the  night. 
Guard  me,  befeech  you  !  [Sleeps. 

\1achii^o^  from  the  Trunk, 

I  a  ch  4-  The  crickets  fing,  and  man's  o'er-labour'd  fenfc 
Repairs  itfelf  by  reft :    Oui:  Tarquin  thus 
Didfoftly  prefs  the  rufh'es,  ere  he  waken'd 
The  chaiUtyhe  wounded. — Cytherea, 
How  bravely  thou  beccin'ft  thy  bed  !  frefh  lily! 
And  v/hiter  than  the  fhects  !   That  I  might  touch  ! 
But  kifs  ;  one  kifs  ! — Rubies  unparagon'd. 
How  dearly  they  do't ! — 'Tis  her  breathing  that 
PerfurDcs  the  chamber  thus  :  The  flame  o'  the  taper 
Bows  tov/ards  her ;  and  would  under-peep  her  lids, 
To  fee  the  enclofed  lights,  now  canopy'd' 
pnder  thefe  windows  :    White  and  azure  j  lac'd 
With  blue  of  heaven's  own  tincl. — But  my  delign  f 
To  note  the  chamber : — I  v/ill  write  all  down  : — 
'     *  Suck 
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Siich,  and  fuch  pictures  : —There  the  window: — Such 
The  adornment  of  her  bed ; — The  arras,  figures  ? 
Why,   fuch,  and  fuch  : — And  the  contents  o'  the  ilory— 
Ah,  but  Ibme  natural  notes  about  her  body 
(Above  ten  thoufand  meaner  moveables 
Would  teftify),  to  enrich  mine  inventory. 
O  fleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lie  dull  upon  her  ! 
And  be  her  fenfe  but  as  a  monument, 

Thus  in  a  chapel  lying  ? Come  off,  come  off;— 

[Taking  off  her  bracelet^ 
As  flippery,  as  the  Gordlan  knot  was  hard  !  — 
'Tis  mine  J  ai)^  this  will  witnefs  outwardly, 
As  ftronglyas  the  confcience  does  within. 
To  the  madding  of  her  lord.    On  her  left  breaft 
A  mole  cinque- fpotted,  like  the  crimfori  drops 
P  the  bottom  of  a  cowflip :  Plere's  a  voucher, 
Stronger  than  ever  law  could  make  :  this  fecret 
Will  force  him  think  I  have  pick'd  the  lock^  and  taken 
The  treafure  of  her  honour.    No  more, — To  wh<it  end  I 
Why  fhoiild  I  write  this  down,  that's  riveted, 
Screv/'d  to  mv  memory  ?   She  hath  been  reading  late 
The  tale  of  Tereus ;   here  the  leaf'^  turnM  down 

Where  Philomel  gave  up 1  have  enough  : 

To  the  trunk  again,  and  fhut  the  fpring  of  it. 
Swift,  fwift,  you  dragons  of  the  night!  that  dawning 
May  bare  the  raven's  eye:  I  lodge  in  fear: 
Though  this  a  heavenly  angel,  heil  is  here, 

XClockJirihs. 
Oncj  twO)  three  : — Time,  time  ! 

Goes  into  the  Trunk :  the  Scene  cloj^, 

SCEN£^IIL 

Another  Room  in  the  Palace.     Enter  Clot  EN,  and  twa 
Lords. 

I  Lord.  Your  lordfhip  is  the  moft  patient  man  in  lofs, 
the  moft  coldeft  that  ever  turn'd  up  ace. 

Clot,  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  lofe. 

I  Lord.  But  not  every  man  patient,  after  the  noble 
temper  of  your  iordihip :  You  are  moft  hot,  and  furious, 
when  you  win* 

0    2  QQi 
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Clot.  Winning  will  put  any  man  into  courage :  If  1 
could  get  this  foolifh  Imogen,  I  fhould  have  gold  enough  : 
It's  almoft  morning,  is't  not  ? 

1  Lord.  Day,  my  lord. 

Clot.  I  would  this  mufic  would  come  :  I  am  advifed 
to  give  her  mufic  o*  mornings ;  they  fay,  it  will  pene- 
trate. 

Enter  Muficians. 

Come  on;  tune:  If  you  can  penetrate  her  with  your 
fingering,  fo  ;  we'll  try  with  tongue  too:  if  none  will  do, 
letTier  remain  ;  but  I'll  never  give  o'er.  Firft,  a  very  ex- 
cellent good  conceited  thing ;  after,  a  wonderful  fweet 
air,  with  admirable  rich  words  to  it — and  then  let  her 
confider. 

SONG. 

Hark  !  hark  !  the  lark  at  heaven's  gatefingSj 

And  Phcehus  ^gins  arife^ 
Hisjieeds  to  water  at  thofe  fprlngL 

On  chalk' d  flowers  that  lies ; 
And  %vinki?ig  Mary-buds  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes ; 
JVith  every  thing  that  pretty  bin : 

My  ladyjweet,  arife ; 
y/r^,  arife! 

So,  get  you  gone:  If  this  penetrate,  I  will  confider  your 
mufic  the  better:  if  it  do  not,  it  is  a  vice  in  her  ears, 
which  horfe-hairs,  and  cats-guts,  nor  the  voice  of  un- 
paved  eunuch  to  boot,  can  never  amend. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  and  ^een, 

2  Lord,  Here  comes  the  king. 

Clot.  I  am  glad  I  was  up  fo  late ;  for  that's  the  reafon 
I  was  up  fo  early :  He  cannot  chufe  but  take  this  fervice  I 

have  done,    fatherly. Good-morrow  to  your  majefty, 

and  to  my  gracious  mother. 

.  Cym.  Attend  you  here  the  door  of  our  ftern  daughter  ? 
Will  fhe  not  forth  ? 

Clot.  I  have  afiail'd  her  with  mufics,  but  Ihe  vouchfafes 

no  notice. 

Cym, 
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Cym.  The  exile  of  her  minion  is  too  new; 
She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him  ;  fome  more  time 
Muft  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  out. 
And  then  fhc's  your's. 

^een.  You  are  moft  bound  to  the  kino- : 
Who  lets  go  by  no  vantages,  that  may 
Prefer  you  to  his  daughter :  Frame  you rfelf 
To  orderly  folicits  ;   and  be  friended 
With  aptnefs  of  the  feafon :  make  denials 
Increafe  your  fervices  :  fo  feem,  as  if 
You  were  infpir'd  to  do  thofe  duties  which 
You  tender  to  her ;  that  you  in  all  obey  her, 
Save  when  command  to  your  difmillion  tends. 
And  therein  you  are  fenfelefs. 

Cot.  Senfelefs?  notfo. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef,  So  like  you,  Sir,  ambafTadors  from  Rome  ; 
The  one  is  Cams  Lucius, 

Cym.  A  worthy  fellow. 
Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpofe  now; 
But  that's  no  fault  of  his  :  We  muft  receive  him 
According  to  the  honour  of  his  fender  ; 
And  towards  himfelf,  his  goodnefs  forefpent  qxi   us, 
We  muft  extend  our  notice. — Our  dear  fon, 
When  you  have  given  good  morning  to  your  miftrefs. 
Attend  the  queen,  and  us  ;  we  fliall  have  need 
To  employ  you  towards  this  Roman.- — Come,  our  queen, 

[ExeuM, 

Clot.  If  {he  be  up,  I'll  fpeak  with  her;  if  not, 
Let  her  lie  ftlll,   and  dream, — By  your  leave,  ho  I — 

I  know  her  women  are  about  her  ;  What 

If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hands  ?   'Tis  gold 

Which  buys  admittance ;    oft  it  doth ;    yea,  and  makes 

Diana's  rangers  falfe  themfelves,  yield  up 

Their  deer  t  j  the  ftand  o'  the  ftealer  :  and  'tis  gold 

Which  makes  the  true  man  kill'd,  and  faves  the  thief; 

Nay,  fometimes,  hangs  both  thief  and  true  man :  Wh-at 

Can  it  not  do,  and  undo  ?    I  will  make 

Qi\^  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me  j  for 

I  yet 
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I  yet  underftand  the  cafe  myfelf.  -  . 

By  your  leave.  IKneds'. 

Enter  a  Lady* 

Lady.  Who's  there,  that  knocks  ? 

Clot.  A  gentleman. 

Lady.  No  more  ? 

Clot.  Yes,  and  a  gentlewoman's  fon* 

Lad,y.  That*s  more 
Than  fome,  whofe  tailors  are  as  dear  as  yoiir's, 
Can  juftly  boaft  of:  What's  your  lordfhip's  pleafure? 

Clot.  Your  lady's  perfon  t  Is  ihe  ready  ? 

Lady.  Ay,  to  keep  her  chamber^ 

Clot.  There's  gold  for  you  ;  fell  me  your  good  reports 

Lady.  How  !  my  good  name  ^  or  to  report  of  you 
What  I  fhall  think  is  good  ? — The  princefs 

Enter  Imogen-. 

Cht.  Good-morrow,  faireft  lifter  :  Your  fweet  hand, 

Imo.  Good-morroW)  Sir  :  you  lay  out  too  much  pains 
For  purchafing  but  trouble:  the  thanks  I  give, 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thahks, 
And  fcarce  can  fpare  them. 

Clot.  Still,  I  fwear,  I  love  you. 

hno.  If  you  but  faid  fo,  'twere  as  deep  with  me  : 
If  you  fwear  ftill,  your  recompence  is  ftill 
That  I  regard  it  not. 

Clot.  This  is  noanfwer^ 

Imo.  But  that  you  fhall  not  fay  I  yielcl,  being  filent, 
I  would  not  fpeak.     I  pray  you,  fpare  me  :  faith, 
I  fhall  unfold  equal  difcourtefy 
To  your  beft  kiiidnefs:  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn,  being  taught,  forbearance. 

Clot.  To  leave  you  in  your  madnefs,  'twere  my  fm: 
I  will  not. 

Imo.  Fools  are  not  mad  folks* 

Clot,  Do  you  call  me  fool  \ 

Imo.  As  I  am  mad,  I  do : 
If  you'll  be  patient,  I'll  no  more  be  mad, 
That  cures  us  both.    I  am  much  forry,  Sir^ 
You  put  me  to  forget  a  lady's  manners, 

By 


CYMBELINE.  V^ 

By  being  fo  verbal :  and  learn  nov/,  for  all. 

That  I5  which  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce. 

By  the  very  truth  of  it  1  care  not  for  you ; 

And  am  (o  near  the  lack  of  charity 

(To  accufe  myfelf),  I  hate  you;  which  I  had  rather 

You  felt,  than  make't  my  boaft. 

C/oi.  You  fin  againft 
Obedience,  which  you  ov/e  your  father.    For 
The  contract  you  pretend  with  that  bafe  v/retch 
(One,  bred  of  alms,  and  fofter'd  with  cold  difhes, 
V/ith  fcraps  o'  the  court),  it  is  no  contradl,  none: 
And  though  it  be  allow'd  in   meaner  parties 
(Yet  who,    than  he,    more  mean?)  to  knit  their  fouls 
(On  whom  there  is  no  m.ore  dependency 
But  brats  and  beggary)  in  felf-hgur'd  knot; 
Yet  you  are  curb'd  from  that  enlargement  by 
The  confequence  o'  the  crown  ;  and  muft  not  foil 
The  precious  note  of  it  with  a  bafe  {lave, 
A  hilding  for  a  livery,  a  fquire*s  cloth, 
A  pantler,  not  fo  eminent. 

Imo.  Profane  fellow ! 
Wert  thou  the  fon  of  "Jupter^  and  no  more, 
But  what  thou  art,  belides,  thou  wert  too  bafe 
To  be  his  groom :  thou  wert  dignifyM  enough. 
Even  to  the  point'  of  envy,  if  'twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  virtues,  to  be  {lil'd 
The  under-hangman  of  his  kingdom;  and  hated 
For  being  preferrM  fo  virell. 

Clot.  The  fouth-fog  rot  him  ! 

Imo,  He  never  can  meet  more  mifchance,  than  come 
To  be  but  nam'd  of  thee.    His  meaneft  garment, 
Tbat  ever  hath  but  clip'd  his  body,  is  dearer. 
In  my  refpe£l:,  than  all  the  hairs  above  thee. 
Were  they  all  made  fuch  men. — How  nov/,  F'ljamo  ? 

Enter  Pisanio. 

Clot.  His  garrhent  ?  Now,  the  devil 

Imo.  To  Dorothy  my  woman  hie  thee  prefently ;  — 

Clot.  His  garm.ent  ? 

Imo.  I  am  fprighted  with  a  fool ; 
Frighted,  and  anger'd  worfe  : — Go,  bid  my  woman 
Search  for  a  jewelj  that  too  cafually 

'        '  Hath 
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Hath  left  my  arm ;  it  was  thy  mafter*s :  Ihrew  me^ 

If  I  would  lofe  it  for  a  revenue 

Of  any  king's  in  Europe.     I  do  think, 

I  faw't  this  morniiig ;  confident  I  am, 

Laft  night  'twas  on  mine  arm ;  I  kifTed  it : 

I  hope^  it  be  not  gone,  to  tell  my  lord 

That  I  kifs  aught  but  him. 

Fif  'Twill  not  be   loft. 

hno.  Ihopefo:  go,  and  fearch.  [Ex*it  Pisanio. 

Clot.  You  have  abus'd  me  : » 

His  meaneft  garment  ? 

Imo,  Ay ;  I  faid  fo,  Sir: 
If  you  will  make't  an  adion,  call  witnefs  to't. 

Clot.  I  will  inform  your  father. 

Ima.  Your  mother  too  : 
She's  my  good  lady ;  and  will  conceive,  I  hope, 
But  the  worft  of  me.    So  I  leave  you,  Sir, 
To  the  worft  of  d  fcontent.  [Exiu 

Gat.  ril  be  reveng'd:  — 
His  meaneft  garment  ? Well.  lExit. 


SCENE  IK 

Rome.     An   Apartment   in  PhilarioV    Houfc.     Enter 
PosTHUMUs  and  Philarjq. 

Voji.  Fear  it  not,  Sir:  I  would,  I  were  to  fiire 
To  win  the  king,  as  I  am  bold,  her  honour 
Will  remain  her's.  .         - 

Fhil.  What  means  do  you  make  to  him  ? 

FoA.  Not  any ;  but  abide  the  change  of  trme  : 
Quake  in  the  prefent  winter's  ftate,  and  wiiji 
That  warmer  days  would  come  :   In  thefe  feai'd  hopes, 
I  barely  gratifv  your  love  ;  they  failing, 
I  muft  die  much  your  debtor. 

F}ytL  Your  very  goodnefs,  and  your  company, 
O'erpays  all  \  can  do.     By  this,  your  king 
Hath  heard  of  great  Augujius :  Caius  Lucius 
Will  do  his  commiffion  thoroughly :  And,  I  think. 
He'll  grant  the  tribute,  fend  the  arrearages. 
Or  look  upon  our  Romans,  whofe  remembrance 
Is  yet  freCi  in  their  grief. 

Pop, 
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Poft.  I  do  believe 
(Statift  though  I  am  none,  nor  like  to  be), 
That  this  will  prove  a  war  ;  and  ydu  (hall  hear 
The  legions,  now  in  Gallia,  fooner  landed 
In  our  not-fearing  Britain,  tban  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  tribute  paid.     Our  countrymen 
Are  men  more  ordered,  than  when  Julius  Caefar 
Smil'd  at  their  lack  of  fkill,  but  found  their  courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at :  Their  difcipline 
(Now  mingled  with  their  courages)  will  make  known 
To  their  approvers,  they  are  people,  fuch 
That  mend  upon  the  world* 

Enter  Iachimo* 

Phil  See  !     Idchimo  ! 

Pojl,  The  fwifteft  harts  have  pofted  yOu  by  land; 
And  winds  of  all  the  corners  kifs'd  your  fails, 
To  make  your  veflel  nimble* 

Phil,  Welcome,  Sir. 

Pofi,  I  hope,  the  briefnefs  of  your  anfwer  made 
The  fpeedinefs  of  your  return* 

lach.  Your  lady 
Is  one  of  the  faireft  that  I  have  look'd  upon. 

Poft,  And  therewithal,   the  beft  ;  or  let  her  beauty 
Look  through  a  cafement  to  allure  falfe  heartSj 
And  be  falfe  with  them. 

lach.  Here  are  letters  for  youi^ 

Poft,  Their  tenour  good,  I  truft. 

lach,  'Tis  very  like* 

Poft,  Was  Caius  Lucius  in  the  Britain  Court 
When  you  were  there  ? 

lach.  He  was  expected  then. 
But  not  approach'd. 

Poft,  All  is  well  yet— 
Sparkles  this  ft  one  as  it  was  wont  ?  or  is't  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing  ? 

lach.  If  I  have  lolt  it, 
I  fhould  have  loft  the  worth  of  it  in  gold, 
I'll  make  a  journey  twice  as  far,  to  enjoy 
A  fecond  night  of  fuch  fweet  fhortnefs,  which 
W^as  mine  in  Britain  \  for  the  ring  is  won, 

Poji,  The  ftone's  t©o  hard  to  come  by. 

E  hch. 
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lach.  Not  a  wliit, 
'^  our  lady  being  fo  eafy. 

P^/?.  Adake  not,  Sir, 
Your  lofs  your  fport :  I  hope,  you  know  that  we 
Muft  not  continue  friends. 

lach.  Good   Sir,  we  muil, 
If  you  keep  covenant :  Had  I  not  brought 
The  knowledge  of  your  miftrefs  home,  I  grant 
We  were  to  queftion  further :  but  I  now 
Profefs  myfelf  the  winner  of  her  honour, 
Together  with  your  ring ;  and  not  the  wronger" 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

Poji.  If  you  can  make  it  apparent 
That  you  have  tafted  her  in  bsd,  my  hand, 
And  ring,  is  your's ;    If  not,  the  foul  opinion 
You  had  of  her  pure  honour,  gains,  or  lofes. 
Your  fword,  or  mine ;  or  mafterlefs  leaves  both 
To  who  ihall  find  them. 

lack  Sir,  my  circum.ftances, 
Being  fo  near  the  truth,  as  I  v/ill  make  them, 
Muft   firft  induce  you  to  believe  :  whofe  ftrength 
I  will  confirm  with  oath  ;  which,  I  doubt  not. 
You'll  give  me  leave  to  fpare,  when  you  fhall  find 
You  need  it  not. 

F'7/L  Proceed. 

Jac/?.  Firfl,  her  bed-cham.ber 
(Where,  I  confcfs,   T  flept  not;  but,  profefs. 
Had  that  was  Vv^ell  worth  w^atching),  it  was  hung 
With  tapelfry  of  fiik  and  filver  ^  the  flory 
Proud  Cleopatra,  when  fne  met  her  Roman, 
And  Cydnus  fwell'd  above  the  banks,  or  for 
The  prefs  of  boats,  or  pride  :  A  piece  of  work 
So  bravely  done,  fo  rich,  that  it  did  ftrive 
In  workmanHiip  and  value ;  which,  I  v/onder'dy 
Could  be  (o  rarely  and  exactly  v/rought. 
Since  the  true  life   on't  was — 

Po/L  This  is  true. 
And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me. 
Or  by  fome  other. 

lacb.  More  particulars 
Muit  juftify  iriY  knowledg.e^ 
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jii/?^.  Sothey  muf]:,^ 
Or  do  your  honour  injury, 

lach.  The  chimney 
Is  fouth  the  chamber ;  and  the  chimney-piece^ 
Chafte  Dian,  bathing  :  never  faw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  themfelves  :   the  cutter 
Was  as  another  nature,  dumb  \  out-went  her, 
Motion  and  breath  left  out, 

Poji.  This  is  a  thing, ,  •    " 
Which  you  might  from  relation  likewife  reap  ; 
Being,  as   it  is,  much  fpoke   of, 

lach.  The  roof  o'  the  chamber 
With  golden  cherubims  is  fretted:  Her  andirons 
(I  had  forgot  them)  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  filver,  each  on  one  foot  Handing,  nicely 
D.epending  on  their  brands. 

Pojf.  Xhis  is  her  honour  ! 
Let  it  be  granted,  you  have  feen  all  this  (and  pralfe 
JBe  given  to  your  remembrance)  the  defcription 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber,  nothing  faves  ' 
The  wager  you  have  laid, 

lach.  Then,  if  you  can,  [Pulling  out  the  braceleU 

Be  pale:  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel :   See  !  — 
And  now  'tis  up  again  ;  It  muft  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond;  Pli  keen  them. 

Pojt,  Jove  !-^ 
Once  more  let  me  behold  it :  Is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her  ? 

lach.  Sir,  (I  thank  her)  that : 
She  ftripp'd  it  from  her  arm;  I  lee  her  yet ; 
Her  pretty  a6tion  did  outfell  her  gift, 
And  yet  enrich'd  it  too  :    fhe  gave  it  me^ 
And  faid,  fhe  priz'd  it  once. 

PoJi,  May  be,  fhe  pluck'd  it  qfF, 
To  fend  it  me, 

lach.  She  writes  fo  to  you  ?  doth  flie  ? 

PoJi,  O,  no,  no,  no!    'tis  true,     Here,  take  this  too; 

[_Gives.  the  ring. 
It  is  a  bafilifk  unto  mine  eye. 
Kills  me  to  look  on't  ;~Let  there  be  no  honour. 
Where  there  is  beauty ;  truth,  where  femblance  ;  love, 
\Vhere  there's  another  man  :  The  vows  of  women 
Qf  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they  are  made, 

E  2  '  Than 
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Than  they  are  to  their  virtues ;  which  is  nothing  lA^ 
O.  above  meafure  falfe ! 

FbiL  Have  patience,  Sir, 
And  take  your  ring  again ;  *tis  not  yet  one : 
it  may  be  probable, '  fhe  loft  it ;    or. 
Who  knows  if  one  of  her  women,  being  corrupted. 
Hath  ftolen  it  from  her. 

Pc/i.  Very  true ; 
And  fo,  I  hope,  he  came  by't : — Back  my  ring  j-^ 
Render  to  me  fome  corporal  fign  about  her, 
More  evident  than  this  J  for  this  was  ftolen. 

Jach,  By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  arm. 

Pofi,  Hark  you,  he  fwears ;  by  Jupiter  he  fwear«. 
*Tis  true  5 — nay,  keep  the  ring — 'tis  true :  I  am  fure, 
She  could  not  lofe  it :  her  attendants  are 
All  fworn,  and  honourable : — They  induc'd  to  fteal  it ! 
And  by  a  ftranger? — No;  he  hathenjoy'd  her; 
The  cognizance  of  her  incontinency 
Is  this — ihe  hath  bought  the  name  of  whore  thus  dearly»^«» 
There,  take  thy  hire ;  and  all  the  fiends  of  hell 
Divide  themfelves  between  you  ! 

Phi/.  Sir,  be  patient : 
This  is  not  ftrong  enough  to  be  believ'd 
Of  one  perfuaded  well  of - 

Poj^.  Never  talk  on't : 
She  hath  been  colted  by  him, 

I(^ch,  If  you  feek 
For  further  fatisfying,  under  her  breaft 
(Worthy  the  preffing),  lies  a  mole,  right  proud 
Of  that  moft  delicate  lodging :   By  my  life, 
I  kifs'd  it ;  and  it  gave  me  prefent  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full.     You  do  remember 
This  ftain  upon  her  ? 

Poji.  Ay,  and  it  doth  confirm 
Another  ftain^  as  big  as  hell  can  hold. 
Were  there  no  more  but  it. 

Jack  Will  you  hear  more  ? 

Po/i,  Spare  your  arithmetic  :   never  pount  the  t:urns  ^ 
Once,  and  a  million  ! 

lach,  ril  be  fworn— ^ 

PoJi.  No  fwearing: — 
]f  you  will  iwear  you  have  not  dcne'tj  you  liei 

And 
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And  I  wi '1  kill  tliee,  if  thou  doft  deny 
Thou  haft  made  me  cuckold. 

lach.  1  will  deny  nothing. 

Poji,  O,  that  1  had  her  here,  to  tearher  limb-meal ! 
I  will  go  there,  and  do't  i'  the  court,    before 
Her  father  : I'll  do  fomething- [Exiu 

Ph'iL  Quite  befides 
The  government  of  patience  ! — You  have  won: 
Let's  follow  him,  and  pervert  the  prefent  wrath 
He  hath  againft  himfelf. 

lach.  With  all   my   heart.  \Exeunt. 


SCENE  K 


Another  Room    in    Philario'j    Houfei     Enter    Post* 

HUMUS. 

Poji,  Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be,  but  women 
Muft  be  half-^ workers  I  We  are  all  baftardsj 
And  that  moft  venerable  man,  which  I 
Did  call  my  father,  was  I  know  not  where 
When  I  was  ftam-p'd  ;  fome  coiner  with  his  tools 
Made  me  a  counterfeit :  Yet  my  mother  feem'd 
The  Dian  of  that  time  :  fo  doth  my  wife 
The  non-pareil  of  this. — Oh  vengeance,  vengeance  I 
Me  of  my  lawful  pleafure  fhe  reftrain'd. 
And  pray'd  me,  oft,   forbearance  ;  did  it  v/ith 
A  pudency  fo  rofy,  the  fweet  view  on*t 
Might  well  have  warm'd  old  Saturn  j  that  I  thought  hef 
As  chafte  as  unfunn'd  fnow  ; — O,  all  the  devils  f-~ 

Th/s  yellow  lachimo^  in  an  hour -was't  not? — 

Or  ieis — at  hrft  :  Perchance  he  fpoke  not  j  but^ 
Like  a  full-acorn'd  boar,  a  German  one, 
Cry'd,  oh  !  and  mounted :  found  no  oppoiitioa 
But  what  he  look'd  for  Ihould  oppofe,  and  fhe 
Should  from  encounter  guard.     Could  I  find  out 
The  woman's  part  in  me  !  For  there's  no  motion 
That  tends  to  vice  in  man,  but  I  affirm 
Jt  is  the  woman's  part :  Be't  lying,  note  it, 
'yjie  wQpan's  j  ^^xx.^i\w%^  her's ;  deceiving^  her's  j 

tuft 
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Luft  and  rank  thoughts,   her's,  her*s  ;  revenges,  her*s  ; 

Ambitions,  covetings,  change  of  prides,  difdain, 

Nice  longings,  flanders,  mutability, 

All  faults  that  may  be  nam'd,  nay,  that  hell  knows. 

Why,  her'^s,  in  part,  or  all  j  but>  rather,  all : 

For  even  to  vice 

They  are  not  conftant,  but  are  changing  flill 

One  vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 

Not  half  fo  old  as  that,    I'll  write  againft  them, 

Deteft  them,  curfe  them  : — Yet  'tis  greatei  ikill 

In  a  true  hate,  to  pray  they  have  their  will : 

The  veiy  devils  cannot  plag4e  them  better.  [Exif^ 


JCr  HI.    SCENE  L 

CyxMBELine'^  Palace.  Enter ^  In  State^  CymbSLine, 
^^eeriy  Clot  en,  and  Lords^  at  one  Door -y  and^  at 
another^  Caius  Lucius,  and  Attendants. 

Cymhelhw, 

iN  OW  fay,  what  would  Auguftus  Caefar  with  us  ? 

Luc,  When  Julius  Caeiar  (whofe    remembrance  yet 
Lives  in  men's  eyes  \  and  ivill  to  ears,  and  tongues. 
Be  theme,  and  hearing  ever)  was  in  this  Britain, 
And  conquer'd  it,  Cailibelan,  thine  uncle 
(Famous  in  C^efar's  praifes,  no  whit  lefs 
Than  in  his  feats  deferving  it),  for  him, 
And  his  fucceflion,  granted  Rome  a  tribute. 
Yearly  three  thoufand  pounds  5  which  by  thee  lately 
is  left  untender'd. 

^een.  And,  to  kill  the  marvel, 
Shall  be  fo  ever. 

Clot.  There  be  many  Caefars, 
Ere  fuch  another  Julius.     Britain  is 
A  world  by  itfelf  5  and  we  will  nothing  p^y 
For  wearing  our  own  nofes. 

^leen.    That  opportunity. 
Which  then  they  had  to  take  from  us,  to  refume 
"%^€  have  again, — Remeiaberj  Sir,  my  liege, 
'    '  The 
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The  kings  your  anccftors  ;  together  with 
The  natural  bravery  of  your  ifle  ;  which  fland^ 
As  Neptune's  park,  ribbed  and  paled  in 
With  rocks  unfcaleable,  and  roaring  waters ; 
With  fands,  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies'  boats, 
But  fuck  them  up  to  the  top-maft,    A  kind  of  conqueft 
Caefar  made  here ;   but  made  not  here  his  brag 
Of,  came^  and  faw^  and  overcame  :  with  fhame 
(The  firft  that  ever  touch' d  him)  he  was  carried 
From  off  our  coaft,  twice  beaten ;  and  his  fhipping 
(Poor  ignorant  baubles  !)  on  our  terrible  feas, 
Like  eag-fhells  mov'd  upon  their  furges,  crack'd 
As  eafily 'againft  our  rocks:  For  joy  whereof. 
The  fam'd  Caffibelan,  v/ho  was  once  at  point 
(O,  giglet  fortune!)  to  mafter  C^efar's  fword, 
Made  Lud's  town  with  rejoicing  fires  bright, 
And   Britons  ftrut  with  courage. 

CIoL  Gome,  there's  no  more  tribute  to  be  paid:  Oar 
kingdom  is  ftronger  than  it  was  at  that  time  ;  and,  as  I 
faid,  there  is  no  m.ore  fuch  Caefars :  other  of  them  may 
have  crook'd  nofes;  but,  to  own  fuch  flrait  arms,  none. 

Cym.  Son,  let  your  mother  end. 

Clot.  We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gripe  as  hard 
as  Caffibelan  :  I  do  not  fay,  I  am  one :  but  I  have  a 
hand — Why  tribute?  v/hy  {hould  we  pay  tribute?  If 
Csfar  can  hide  the  fun  from  us  with  a  blanket,  or  put 
the  moon  in  his  pocket,  we  will  pay  him  tribute  for 
light ;  elfe.  Sir,  no  more  tribute,   pray  you  now. 

Cy?n.  You  muft  know, 
^Till  the  injurious  Roman  did  extort 
This  tribute  from  us,  we  were  tree :   Csefar's  ambition 
(Which  fwell'd  fo  much,  that  it  did  airnoft  ftretch 
The  fides  o'  the   v/orid),  againft  all  colour,  here 
Did  put  the  yoke  upon  us ;  which   to  fhake  off, 
Becomes  a  warlike  people,  whom  v/e  reckon 
Ourfelves  to  be ;  we  do.    Say  then  to  Cse far. 
Our  anceftor  was  that  Mulmutius,  which 
Ordain'd  our  laws ;  whofe  ufe  the  fword  of  Casfar 
Hath  too  much  mangled ;  whofe  repair,  and  franchife^ 
Shall,  by  the  power  we  hold,  be  our  good  deed, 
Though  Rome  be  therefore  angry.  Mulmutius  made  oujT. 

laws. 
Who  was  the  flrfl  of  Britain,  which  did  put 
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His  brows  within  a  golden  crown,  and  calPd 
Himfelf  a  king. 

Liic,  I  am  lorry,    Cymheline, 
That  I  am  to  pronounce  Auguilus  Caefar 
(Caefar,  that  hath  more  kings  his  fervants,  than 
Thyfelf  domeftic  officers)  thine  enemy: 
Receive  it  from  me  then: — War  and  confuflon. 
In  Caefar's  name  pronounce  I  'gainft  thee :  look 
For  fury  not  to  be  refilled : — —-Thus  defy'd, 
I  thank  thee  for  myfelf. 

Cpn,  Thou  art  welcome,  Cams* 
Thy  Caefar  knighted  me ;  my  youth  I  fpent 
Much  under  him  :  of  him  I  gathered  honour  ; 
Which  he,  to  feek  of  me  again,  perforce, 
Behoves  me  keep  at  utterance.     I  am  perfe£V, 
That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians,  for 
Their  liberties,  are  now  in  arms  :  a  precedent 
Which,  not  to  read,  would  fhew  the  Britons  cold : 
So  Caefar  fhall  not  find  them. 

Luc.  Let  proof  fpeak. 

Clot,  His  majefty  bids  you  welcome.  Make  paftime 
with  us  a  day,  or  two,  or  longer :  If  you  feek  us  after- 
wards in  other  terms,  you  fhall  find  us  in  our  falt-water 
girdle :  if  yoti  beat  us  out  out  of  it,  it  is  your's  ;  if  you  fall 
in  the  adventure,  our  crows  fhall  fare  the  better  for  you  j 
and  there's  an  end. 

Life,  So,  Sir. 

Cym.  I  know  your  mafler's  pleafure,  and  he  mine : 
All  the  remain  is,  v/elcome.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IT, 

Aiother  Room,     Enter  PisANlO. 

Pif  How  !  of  adultery  ?  Wherefore  write  you  not 
What  monflers  her  accufe  r — Leonatus  ! 
O,  mailer !  what  a  flrange  infecSlion 
Is  fallen  into  thy  ear?  What  falfe  Italian 
(As  poifonous-tongu'd,  as  handed)  hath  prevailed 
On  thy  too  ready  hearing? — Difloyal  ?    No: 
She's  puniuiM  for  her  truth  ;  and  undergoes. 
More  goddefs-like  than  wife -like,  fuch  afTaults 

As 
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Ai  wcHilu  take  In  feme  virtue,  O  my  mafter  ! 

Thy  mind  to  her  is   now  as  low,    as  were 

Thy  fortunes: — How  !    that  I  /hould  murder  herf 

Upon  the  love,  and  truth,   and  vows,  which  I 

Have  made  to  thy  command  ? — Ij  her  ? — her  blood  ? 

IF  it  be  fo  to  do  good  fervice,    never 

Let  me  be  counted  ferviceable.     How  look  I, 

That  I  fhould  feem  to  lack  humanity 

So  much  as  this  fact  comes  to  ?  Do'i :  The  letter 

[Reading] 

That  I  have  fent  her^    by  her  oivn  coniniand^ 
Shall  give  thee  opportunity  : O  damn'd  paper  ! 

Black  as   the  ink  that's  on  thee  !    Senfelefs  bauble  ! 
Art  thou  a  feodary  for  this  ailj  and  look'ft 
So  virgin-like  withoiit  ? — Lo,  here  /he  comeSi 

Enter  Imogen. 

I  am  ignorant  In  what  J  am  commanded, 

hno.  How  now,  Pifanio  ? 

Pif,  Madam,  here  is  a  letter  from  my  lord. 

Imo.  Who  ?  thy  lord  ?  that  is  my  lord  ?  Leoilatus  ? 
O,  learnM  indeed  were  that  aftronomer 
That  knew  the  ftars,  as  I  his  charac^^ters  5 

He'd  lay  the  future  open. You  good  gods, 

Let  what  is  here  contain'd  relifh  0^  love^ 

Of  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content — yet  not, 

That  we  two  are  afunder,  let  that  grieve  him  ! 

(Some  griefs  are  medicinable  ;  that  is  one  of  them. 

For  it  doth  phyuc  love) — of  his  content^ 

Ail  but  in  that  !-— Good  wax,  thy  leave  i  Bleft  be. 

You  bees,  that  make  thefe  locks  of  counfel  [  Lovers, 

And  men  in  dangerous  bonds,  pray  not  alike  ; 

Though  forfelteis  ycu  caft  in  prifon,  yet 

You  clafp  young  Cupid's  tables, — Good  news,  gods  ! 

[Reading.] 

Jujltce^  and  y cur  father's  zuraih,  Jhould  he  take  me  in  his 
dominions,  could  -net  be  fo  cruel  to  ?ne,  as  yoii^  O  the  dearefi 
*f  creatures^  u-uld  evsn  renew  m:  vAth  pur  eyes.      TaJa 
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notice y  thai  I  am  in  Cambria^  at   Mllford- Haven :  JVhai 
pur  own  love  will^  out  of  this^  advije  you^  folloiv.     So,  he 
wijhes  pu  all  happinefs^  that  remains  loyal  to  his  vow,  and 
'your;  increafmg  in  lave, 

Leonatus  Posthumus. 

O,  for  a  horfe  with  wings ! — Hear'ft  thoui  Pifanio  \ 

He  is  at  Milford-ttaven  :  Read,  and  tell  me 

How  far  'tis  thither.  If  one  of  mean  affairs 

May  plod  it  in  a   week,  why  may  not  I 

Glide  thither  in  a  day  ? — Then,  true  Pifanio, 

(Who  long' fl-,  like  me,  to  fee  thy  lord;   who  long'ft— • 

O,   let  me  'bate — but  not  like  me; — yet  long'ft — > 

But  in  a  fainter  kind  ; — O,  not  like  me  ; 

For  mine's   beyond,  beyond),  fay,  and  fpeak  thick 

(Love's  counfellor   fhould  fill  the  bores   of  hearings 

To  the  fmothering  of  the  fenfe),  how  far  it  is 

To  this  fame  bleffed  Milford  :    And,  by  the  way^ 

Tell  me  how  Wales  was  made  fo  happy,  as 

To  inherit  fuch  a  haven:    But,   firft  of  all, 

How  we  may  Ileal  from   hence  ;  and,   for  the  gap 

That  we  fhall  make  in  time,  from  our  hence-going 

^ Till  our  return,    to  excufe  : — but,  firfl:,  how  get  hence: 

Why  fhould  excufe  be  born  or  e'er  begot  ? 

We'll   talk   of  that  hereafter.     Pr'ythee,  fpeak^ 

How  many  fcore  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 

'Twixt  hour  and  hour  ? 

Pif.  One  fcore,  'twixt  fun  and  fun, 
Madam,  's    enough  for  you  ;  and  too  much  too< 

Imo,  Why,  one  that  rode    to  his  execution,  man. 
Could  never  go  fo  flow :  I  have  heard  of  riding  wagers, 
Where  horfes   have  been  nimbler  than  the  fands 
That  run  i'  the  clock's  behalf: — But  this  is  foolery:— 
Go,  bid  my  woman  feign  a  ficknefs ;  fay 
She'll  home  to  her  father :  and  provide  me,  prefently^ 
A  riding  luit ;  no  coftlier  than  would  fit 
A  franklin's  houfewife. 

Pif.  Madam,  you're  beft  confider. 

hno,  I  fee  before  me,  man,  nor  here,  nor  hercj 
Nor  what  enfues  ;  but  have  a  fog  in  them^ 
That  I  cannot  look  through.     Away,  I  pr'ythee  j 
Do  as  I  bid  thee  :  There's  no   more  to  fay ; 
AGC«i][ible  is  none  but  Milford  way.  [Exiiint, 

1  SCENE 
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Changes  to   a  Foreji^  in    JVales^  with  a   Cave, 
^ntcr  Belarius,  Guiderius,    and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  A  goodly  day  not  to  keep  houfe,  with  fuch 
Whofe  roof's  as  low  as  ours  !    Stoop,  boys  :    This  gate 
Inftrucls  you  how  to  adore  the  heavens ;   and  bows  you 
To  morning's  holy  office  :  the  gates  of  monarchs 
Are  arch'd  fo  high,    that    giants  may  jet  through 
And  keep  their  impious  turbands  on,  without 
Good-morrow  to  the  fun. — Hail,    thou  fair  heaven  ! 
We  houfe  i'  the  rock,   yet  ufe  thee  not  fo  hardly 
As  prouder  livers  do. 

Guid.   Hail,  heaven ! 

yfri;.  Hail,   heaven  ! 

Bel.  N  ow  for  our  mountain's  fport     Up  to  yon  hiil. 
Your  legs  are  young  ;    I'll  tread  thefe  flats.     Confider, 
When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow, 
That  it  is  place,   which  lefTens,    and  fets  off; 
And  vou  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  have  told  you. 
Of  courts,  of  princes,   of  the  tricks  in  war: 
This  fervice  is  not  fervice,  fo  being  done, 
But  being  fo  allow'd  :    To  apprehend  thus. 
Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  fee  : 
And  often,  to  our  comfort,  fliall  we  find 
The  fharded  beetle  in  a  fafer  hold 
Than  is  the  fuU-wing'd  eagle.     O,  this  life 
Is  nobler,   than   attending   for  a  check  ; 
Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  babe ; 
Prouder,  than  ruflling  in  unpaid-for  filk: 
Such  gain  the  cap  of  him,  that  makes  them  fine, 
Yet  keeps  his  book  uncrofs'd :   no  life  to  ours. 

Quid.  ■  Out  of  your  proof  you  fpeak  :  we,  poor  uniledg'd. 
Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o'  the  neft  ;   nor  know  not 
What  air's  from  home.     Haply  this  life  is  befl. 
If  quiet  life  be  befl ;   fweeter  to  you. 
That  have  a  fliarper  known ;  well  correfponding 
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With  your  ftifF  age :   but,  unto  u?,   it  is 
A  cell  oi  ignoraxnce  ;   travelling  a-bed  ; 
A  prifon  for  a  d?b'cor,  that  not  dares 
To  iliride  a  linnt. 

Jrv.  Whai  lliQUid  we  fpeak  of> 
When  we  are  as  old  as*  you  ?    when  we  fhall  hear- 
The  rain  and  v/inu  b?ai;  cark  13ecember,  hqwj 
In  this  our  pinphing  cave,   {nail  we  difcourfe 
The  freezing  hours  away  r  W'^  haye  feei;  nqthing  j 
We  are  beafllyi  fubtle  as  the  fox,  for  prey; 
Like  warlike  as  the  wolf,  for  ^vvhat  we  eat : 
Our  valour  is  to  chafe  what  nies ;   our  cage 
We  make  a  quire,  as  doth  the  piifou'd  bird, 
And  ung  our  bondage  freely. 

Bel.  How  you  fpeak  ! 
Did  you  but  know  the  city's  ufurles^ 
And  felt  them  knowingly:  the  art  o'  the  court, 
As  hard  to  leave,   as  keep  ;    whcfe  top  to  climb 
Is  certain  falling,  or  So  flipper}-,  that 
The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling  >  the   toil   of  tlie  war, 
A  pain  that  only  feems  to  iQck  out  danger 
r  the  name  of  fame,  and  honour  ;    //hicli  dies  i'  the  fearch  ^ 
And   hath  as  oft  a  flanderaus  epitaph, 
As  record  of  fair  atSc ;   nay^  many  uinics. 
Doth  ill  deferve  by  doing    well ;    whivt's  worfe. 
Mull  curt'fy  at  the  cenfure : — C),  bovs,  this  ftory 
The  w^orld  may  read  in  me :  My  bod  ,  >  mark'd 
With  Roman  fwords  ;   and  my  report  .vas  once 
Firft  with  the  bcft  of  note-:    Cymbeiin-:  lov'd  me  ; 
And  when  a  foldier  was  the  theme,   my  name 
Was  not  far  off:   Then  was  I  as  a  tree 
Whofe  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit :  but,  in  one  night, 
A  ftorm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you   will. 
Shook  down  my  mellov/  hangings,  nay,  my  leaves, 
And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 

Guid.    Uncertain  favour  ! 

Be/.  My  fault  being   nothing,    (as  I  have  told  you  oft) 
But  that  tv/o  villains^  whofe  falfe  oaths  prevail' d 
Before   my  perfect  honour,   fwore   to  Cymbeline 
I  was  confederate  with  the  Romans  :    fo, 
Follow'd  my  banifliment ;   and,    thefe  twenty  years, 
This  rock,  and  thefe  demefnes^  have  been  my  world  : 

'■  ■    ' '"    ■'     ■'  ^  Whcr^ 
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Where  I  have  livM  at  honeft  freedom  ;  pay'c] 

More  pious  debts  tq  heaven  than  in  all 

The  fore-en4  of  my  time. — But^  up  to  the  mountains- j 

This   is  not  hunter's  language  :    He,  that  ltrik.es 

The  venifqn  firft,  ll^all   he  lord  q*  the   fealt  j 

To  him  the  other  two  fhall  minifter; 

And  we  will  fear  no  poifon  which  attends 

In  place   of  greater  ftate.     I'll   meet  you  in  the  vallic?;. 

[Exeunt   CjUID.  and  Arv, 
l^ow  hard  it    is,   tq    hide  the  fparks  of  nature  ! 
Thefe  boys  know  little  they  are  fons  to  the  king  ; 
Nor  Cymbeline  dreams  that  they   are  alive. 
They  think  they  are  mine  :   and,    though  train'd  up  thus; 

meanly, 
r  the  cave,  wherein  they  bow,  their  thoughts  dp  hit 
The  roofs  of  palaces ;   and  nature  prompts  them, 
In  fimple  and   low  things,  to  prince   it,  much 
Beyon4  ^^^^  trick  of  others.     This  Pqlydore — - 
The  heir  qf  Cymbeline  and   Britain,    whom 
The  kino-  his  father  call'd  Guiderius — Jove  ! 
When  on  rny  three-foot  ftoql  I  fit,  and  tell 
The  warlike  feats  I  have  done,    his  fpirits  fly  out 
Into  myftory;  fay — Thus  mine  encfnyfcllx 
jind  thus  I  Jet  my  foot  on  his  neck;  even  then 
The    princely  blood  flows  in   his   cheek,   he  fwcats. 
Strains  his  young  nerves,   and  pi^ts  himfelf  in  pofturc. 
That  a6ls  my  words.    The  younger  brotherj  Cadwa]^ 
(Once    Arviragus)   in  as  like  a  figure. 
Strikes  life  into  my  fpeech,    and  (hews  much  more 
His  own  conceiving.    Hark  I  the  game  is  rouzM !  — 
O  Cymbeline  1  heaven,  and  my  confcience,  knq^^s. 
Thou  didft  unjuftly  baniih  me  :  whereon^ 
At  three,   and  two  years  old,  I  ftole  theie  b.abes : 
Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  fucceffion,  as 
Thou  reft'fl:  rne  of  my   land.     Euriphilq, 
Thou  waft  their  nurfe  ;    they   took  thee  foj  thdr  mother^ 
And  every  day  do  honour  tq  her  grave: 
Myfeif,  Belarius,  that   am  Adorgan  calPil, 
They  take  for  natural  fathero      The  game  is  up. 
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SCENE  IK 


Near  MilforcUHaven,     Enter  PisANio,  and  Imoqen-, 

Imo,  Thou  told'ft  me,  when  we  came  from  horfe,  the 
place 
Was  near   at  hand  :— ne'er  long'd  my  mother,  fo 
Xo  Tee  me  iirft,  as  I   have  now: — Pifanio  f  Man! 
Where  is  Pofthunius  .?  What  is  in  thy  mind. 
That  piakes  thee  ftare  thus  ?  Wherefore  breaks  that  figh 
From  the  inward  of  thee  ?  One^  but  painted  thus. 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 
Beyond  felf-explication ;  put  thyfelf 
Into  a  haviour  of  lefs  fear,  ^re  wildnefs 
Vanquifh  my  ftaider  fenfes.     What's  the  matter.^ 
Why  tender 'fl:  thou  that  papser  to  me,  with 
A  look  untender  ?  If  it  be  fummer  news. 
Smile  to  't  before  :  if  winterly,    thou  need'ft 
But  keep  that  countenance  flill. — My  hufband's  hand  !■ 
That  drug-damn'd   Italy  hath  out-crafted  him, 

And  he.'5  at  (bme  hard  point, Speak,  man  ;  thy  tQngue 

May  take  off  fome   extremity,  which  to   read 
Would  be  even  mortal,  to  me. 

Fif.  Pleafe  you,  read  j 
And  you  ViviW  find  me,  wretched  man^  a  thing 
Tha  moil:  difdain'd  of  fortune. 

Imogeiv  reads, 

Ttyy  mlftrefs^  Pifarilo^  hath  played.  thej}nazipi;t  in  my  hci  ^^ 
fhe  tejitmonies  ivhereof  lie  hlceclrng  in  me,  I fpeak  not  out  of 
weak  furmlfes  ;  but  from  proof -as  ftrong  as  luy  grief  and  a^ 
icrtain  as  I  expe^  my  revenge,  T^hat  part  thou.,  Pifanioy 
m^fl  a^for  7ne^  if  thy  faith  he  ?2ot  tainted  with  the  breach  of 
hefs.  Let  thine  oivn  hands  take  away  her  life  :  I/hall  give 
thee  opportutJiity  at  Miford-Haven :  fie  hath  ?ny  letter  for  the^ 
furpofe:  where^  if  thou  fear  to  /irikcy  and  to  make  me  cer^. 
iuin  it  is  done^  thou  a?'t  the  pander  to  her  difionQur^  and. 
equally  tQ  ?ne  difloyaL 


P'lf.  What  (hall  I  need  to  draw  my  fword  ?  the  paper 

Hath  cut  her  throat  ah-eady. No;  'tis  (lander; 

Whofe  edge  is  Iharper  than  the  fword  ;  whofe  tongue 
Out-venoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile;  whofe  breath 
Rides  on  the  porting  winds,  and  doth  belie  : ' 

All  corners  of  the  world  :  kings,  queens,  and  flates. 
Maids,  matrons,  nay,  the  fecrets  of  the  grave. 
This  viperous  llander  enters* — What  cheer,  madam? 

I?no.  Falfe  to   his  bed  !   what  is  it,  to  be  falfe  I 
^To  lie  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him  ? 
To  weep  'twixt  clock  and  clock  ?    if  lleep  charge  nature^ 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him, 
And  crv  myfelf  awake  .?    that's  falfe  to  his  bed, 
Is  it?    ' 

Pij.  Alas,  good  lady  ! 

Imo.  I  falfe  f  Thy  confcience  v/itnefs  :-^Iachinio^ 
Thou  didft  accufe  him  of  incontinency ; 
Thou  then   look'dft  like  a  villain ;  now,  methinks. 
Thy  favour's  good   enoughs — Some  jay  of  Italy, 
Whofe  mother  Vv^as  her  painting,  hath  betray'd  him  \ 
Poor  I  am  dale,  a  garment  out  of  faHiion^ 
And,  for  I  am  richer  than  to  hang  by  the  walls, 
I  muft  be  ript: — to  pieces  v/ith  me  !  —  O, 
Men's  vov/s  are  v/omen's  traitors  I  All  good  feeming^ 
By   thy  revolt,    O  hufoand,  /hall  be  thought 
Put  on  forvillany;  not  born,  where't  grows  5 
But  worn,  a  bait  for  ladies, 
F'lf.  Good  madam,  hear  me. 

Imo,  True  honeli  men  being  heard,  like  falfe  ^neas. 
Were,  in  his  time^   thought  falfe  :  and  Sinon's  weeping 
Did  fcandal  many  a  holy  tear  j  took  pity 
From  mod  true  wretchednefs  :  So  thou,    Poflhumus, 
Wilt  lay  the  leaven  on  all  proper  men  ; 
Goodly,  and  gallant,  fhall  be  falfe,  and  perjur'd, 
From   thy  great  fail.-— Come,    fellow,   be  thou  honeli; 
Do  thou  thy  m.after^s    bidding  :    When  thou  feeft  him^ 
A   little  witnefs  my  obedience:    Look! 
I   draw   the  fword  myfelf :    take  it;   and  hit 
The  innocent  manfion  of  my  love,  mv  heart : 
Fear  not;  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  grief: 
Thy  mafter  is  not  there  ;    who   was,  indeed, 
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The  riches  of  it  :     Do  his  bidding;  ftrike. 
Thou  may'ft  be  valiant  in  a  better  caulcj 
But  now  thou  feem'ft  a  coward. 
Pif,  Hence,  vile  inftrument! 
Thou  fhalt  not  damn  my  hand. 

Imo»  Why,  I   muft  die; 
And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 
No  fervant  of  thy  mafter*s  :  Againft  felf-flaughter 
There   is  a  prohibition  fo  divine, 

That  cravens  my  weak  hand.     Come,  here's  my  heart  j— « 
Something's  afore't : — Soft,  foft ;  we'll  no  defence  ; 

Obedient  as  the  fcabbard. What  is  here  ? 

The  fcriptures  of  the  loyal  Leonatus, 

All  turnM  to  herefy?    Away,  away. 

Corrupters  of  my  faith  !   you  fliall  no   more 

Be  flomachers  to  my  heart !   Thus  may  poor  fools 

Believe  falfe  teachers  :  Though  thofe  that  are  betray'd 

Do  feci  the   treafon  fharply,   yet  the  traitor 

Stands  la  worfe  cafe  of  woe. 

And  thou,  Pofthumus,  that  didft  fet  up 

My  difobedience  'gainft  the  king  my  father. 

And  mad'il  me   put  into   contempt  the  fuits 

Of  princely  fellows,  fhalt  hereafter  find 

It  is   no  a£t  of  common  palTage,  but 

A  ftrain  of  rarci-kcfs ;  and    I  grieve  myfclf, 

To  think,  when  thou   fhalt  be  dis-edged  by  her 

That  now  thou  tir'ft  on,  how  thy  memory 

Will   then  be  pang*d  by  me. Pr*ythee,  difpatch  t 

The  lamb  entreiits  the  butcher  :  Whefe^s  thy  Jcnife  ? 
Thou   art  too  flow  to  do  thy  mailer's  bidding. 
When  I  defire  it  too. 

Pif.  O  gracious  lady  \ 
Since  I  receiv'd  command  to  do  this  bufmefs, 
I  have  not  flept  one  wink* 

Imc^  Do't,  and  to-bed  then* 

Pif.  V\\  wake  mine  eye-balls  blind  firft. 

I  mo.  Wherefore  then 
Did*fl  undertake  it  ?  Why  haft  thou  abusM^ 
So  many  miles,  with  a  pret^-nce  ?  this  place  ? 
Mine  action)  and  thine  own  ?  our  horfes'  labour  ? 
The  time  inviting  thee  ?  the  perturbed  court. 
For  my  being  abfent;  whereunto  I  never 

Purpofe 


CYMEELINE,  4.9 

Purpofe  to  return  ?  Why  haft  thou  gone  {o  far, 
To  be  unbent,  when  thou  haft  ta'en  thy  ftand, 
The  elected  deer  before  thee  ? 

Pif.  But  to  win  time 
To  lofe  fo  bad  employment :  in  the  which 
i  have  confidered  of  a  courfe  :   Good  lady, 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Imo.  Talk  thy  tongue  weary ;  fpeak  : 
I  have  heard,  I  am  a  ftrumpet ;  and  mine  ear. 
Therein  falfe  ftruck,  can  take  no  greater  wound, 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  that.     But  fpeak. 

Pi/C  Then,  madam, 
I  thought  you  would  not  back  again. 

Imo.   Moft  like  ; 
Bringing  m.e  here  to  kill  me. 

jPi/> Not  fo,  neither: 
But  if  I  were  as  wik  as  honeft,  then 
My  purpofe  vv^ould  prove  well;     It  cannot  be^ 
But  that  my  mafter  is  abus'd  : 
Some  villain,  ay,  and  fmgular  in  his  art. 
Hath  done  you  both  this  curfed  injury. 

Imo.  Some  Roman  courtezan. 

Pif.  No,  on  my  life. 
I'll  give  but  notice  you  are  dead,  and  fend  hir^ 
Some  bloody  fign  of  it ;  for  'tis  commanded 
I  fhould  do  io  :  You  fhall  be  mifs'd  at  court. 
And  that  vAU  v/ell  confirm  it. 

Imo,  Why,  good  fellow. 
What  fhall  I  do  the  while  ?  Where  bide  ?   How  live  ? 
Or  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  huiband  ? 

Pz/  If  you'll  back  to  the  court r- 

.    Imo.  No  court,  no  father ;  nor  no  more  ado 
V\/'ith  that  harfli,  noble,  fimple,  nothing; 
That  Cloten,  whofe  love-fuit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  fiege. 

Pif.  If  not  at  court. 
Then  not  i.i  Britain  muft  you  bide. 

Imc.  W^here  then  ? 
Hath  B-itain  all  the  fun  that  fhines  ?  Day,  night, 
Are  they  not  but  in  Britain  ?  I'  the  world's  volume 
Our  Bntaiu  feems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it  3 
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In  a  great  pool  a  fwan's  nefl :  Pr*ythec,  think 
There's  livers  out  of  Britain. 

Pif.  I  am  mofl  glad 
You  think  of  other  place.     The  ambaflador, 
Lucius  the  Roman,  comes  to  Milford-Haven 
To-morrow  :  now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mind 
Dark  as  your  fortune  is  ;  and  but  difguife 
That,  which,  to  appear  itfelf,  muft  not  yet  be. 
But  by  felf-danger  5  you  fhouid  tread  a  courfe 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view  :  yea,  haply,  near 
The  refidence  of  Pofchumus  ;  fo  nigh,  at  leaft. 
That  though  his  a61:ions  were  not  vifible,  yet 
Report  ihould  render  him  hourly  to  your  ear. 
As  truly  as  he  moves* 

Imo.  O,  for  fuch  means  ! 
Though  peril  to  my  modefty,  not  death  on't^ 
I  would  adventure. 

Pif.  Well,  theny  here's  the  point : 
You  muft  forget  to  be  a  woman  ;  change 
Command  into  obedience  j  fear,  and  nicenefs 
(The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or,  more  truly^ 
Woman  its  pretty  felf),  into  a  waggilli  courage  j 
Ready  in  gybes,  quick-anfwer'd,  faucy,  and 
As  quarreilous  as  a  weafel :  nay,  you  muft 
Forget  that  rarcft  treaiure  of  your  cheek, 
Expofmg  it  (but,  O)  the  harder  heart ! 
Alack,  no  remedy)  to  the  greedy  touch 
Of  common-kiiTing  Titan  ;  and  forget 
Your  labourfome  and  dainty  trims,  wherein 
You  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay,  be  brief; 
I  fee  into  thy  end,  and  am  almoft 
A  man  already. 

P'lf.  Firft,  make  yourfejf  but  like  onc# 
Forethinking  this,  I  have  already  fit 
('Tis  in  my  cloakbag),.  doublet,  hat,  hofe,  all 
That  anfwer  to  them :  would  you  in  their  fervingy 
And  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  luch  a  feafon,  'fore  noble  Lucius 
Prefent  yourfelf,  defirehis  fervice,  tell  him 
Wherein  you  are  happy  (which  you'll  make  him  know> 
\i  tliat  his  )^i:^^  have  ear  in  mufic],  doubtleft> 
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With  joy  he  will  embrace  you ;  for  he's  honourable, 
And,  doubling  that,  moft  holy.     Your  means  abroad 
You  have  me,  rich  ;  and  I  will  n.vcr  fail 
Beginning,  nor  fupplyment, 

Imo.  Thou  art  all  the  comfort 
The  gods  will  diet  me  with.     Pr'ythee,  away: 
There's  more  to  be  confiderM ;  but  we*ll  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us  :  This  attempt 
I  am  foldier  to,  and  will  abide  it 
With  a  "prince's  courage.     Av/ay,  I  pr'ythee. 

Pif.  Well,  madam,  v/e  muft  take  a  ihort  farewell: 
Left,  being  mifs'd,  I  be  fufpe^led  of 
Your  carriage  from  the  court.     My  noble  miftrefs, 
Here  is  a  box ;  I  had  it  from  the  queen ; 
What's  in't  is  precious  :  if  you  are  fick  at  fea. 
Or  ftomach-qualm'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 

Will  drive  away  diftemper. To  fom.e  fhade, 

And  fit  you  to  your  manhood  : — May  the  gods 
Dire6i:  you  to  the  beft  ! 

Ime,  Amen  :  I  thank  thee,  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  r. 


Ihe  Palace  of  Cymbeline. 
E>nter  Cymbeline,  ^een^  Cloten,  Lucius,  and  Lords, 


Cjm,  Thus  far  \  and  fo  farewell. 

Luc.  Thanks,  royal  fir. 
My  emperor  hath  wrote:  I  mufl:  from  hence 5 
And  am  right  forry  that  I  muft  report  ye 
My  mafter's  enemy, 

Cyin,  Our  fubje6ls,  fir. 
Will  not  endure  his  yoke ;  and  for  ourfelf 
To  fhew  lefs  fovereignty  than  they,  muft  needs 
Appear  unkinglike. 

Luc,  So,  fir,  I  defire  of  you 
A  conduct,  over  land,  to  Milford-Haven— 
Madam,  alljoy  befall  your  grace,  and  you  \ 

G  a  Cym> 
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Cp7u  My  lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  office  ^ 

The  due  of  honour  in.no  point  omit :- 

So,  fare\yell,  noble  Lucius. 

Luc.  Your  hand,  my  lord. 

Clot.  Receive  it  friendly :  but  from  this  time  forth 
I  wear  it  as  your  enemy» 

Luc.  Sir,  the  event 
Is  yet  to  name  the  winner  :  Fare  you  well. 

Cpn.  Leave  not  the  v/orthy  Lucius,  good  my  lords, 

^Till  he  have  croft  the  Severn.^ Happinefs  !  * 

[Exit  Lucius,  is'c^ 

^een.  He  goes  hence  frowning :  but  it  honours  us 
That  we  have  given  him  caul".       ^ 

Clot.  'Tis  all  the  better ; 
Your  valiant  Britons  have  their  wifhes  in  it. 

Cym.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  emperor 
Hov/  it  goes  here.     It  fit?  us  therefore  ripely, 
Our  chariots  and  our  hcrlemen  be  in  readinefs  : 
The  powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
Willfoon  be  ^rawn  to  head,  from  v/hence  he  movcS 
His  war  for  Britain. 

^een.  'Tis  not  lleepy  bufmefs  ; 
But  muft  be  look'd  to  fpeedily,  and  ftrongly. 

Cy?n.  Our  expe61ation  that  it  fhould  be  thus. 
Hath  made  us  forv/ard.     But,  my  gentle  queen, 
Where  is  our  daughter  ?      She-  hy.th  not  appear'd 
Before  the  Rom.an,  nor  to  us  hath  tender'd 
The  duty  of  the  day  :  She  looks  us  like 
A  thiiig  more  made  of  malice  than  of  duty ; 
We  have  noted  it.— Call  her  before  us  ;  for 
We  have  been  too  light  in  fulferance, 

[  Exit  a  Sei  vani^ 

^ieen.  Royal  iir. 
Since  the  exile  of  Pofthumus,  molt  retir'd 
Hath  her  life  been;  the  cure  whereofj  my  lord, 
'Tis  time  muft  do.     'Befeech  your  majefty, 
Torbear  iharp  fpeeches  to  her  :   She's  a  lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  ftrokes, 
And  flrokes  death  to  her. 

Re-enter  the  Servant, 
C)7«.  Where  is.  fhe,  fii*  ?  How 
Can  her  contempt  be  anfv/er'd  ?  §0'v. 


CYMBELINE.  53 

Serv.    Pleafe  you.  Sir, 
Her  chambers  are  all  lockM ;  and  there's  no  anfwer 
That  will  be  given  to  the  loud  of  noife  we  make. 

^iicen.  My  lord,  when  laft  1  went  to  vifit  her> 
She  pray'd  me  to  excufe  her  keeping  clofc  ; 
Whereto  conftrain'd  by  her  infirmity, 
She  fhould  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you, 
\A/^hich  daily  (he  was  bound  to  proiFer :   this 
She  wifh'd  me  to  make  knov/n;   but  our  great  court 
Made  me  to  blame  in  memory. 

Cym.  Her  doors  lock'd  ? 
Not  ktn  of  late  ?   Grant,  heavens,  that,  which  I  fear, 
Prove  falfe  ?  [Extt. 

^leen.   Son,  I  fay,  follow  the  king. 

Clot.  That  man  of  her's,  Pifanio,  her  old  fervant, 
I  have  not  {<tzi\  thefe  two  days.  j^ExiL 

^ieen.  Go,  look  after. — • 
Pifanio,  thou  that  ftand'ft  fo  for  Pofthumus  !  — 
He  hath  a  drug  of  mine:  I  pray,    his  abfence 
Proceed  by  fwallowin^  that ;  for  he  believes 
It  IS  a  thing  m.oil  precious.     But  for  her, 
"Where  is  ihe  gone  ?   Haply,  defpair  hath  feiz'd  her  5 
Or,  wing'd  vv'ith  fervour  of  her  love,  {he's  flown 
To  her  defir'd  PofthumAis  :  Gone  fhe  is 
To  death,  or  to  difhonour;  and  my  end 
Can  make  good  ufe  of  either  :   She  being  dov/n, 
I  have  the  placing  of  the  Britifh  crown. 

Re-enter   Clot  en. 

How  now,  my  fon  ? 

Clot.  'Tis  certain,  fhe  Is  fled  : 
Go  in  and  cheer  the  king  -,  he  rages,  none 
Dare  come  aboqt  him 

^eerj.  All  the  better  :  May 
This  night  foreftall  him  of  the  coming  day  ! 

[Exit  ^een. 

Clot,  I  love,  and  hate  her  :  for  fhe's  fair  and  royai  ^ 
And  that  ihe  hath  all  courtly  parts  more  exquifite 
Than  lady,  ladies,  \yoman ;  from  every  one 
The  beit,  ihe  hath,  and  fhe,  of  all  compounded, 
P'^tfelis  them  all :  I  love  her  therefore  3  But 

pifdainin^ 
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pifdaining  me,  and  throwing  favours  on 
The  low  Pofthumus,  llanders  fo  her  judgment. 
That  what  elfe  rare,  is  caoak'd;  and,  in  that  point, 
I  will  caiiclude  to  hate  her,  nay,  indeed,  "-'' 

To  be  reveng'd  upon  her.     For,  when  fools 

Enter  Pisanio. 

Shall — ^Who  is  here  ?  What !  are  you  packing,  firrah? 
Come  hither    Ah,  you  precious  pander !    Villain, 
Where  is  thy  lady  ?  In  a  word  i  or  elfe 
Thou  art  flraighrway  with  the  fiends. 

Fiji  O5  good  my  lord ! 

Got.  Where  is  thy  lady  ?   or,  by  Jupiter, 
I  will  not  afk  again«     Clofe  villain, 
I'll  have  this  fecret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.     Is  ihe  Vv^ith  Pofthumus  ? 
From  whofe  (o  many  weights  of  bafenefs  cannot 
A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn. 

Fif.  Alas,  my  lord, 
How  can  flie  be  with  him  ?  Whea  was  Ihe  mifs'd  ? 
He  is  in  Rome, 

QgL  Where  is  fhe,  fir  ?  Come  nearer  ^ 
Ko  further  halting  :  fatisfy  me  home. 
What  is  become  of  her  ? 

FIf,  O,  my  all-worthy  lord  ! 

Clot,  All-worthy  villain  ! 
Pifcover  v/here  thy  miftrefs  is,  at  once, 
At  the  next  v/crd— — No  more  of  worthy  Io(rd--ir 
Speak,  or  thy  filence  on  the  inftant  is 
Thy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 

Fif.  Then,  fir,  ^ 
This  paper  is  the  hiftory  of  my  kno.wledg« 
Touching  her  Right. 

Clot.  Let's  fee  't :— I  will  purfue  her 
Even  to  Auguftus'  throne. 

P?/:  [J/ide.]  Or  this,  or  perifh. 
She^s  far  enough  i  and  what  he  learns  by  this 
'^hy  prove  his  travelj  not  her  danger. 

Cht^  Hum  ! 
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Pif,  V\\  write  to  my  lord  fhe's  dead.     O,  Imogen, 

Safe  may'ft  thou  wander,  fafe  return  again  i 

Clot.  Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true  ? 

Pif,   Sir,  as  I  think, 

CloL  It  is  Pollhumus' hand  ;  I  know't.— Sirrah,  If  thow. 
would'ft  not  be  a  villain,  but  do  me  true  fervicc,  undergo 
thofe  employments  wherein  I  fhould  have  caufe  to  ufe  thee, 
with  a  fcrious  induftryj  that  is,  what  villany  foc'er  I  bid 
thee  do,  to  perform  it,  directly  and  truly — I  would  think 
thee  an  honeil  man:  thou  ihouid'il:  neither  v/ant  my  means 
for  thy  relief,  nor  my  voice  for  thy  preferment, 

PijC  Weil,  n:y  good  lord^ 

Clot.  Wilt  thou  ferve  me  ?  For  iince  patiently  and  con«* 
flantly  thou  haft  ftuck  to  the  bare  fortune  of  that  beggar 
Pofthumus,  thou  canTt  not,  in  the  courfe  of  siratitudeg 
but  be  a  diligent  follower  of  mine.  Wilt  thou  ferve  me  f 

Pif.  Sir,  I  will. 

Clot,  Give  me  thy  hand,  here's. my  purfe.  Haft  any  of 
thy  late  mafier's  (rarmencs  in  thy  poffefTion  ? 

Pif,  I  have,  m.y  lord,  at  my  lodging,  the  fame  fuit  h-e 
wore  when  he  took  leave  of  my  lady  and  miftrefSi, 

Clot.  The  firlt  fervice  thou  doft  me,  fetch  that  fuit 
hither  :  let  it  be  thy  iirfl  fervice  -,  go. 

Pif  I  fnall,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Clot.  Meet  thee  at  Milford-Haven  :- 1  forgot  to  afk 

him  one  thing ;  I'll  remember't  anon : Even  there,  thou 

villain  Poflhumus,  will  I  kill  thee. — I  would  thefe  gar- 
ments were  come*  She  faid  upon  a  time  (-the  bitternefs  of 
it  I  now  belch  from  my  heart),  that  fhe  held  the  very 
garment  of  Pofthurnus  in  m. ore  refpect  than  my  noble  and 
natural  perfon,  together  with  the  adornment  of  m.y  <|ua* 
lilies.  With  what  fuit  upon  my  back,  will  1  ravilh  her  l 
Pirft  kill  him.,  and  in  her  eyes,  there  fhall  fhe  fee  my  va-* 
lour,  which  will  then  be  a  torm-ent  to  her  contempt.  He 
on  the  ground,  my  fpeech  of  infultment  ended  on  his  dead 
body — and  when  my  luft  hath  dined  ( v/hich,  as  I  fay,  to  ve^ 
her,  I  will  execute  in  the  clothes  that  ihe  fo  prais'd),  to  the 
court  I'll  knock  her  back,  foot  her  home  again.  She  hatli 
defpis'd  me  rejoicingly,  and  I'll  be  rnery  in  miy  revenge. 

Re-enter  risANlOj  ivttb  the  ClQthes, 
Be  thofe  the  garments  I 


56  CYMEELINE. 

P'lf.  Ay,  my  noble  lord. 

Clot.  How  long  is't  fmce  flie  went  to  MIlford-Haven  ? 

Ptf.  She  can  fcarce  be  there  yet. 

Clot.  Bring  this  apparel  to  my  chamber ;  that  is  the  le-^ 
cond  thing  that  1  have  commanded  thee  :  the  third  is,  that 
thou  wilt  be  a  voluntary  mute  to  my  defign.  Be  but  du- 
teous, and  true  preferment  fhall  tender  itfelf  to  thee.— 
My  revencre  is  nov/  at  Milford;  would  I  had  wings  to 
follow  it !  come^  and  be  true,  [ExiU 

Pif.  Thou  bidd'ft  me  to  my  lofs :  for  true  to  thee 
Were  to  prove  falfe,  which  I  will  never  be 
.To  him  that  is  mioft  true. — To  Milford  go, 
And  find  not  her  whom' thou  purfa'ft.    Flow,   flow, 
You  heavenly  bleffings,  on  her  !   This  fool's  fpeed 
Be  croil:  with  flownels,  labour  be  his  meed  ! 


SCENE    VL 

The  For  eft  and  Cave, 
Enter  Imogen,  in  Boy^s  Clot  he  s^ 

I?no.  I  fee  a  man's  life  Is  a  tedious  one  : 
I  have  tir'd  myfelf ;   and  for  two  nights  together 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.    I   fhould  be  fick. 
But  that  my  refolution  helps  me.— Milford, 
When  from  the  mountain  top  Pifanio  fliew'd  thee, 
Thou  waft  v/ithin  a  ken :  O  Jove^  I  think 
Foundations  fly  the  wretched  :    fuch,  I  mean. 
Where  they  fhould  be  reliev'd.    Two  beggars  told  me 
I  could  notmifs  my  way:    \yi\\  poor  folk  lie, 
That  have  aflli61:Ions  on  them  ;   knowing  'tis 
A  punifhment,  or  trial  ?  Yes :    no  wonder, 
When  rich  ones  fcarce  tell  true  :  To  lapfe  in  fulnefs 
Is  forer  than  to  lie  for  need  ;  and  falfehood 
Is  worfe  in  kings  than  beggars.-— My  dear  lord  1 
Thou  art  one  o'  the  falfe  ones  :   Now  I  think  on  thee. 
My  hunger's  gone ;  but  even  before  1  was 
At  point  to  fink  for  food. — ^But  what  is  this  ? 
Here  is  a  path  to  it:  'Tis    Tome  favage  hold  : 

I  *"  I  wera 
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I  were  beft  not  call ;  I  dare  not  call :  yet  famine, 

Ere  clean  it  o'erthrow  nature,  makes  it  valiant. 

Plenty  and  peace  breed  cowards  ;  hardnefs  ever 

Of  hardinefs  is  mother. — Ho  ! — who's  here  ? 

If  any  thing  that's  civil,  fpeak  ;  if  favage, 

Take,  or  lend. — Ho  ! — No  anfwer  ?  then  Pll  enter. 

Beft  draw  my  Iword  -,  and  if  mine  enemy 

But  fear  the  fword  like  me,  he'll  fcarcelv  look  on't. 

Such  a  foe,  good  heavens  !  [Ske  goes  into  the  cavf. 


Enter  Bel ARius^  Guiderius,  ^W  Arviragus. 

BeL  You,  Polydore,  have  prov'd  beft  woodman,  and 
Are  mafter  of  the  feaft  :   Cadwal  and  I 
Will  play  the  cook  and  fervant ;  'tis  our  match  : 
The  fweat  of  induftry  would  dry  and  die. 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.     Come  ;  our  ftomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely  favoury  :  Wearin.fs 
Can  fnore  upon  the  flint,  when  refly  floth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard. — Now,  peace  be  here, 
Poor  houfe,  that  keep'ft  thyfelf  I 

Gtii^i.  I  am  throughly  weary. 

yfrv.  lam  weak  with  toil,  yet  ftrong  in  appetite. 

Guld.  There's  cold  meat  i'  the  cave;  we'll  brouze  on  that 
Whilft  what  we  have  kill'd  be  cook'd. 

Bei.  Stay,  comxe  not  in  : —  [Looking  In 

But  that  it  eats  our  victuals,  I  fhould  thinl? 
Here  were  a  fairy. 

Guid.  What's  the  matter,  fir  ? 

BeL  By  Jupiter,  an  angel  !   or,  if  not, 
An  earthly  paragon  !— Behold  divinenefs 
No  elder  than  a  boy  ! 


Enter  Imcgen. 

Imo,  Good  mafters,  harm  me  not : 
Before  I  enter'd  here  I  call'd,  and  thought 
To  have  begg'd,  or  bought,  what  I   have  took  :  Good 

troth, 
I  have  ftolen  nought,  nor  would  not,  though  I  had  found 

n^  Qoid 
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Gold  flrewM  g'  the  floor.    Here's  money  for  rhy  meat  ? 
I  would  have  left  it  on  the  board  fo  foon 
As  I  had  made  my  m.eal ;  and  parted 
With  prayers  for  the  provider. 

Guid.  Money,  youth? 

Jrv,  All  gold  and  filver  rather  turn  to  dirt ; 
As  'tis  no  better  reckon'd  but  of  thofe 
Who  worfhip  dirty  gods. 

Imo.  I  fee  you  are  angry  : 
Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  ihould 
Have  dy'd  had  1  not  made  it. 

Bel,  Whither  boi5nd  ? 

hm.  To  Milford-Haven. 

Bei:  What  is  your  name  ?, 

Imo.  Fidele,  fir  :  I  have  a  kinfman  v/ha 
Is  bound  for  Italy;  he  embark'd  at  Milford  ; 
To  whom  being  going,  almoft  fpent  with  hungerj, 
I  am  fallen  in  this  offence. 

BeL  Pr'ythee,  fair  youth, 
Thin-k  us  no  churls ;  nor  meafure  our  good  minds 
By  this  rude  place  we  live  in.     Well  encountered  ! 
"Tis  almoft  night :  you  fhall  have  better  cheer  » 

Ere  you  depart;  and  thanks  to  ftay  and  eat  it. — 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome, 

Gnid.  Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 
I  fhould  woo  hard  but  be  your  groom. — In  honefty 
I  bid  for  you  as  I'd  buy. 

Jrv.  I'll  make't  my  comfort. 
He  is  a  man  ;  I'll  love  him  as  my  brother : — 
And  fuch  a  wi^elcome  as  I'd  give  to  him, 
After  long  abknce,  fuch  is  yours : — JMoft  welcome  * 
Be  fprightly,  for  you  fail  'mongft  friends. 

I?no.^[Al^ide.]  'Mongft  friends  ! 
If  brothers  ? — 'Would  it  h:d  been  (o^  that  they 
Had  been  my  father's  fons  !  then  had  my  prize 
Been  lefs  ;  and  fo  more  ec  aal  ballaiHng 
To  thee,  Pofthumus. 

BeL  He  wrings  at  fome  diilrefs. 

Guid,  'Would  I  could  free't  ! 

Arv.  Or  I ;  whate'er  it  be, 
XVhat  pain  it  coft,  what  danger  !  gods  ! 

BcL  Hark,  boys  !  [  Whlfpiring, 
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Imo.  Great  men 
That  had  a  court  no  bigger  than  this  cave^ 
That  did  attend  themfelves,  and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  own  confcience  feal'd  them,  (laying  by 
That  nothing  gift  of  differing  multitudes), 
Could  not  out-peer  thefe  twain.     Pardon  me,  gods  ! 
I'd  change  my  fex  to  be  companion  with  them, 
Since  Leonatus  falfe 

Bel.  It  fliall  be  fo  : 
Boys,  we'll  go  drefs  our  hunt. — Fair  youth,  come  in  : 
Difcourfe  is  heavy  fafting  j  when  we  have  fupp'd. 
We'll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  itoryj 
So  far  as  thou  wilt  fpealc  it. 

GuicL  Pray  draw  near. 

Jrv.  The  night  to  the  owl,  and  morn  to  the  lark,  lefs 
welcome. 

I?no.  Thanks,  fir. 

Jrv,  I  pray,  draw  near.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  FIL 

kome.     Enter  two  Roman  Senators  and  Tribunes^ 

i  Sen,  This  is  the  tenor  of  the  emperor's  writ : 
That  fmce  the  common  m.en  are  now  in  acSiion 
^Gainft  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians, 
And  that  the  legions  now  in  Gallia  are 
Full  weak  to  undertake  our  wars  againft 
The  falPn-off  Pritons,  that  we  do  incite 
The  gentry  to  this  bunnefs  :   He  creates 
Lucius  pro-conful ;  and  to  you,  the  tribunes^ 
For  this  immediate  levy  he  commands 
His  abfolute  commiffion.     Long  live  Caefar  ! 

Tri.  Is  Lucius  general  of  the  forces  ? 

2  Sen.  Ay» 

Tri.  Remaining  nov/  in  Gallia  ? 

I  Sen.  With  thofe  legions 
Which  I  have  fpoke  of,  whereiinto  your  levy 
Muft  be  fuppjiant:  The  words  of  your  commlfHon 
Will  tie  you  to  the  numbers  and  the  time 
0f  their  difpatch. 

Tru.   We  v/ill  difcharge  our  dutv.  \Exeunt, 

Ha      '  •  ACT 
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ACr  IV.    SCENE  L 

The  For  eft ^  near  the  Cave*     Enter  Cloten. 
Cloten, 

J.  AM  near  to  the  place  where  they  fhoiild  meet,  if  Pifa- 
nio  have  mapp'd  it  truly.  How  ht  his  garments  ferve  me  1 
Why  fhould  his  miftrefs,  who  was  made  by  him  that 
made  the  tailor,  not  be  fit  too  ?  the  rather  (faving  reve- 
rence of  the  word),  for  'tis  faid  a  woman's  fitnefs  comes  by 
fits.  Therein  I  muft  play  the  workman.  I  dare  fpealc  it 
to  myfelf  (for  it  is  not  vain-glory  for  a  man  and  his  glafs 
to  confer;  in  his  ov/n  chamber  I  mean)  the  lines  of  m^y 
body  are  as  well  drawn  as  his ;  no  lefs  young,  more  ftrong, 
not  beneath  him  in  fortunes,  beyond  him  in  the  advantage 
of  the  time,  above  him  in  birth,  alike  converfant  in  general 
fervices,  and  more  remarkable  in  fingle  oppofitions  :  yet 
this  imperfeverant  thing  loves  him  in  my  defpiglit.  What 
mortality  is  !  Poflhumus,  thy  head,  which  is  now  growing 
upon  thy  fhoulders,  fliali  within  this  hour  be  oiF:  thy 
miflrefs  enforced  ;  thy  garments  cut  to  pieces  before  thy 
face  ;  and,  all  this  done,  fpurn  her  home  to  her  father,  who 
may,  haply,  be  a  little  angry  for  my  fo  rough  ufage  :  but 
my  mother,  having  power  of  his  teftinefs,  fhall  turn  all 
into  my  commendations.  My  horfe  is  ty'd  up  fafe :  Out 
fword,  and  to  a  fore  purpofe  I  Fortune,  put  them  into  my 
hand  !  This  is  the  very  defcription  of  their  meeting  place  ; 
and  the  feliov/  dares  not  deceive  me.  [^Exit. 


SCENE   11,  ^ 

^e  Cave.  £/;/^r  Belarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragi;s, 
and  Imogen. 

Bel  You  are  not  well :    remain  here  in  the  cgve  j 
We'll  come  to  you  ^it^%  hunting. 

4r%, 
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Jrv.  Brother,  ftayhere:  [r^  Imogen. 

Are  we  not  brothers  ? 

I/no,   So  man  and  man  fliould  be  ; 
But  clay  and  clay^difFers  in  dignity 
Whofe  duft  is  both  ahke.     I  am  very  ficlc. 

Guid,  Go  you  to  hunting,  I'll  abide  with  him, 

Imo.  So  fick  I  am  not ;  yet  I  am  not  well : 
But  not  (o  citizen  a  wanton  as 
To  feem  to  die  ere  fick  :   So  pleafe  you,  leave  me  ; 
Stick  to  your  journal  courie  :  the  breach  of  cuftom 
Is  breach  of  all.     I  am  ill ;  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me  :   Society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  fociable :  I  am  not  very  fick^ 
Since  I  can  reafon  of  it.     Pray  you,  truft  me  here: 
I'll  rob  none  but  myfelf ;  and  let  me  die 
Stealiiig  fo  poorly. 

Guid.  I  love  chee ;  I  have  fpoke  it  : 
How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much. 
As  I  do  love  my  father. 

Bel.  What  r  how  ?  how  ? 

Jrv.  If  it  be  fin  to  fay  io,  fir,  I  yoke  me 
Tn  my  good  brother's  fault :  I  know  not  v/hy, 
I  love  this  youth  ;  and  I  have  heard  you  fay 
Love's  reafon's  without  reafon :  the  bier  at  door 
And  a  demand  v/lio  is't  fhall  die,  I'd  (-^iy^ 
Ady  father y  nnt  this  youth, 

Bel.  O  noble  ftrain  ! 

0  worthinefs  of  nature  !  breed  of  greatnefs  \ 
Cowards  father  cowards,  and  bafe  things  fire  bafe  : 
Nature  hath  meal  and  bran  ;  contempt  and  grace. 

1  am  not  their  father;  yet  who  this  fliould  be 
Doth  miracle  itfelf,  lov'd  before  me. 

''Tis  the  ninth  hour  o'  the  morn. 
Jrv.  Brother,  farewell. 
Imo.  I  wifh  ye  fport. 

♦     Jrv,  You  health. So  pleafe  you,  fir. 

Jmo.    [J/ide.']    Thefe  are  kind  creatures.     Gods,  v^'hat 
lies  I  have  heard  ! 
Our  courtiers  fay  all's  lavage  but  at  court: 
Experience,  O,  thou  difprov'fl:  report ! 
The  imperious  feas  breed  monilers  j  for  the  dilh 
Poor  tributary  rivers  its  fvveec  hiL, 

I  am 
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I  am  fick  ftill ;  beart-fick: Pifanio, 

ril  now  tafte  of  thy  drug. 

Guid.  I  could  not  ftir  him  : 
He  faid  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate; 
Diihoneftly  afflicShed,  but  yet  honeft. 

Arv.  Thus  did  he  anfwer  me  :  yet  faid,  hereaftci* 
I  might  know  m^ore. 

Bel.  To  the  field,  to  the  field : — 
We'll  leave  you  tor  this  time  j  go  in  and  reft* 

Jrv.  We'll  not  be  long  away. 

Bel.  Pray  be  not  fick, 
For  3^ou  muft  be  our  houfewife* 

Imo.  Well  or  ill 
I  am  bound  to  you,  [Exit  IiviOGErc* 

BeL  And  fhalt  be  even — • 

This  youth,  howe'er  diftrefs'd,  appears  he  hath  had 
Good  anceftors. 

j^rv.  How  angel -like  he  fings  ! 

Guid»  But  his  neat  cookery  ! 
He  cuts  our  roots  in  charadlers ; 
And  {kiuc'd  our  broths  as  Juno  had  been  fick> 
And  he  her  dieter. 

yfrv.  Nobly  he  yokes 
A  fmiling  with  a  figh  5  as  if  the  figh 
Was  that  it  v/as  for  not  being  fuch  a  fmile ; 
The  fmile  mocking  the  figh,  that  it  would  fly 
From  fo  divine  a  temple  to  commix 
With  winds  that  failors  rail  at» 

Guid,  I  do  note 
That  grief  and  patience,  rooted  in  him,  both 
Mingle  their  fpurs  together. 

Arv.  Grow,  patience  ! 
And. let  the  {linking  elder,  grief,  untwine 
His  perifhing  root  with  the  increafing  vine! 

BeL  It  is  great  morning.  Come;  away. — Who's  there? 

Enter  C  lot  EN- 

CiGt.  I  cannot  find  thofe  runagates  5  that  villain 
Hath  mock'd  me  i—I  am  faint. 

Bel.  Thofe  runagates  ! 
Means  he  not  us  ?  I  partly  know  him  ;  'tis 
Cloten,  the  hn  o'  the  queen.     I  fear  fome  ambufh. 

I  faw 
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I  Taw  him  not  thefe  many  years,  and  yet 
I  know  'tis  he  : — We  are  held  as  outlaws  : — Hence, 
Guid.  He  is  but  one  : — you  and  my  brother  fearch 
What  companies  are  near ;  pray  you  away  ; 
Let  me  alone  with  him. 

[Exeunt  Belarius  and  Arviragus^ 

.Clot.  Soft!  What  are  you 
That  fly  me  thus  ?  fome  villain  mountaineers  ? 
I  have  heard  of  luch. — What  flave  art  thou  I 

Guid.  A  thing 
More  flavifh  did  I  ne'er  than  anfwering 
A  fiave  without  a  knocK 

Clot.  Thou  art  a  robber, 
A  ^aw-breaker,  a  villain  :  yield  thee,  thief, 

Guid.  To  who  ?  to  thee  ?  What  art  thou  ?  Have  not  I 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine  ?  a  heart  as  big  ? 
Thy  words,  I  grant,  are  bigger  ;  for  I  wear  not 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.     Say  what  thou  art  j 
Why  1  fhould  yield  to  thee  ? 

C/ot.  Thou  villain  bafe, 
Know'ft  me  not  by  my  clothes  ? 

Guid.   N*,  nor  thy  tailor,  rafcal, 
Who  is  thy  grandfather  ;  he  made  thofe  clothes. 
Which,  as  it  feems,  make  thee. 

Clot.  Thou  precious  varlet, 
-My  tailor  made  them  not. 

x^uid.  Hence  then,  and  thank 
The  man  that  gave  tiiem  thee.     Thou  art  fome  fool  5 
I  am  loth  to  beat  thee. 

Clot.  Thou  injurious  thief. 
Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble, 

Guid.  What's  thy  name  ? 

C/oi.  Cloten,  thou  villain. 

Gidd.  Cloten,  thou  double  villain,  be  ^y  name, 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it ;  were  it  toad,  adder,  fpider, 
■Twould  move  me  fooner. 

Clot.  To  thy  further  fear, 
Nay,  to  thy  mere  confufion  thou  fhalt  know 
I  am  fon  to  the  queen. 

Guid.  I  am  forry  for't;  not  feeming 
So  worthy  as  thy  birth^ 

Ckf, 
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Clot,  Ar't  not  afeard  ? 

Guid.  Thofe  that  I  reverence,  thofe  1  fear — (^e  wifs  : 
At  fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

Clot.  Die  the  death  : 
When  I  have  (lain  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
FlI  follow  thofe  that  even  now  fled  hence. 
And  on  the  gates  of  Lud's  town  fet  your  heads : 
Yield,  ruftic  mountaineer  !  \,Fight^  and  exeurtt. 

Enter  Belarius  and  Arviragus, 

Bel  No  company's  abroad. 

jirv.  None  in  the  world  :  you  did  miflake  him,  fare« 
"  BeL  1  cannot  tell :  Long  is  it  fnice  I  faw  him, 
But  time  hath  nothing  blurrM  thofe  lines  of  favour 
Which  then  he  wore  ;  the  fnatches  in  his  voice, 
And  burft  of  fpeaking,  were  as  his  :  I  am  abfolute^ 
*Twas  very  Cloten. 

Ar^,  In  this  place  we  left  them  : 
I  wifh  my  brother  make  good  time  with  him. 
You  fay  he  is  fo  fell. 

BeL  Being  fcarce  made  up, 
I  mean  to  man  he  had  not  apprehenfion 
Of  roaring  terrors  :  for  the  effect  of  judgment 
Js  oft  the  caufe  of  fear. — But  fee,  thy  brother  I 

Re-enter  GviTtE'^iv Si  with  ClotenV  Head^ 

Guid.  This  Cloten  was  a  fool ;  an  empty  purfe. 
There  was  no  money  in't :  not  Hercules 
Could  have  knock'd  out  his  brains,  for  he  had  none  5 
Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  fool  h?id  borne 
My  head  as  I  do  his. 

Bel.  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Guid,  I  am  perfef^,  w^hat ;  cut  ofF  one  Cloten's  head,^ 
Son  to  the  quetin,  after  his  own  report ; 
Who  cali'd  me  traitor,  mountaineer ;  and  fwore 
With  his  own  fnigle  hand  he'd  take  us  in, 
Difplace  our  heads,  where,  thank  the  gods,  they  grow, 
^d  fet  them  on  Lud's  town. 

BeL  We  are  all  undone, 

Guid, 
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Guid.  Why,  worthy  father,  what  have  we  to  lofe, 
iSut  that  he  fwore  to  take  our  lives  ?  The  law 
Proteds  not  us ;  then  why  (hould  we  be  tender 
To  let  art  arrogant  piece  of  flefh  threat  us  ? 
Play  judge  and  executioner  all  himfelf? 
For  we  do  fear  the  law  \  What  company 
Difcover  you  abroad  ? 

Bel.  No  fingle  foul 
Can  we  fet  eye  on,  biit,  in  all  fafe  reafon^ 
He  muft  have  fome  i.ttendants.     Though  his  hdnout 
Was  nothing  but  mutation ;    ayj  and  that 
From  one  bad  thing  to  worfe  ;  not  frenzy,  not 
^'bfolute  madnefs  could  fo  far  have  rav'd, 
To  bring  him  here  alone  i   Although,  perhaps. 
It  may  be  heard  at  court,  that  fuch  as  we 
Cave  here,   hunt  here,  are  out-laws,  and  in  time 
May  make  foaie  ftronger  head ;  the  which  he  hearing 
(As  it  is  like  him)   might  break  out,  and  fwear 
He'd  fetch  us  in :  yet  is't  not  probable 
To  come  aldne,  either  he  fo  undertaking, 
Or  they  fo  fufFering :  then  on  good  ground  we  fear^ 
If  we  do  fear,  this  body  hath  a  tail 
More  perilous  than  the  head. 

Arv.  Let  ordinance 
Come  as  the  gods  forefay  it :    howfoe'er^ 
My  brother  hath  done  well. 
,    Bel,  I  had  no  mind 

To  hunt  this  day:  the  boy  Fidele's  ficknefs 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth^ 

Guid,  With  his  own  fword, 
Which  he  did  wave  againft.  my  throat,  I  have  ta'en 
His  head  from  him  :  I'll  throw  it  into  the  creek 
Behind  our  rock  ;  and  let  it  to  the  fea. 
And  tell  the  fifties  he's  the  queen's  fon,  Cloten : 
That's  all  I  recki  [Exit 

Bel.  I  fear  'twill  be  revenged  : 
Would,  Polydore,  thou  had' ft  not  don-'t  1  thoidgh  valour 
Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

Jrv.  Would  I  had  done't, 
So  the  revenge  alone  purfu'd  me  ! — Polydore, 
I  love  thee  brotherly  5  but  envv  much 

I       ^  ThoQ 
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Thou  hafl  robb'd  me  of  this  deed:  I  would  revenges, 
That  poiiible  ftrength  might  meet,  would  feck  us  througlij 
And  put  us  to  our  aniwer. 

Bel.  Well,  'tis  done  :— 
We'll  hunt  no  more  to-day,  nor  feek  for  danger 
Where  there's  no  pi;ofiL.     I  pr'ythee  to  our  rock; 
You  and  Fidele  play  the  cooks  ;  Fll  ftay 
'Till  hafty  Polydore  return,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  prefently. 

Jrv,  Poor  fick  Fidele  ! 
I'll  willingly  to  him  :    To  gain  his  colour 
I'd  let  a  parifh  of  fuch  Cloten's  blood, 
And  praifemyfelf  for  charity.  [Exit* 

Bel.  O  thou  goddefs, 
Thou  divine  Nature,  thou  thyfeif  thou  blazon'ft 
In  thefe  tVv^o  princely  boys  f  They  are  as  gentle 
As  zephyrs,  blowing  below  the  violet, 
Not  wagging  his  uveet  head  ;  and  yet  as  roughy 
Their  royal  blood  enchaf'd,  as  the  rudeft  wind 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine. 
And  m,Ake  him  llioop  to  the  vale.    'Tis  wonderful 
That  an  invifible  inftin^t  Ihould  frame  them 
To  royalty  unlearn'd  j  honour  untaught  j 
Civility  not  it^n  from  other  ;  valour. 
That  wildly  grows  in  them,  but  yields  a  crop 
As  if  it  had  been  fow'd  !   Yet  Hill  it's  fcrange 
What  Cloten's  being  here  to  us  portends; 
Or  what  his  death  v/ill  brins;  us. 

Re-enter  '  G u i D  E R i u  s. 

Guid.  Where's  my  brother  ? 
I  have  fent  Cloten's  clot-pole  down  the  ftream 
In  embaily  to  his  mother  ;  his  body's  hoilage 
For  his  return.  [Solemn  Mufiu 

Bel,  My  ingenious  inflrument ! 
Hark,  Polydore,  it  founds  !   But  what  occafion 
iiath  Cadwai  now  to  give  it  motion  ?   Hark  1 

GuicL  is  he  at  home  ? 

Bel.  He  v/ent  hence  even  now. 

Guld,  "Whiit  does  he  mean  \    fmce  death  of  my  deareil 
m  other 

.        It 
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It  did  not  fpcak  before.     All  folemn  things 
Should  anfwer  iblemn  accidents.  ■  The  matter  ? 
Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  toys, 
Is  jollity  for  apes,  and  grief  for  boys  ; 
Is  Cadwal  mad  ? 

Re-enter  Arviragus,  with  Imogen  as  dead,  bearing  h:r 
in  his  Arms. 

Bel.  Look, — here  he  comes, 
And  brings  the  dire  occafion  in  his  arms 
Of  what  we  blame  him  for  ! 

Ar-v.  The  bird  is  dead 
That  we  have  made  fo  much  on.    I  had  rather 
Have  fkipp'd  from  fixteen  years  of  age  to  fixty, 
And  turn'd  my  leaping-time  into  a  crutch, 
Than  have  feen  this. 

Giiid.  Oh  fv/eetefi:,  fairell  lily  ! 
Aly  brother  wears  thee  not  the  one  half  fo  well 
As  when  thou  grew'ft  thyfelf. 

Bel.  O,  melancholy  ! 
Who  ever  yet  could  found  thy  bottom  ?  find 
The  ooze  to  {hew  what  coaft  thy  fluggifh  care 
Might  eafilieft  harbour  in  ? — Thou  bleiFed  thing' 
Jove  knows  what  man  thou  mlght'fl:  have  made;  but  I^ 
Thou  dy'dft,  a  moft  rare  boy,   of  melancholy  !  — 
How  found  you  him  ? 

Jrv.  Stark,  as  you  fee  ; 
Thus  fmiling  as  fome  fly  had  tickled  Dumber, 
Not  as  death's  dart,  beino-  lau2;h'd  at:  his  rip-ht  ch?ek 
Repofing  on  a  cumion. 
Guid.   Where  ? 
Arv.  O'  the  floor  ; 
His  arms  thus  leagu'd  ;  I  thought  he  flept;  and  put 
My  clouted  brogues  from  off  my  feet,  whofs  rudene-fs 
Anfwer'd  my  iieps  too  loud. 

Guid.  Why,  he  but  fleeps  : 
It  he  be  gone,  he'll  make  his  grave  a  bed  ; 
With  female  fairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted, 
And  worms  will  not  come  to  thee. 

Arv.  With  faireft  flowers, 
Whilft  fummer  lafts  and  I  live  here^  Fldelej 

I   2-  V\\ 
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I'll  fweeten  thy  fad  grave :  Thou  fhalt  not  lack 
The  flower  that's  like  thy  face,  pale  primrofe  y  nca?' 
The  azurM  hare-bel,  like  thy  veins  ;  no,  nor 
The  leaf  of  eglantine,  whom  not  to  flander, 
Oiit-fweetenMnot  thy  breath:  the  ruddock  would, 
With  charitable  bill  (O  bill,  fore-fhaming 
Thofe  rich-left  heirs  that  let  their  fathers  lie 
Without  a  monument ! )  bring  thee  all  this ; 
Yea,  and  furr'd  mofs  befides,  when  flowers  are  none^ 
To  winter-ground  thycorfe, 
Guid.  Pr'ythee  have  done  ; 
And  do  not  play  in  wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  fo  ferious.    Let  us  bury  him, 
And  not  protra6l  v/ith  admiration  what 
Is  now  due  debt, — To  the  grave. 
Jrv.  Say,  where  fhall  's  lay  him  ? 
Guid.  By  good  Euriphile,  our  mother^ 
Jrv.  Be't  fo : 
And  let  us,  Polydore,  though  now  our  voices 
Have  got  the  manniih  crack,  fmg  him  to  the  groundj 
As  once  our  mother ;  ufe  like  note  and  words, 
Save  that  Euriphile  muft  be  Fidele. 

Guid.  Cadwal, 
I  cannot  fmg  :  Fll  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee  : 
For  notes  of  for  row  out  of  tune  are  worfe 
Than  priefts  and  fanes  that  lie. 
Jrv.  We'll  fpeak  it  then. 

Bel.  Great  griefs  I  fee  medicine  the  lefs  :  for  Cloten 
Is  quite  forgot.    He  was  a  queen's  fon,  boys  ; 
And  though  he  'came  our  enemy,  remember. 
He  was  paid  for  that:  Though  mean  and  mighty  rotting 
Together  have  one  duft;    yet  reverence 
(That  angel  of  the  world)  doth  make  diftin£i:ion 
Of  place  'twixt  high  and  low.     Our  foe  was  princely  j 
And  though  you  took  his  life,  as  being  our  foe. 
Yet  bury  him  as  a  prince. 

Guid.  Pray  you,  fetch  him  hither. 
Therfites'  body  is  as  good  as  Ajax, 
When  neither  are  alive, 

Jrv.  If  you'll  go  fetch  him. 
We'll  fay  our  fong  the  whilft. — Brother,  begin. 

[Exit  Bel AKivs, 
Guid* 
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Guid.  Nay,  Cadwal,  v/e  mull  lay  his  head  to  t^c  caf^  ^ 
My  father  hath  a  reafon  for't, 
Arv,  'Tis  true. 

Guid.  Come  on  then,   and  remove  him* 
Jrv,  So — Begin. 

SONG. 

Guid.  Fear  no  ?nore  the  heat  o*  the  fi0^ 

Nor  the  furious  winter's  rages  y 
Thou  thy  worldly  tajk  haji  done^ 

Home  art  gone^  and  ta^en  thy  wages  ; 
Both  golden  lads  and  girls  ail  rnujiy 
As  chimney-fweepers^  come  to  duji, 

Arv.  Fear  no  more  the  frown  o*  the  great^ 

Thou  art  faft  the  tyrant's  Jiroke  i 
Care  no  more  to  clothe  a?id  eat ; 

To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak  : 
Thefceptre,   learnings  phyjic^  muji 
All  follow  this^  and  come  to  duji, 

Guid.  Fear  no  more  the  lightning'flajh  y 
Arv.  Nor  the  all-dreaded  thunder-ftone  ; 
Guid.  Fear  not flander^   cenjure  rajh-y 
Arv.  Thou  haJi  finift}  d joy  and  moan  : 
Both.  All  lovers  youngs  all  lovers  muJi 

Conftgn  to  thee^  and  come  to  dufl, 
Guid.  No  exorcifer  harm  thee  / 
Arv.  Nor  no  witchcraft  charm  thee  I 
Guid.  Ghoji  unlaid  forbear  thee  ! 
Arv.  Nothi?2g  ill  come  near  thee  I 
Both,  ^iet  confummation  have  j 

And  renowned  be  thy  grave  I 

Re-enter  Belarius,  with  the  Body  of  Cloten> 

Quid,  We  have  done  our  obfequies.  Come, lay  him  down. 

iBel  Here's  a  few  flowers  ;  but  about  midnight  more ; 
The  herbs  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  o'  the  night, 
Are  ftrewings  fitt'ft  for  graves. — Upon  their  faces  : — > 
You  were  as  flowers  now  wither'd :  even  fo 
Thefe  herb'lets  fhall  which  we  upon  you  ftrow.—- 
Come  OHj  away :  apart  upon  our  knees. 
^-   '  The 
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The  gmuii'-l  that  gave  them  firft  hiis  them  again: 
Their  pleafure  here  is  paft,  fo  is  their  pain.  [Exeunt^ 

Imogen,  awaking. 

J?m.  Yes,  fir,  to  Milford-Haven ;  Which  is  the  way  ?-— . 

I  thank  you. By  yon  bufh  ? Pray  how  far  thither  ? 

*Ods  pittikins  ? — ■ — can  it  be  fix  miles  yet  ? 

I  have  gone  all  night : — 'Faith  I'll  lie  down  and  lleep. 
But  foft '  no  bedfellow  :^0  gods  and  goddefTes  ! 

[Seeing- the  B»dy^ 
Thefe  flowe/s  are  like  the  pleafures  of  the  world; 
This  bloody  man  the  care  on't.— I  hope  I  dream ; 
For,  fo,  I  thought  I  was  a  cave -keeper, 
And  cook  tohoneft  creatures  :  But  'tis  not  fo  ; 
'Tv/as  biit  a  bolt  of  nothing,  fhot  at  nothing. 
Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes  :   Our  very  eyes 
Are  fometimes  like  our  judgments,  blind.     Gpod  faith^ 
I  tremble  ftill  with  fear:  but  if  there  be 
Yet  left  in  heaven  as  fmall  a  drop  of  pity 
As  a  wren's  eye,  fear'd  gcds,  a  part  of  it  ^ 
*i"he  dream'^  here  ilill :  even  when  I  wake  it  is 
Without  me  as  within  me;  not  irnagin'd,  felt. 

A  headlefs  man ! The  garments  of  Pofrhumus  I 

1  know  the  fhape  of  his  leg  :  this  is  his  hand ; 
His  foot  mercurial ;  his  martial  thigh ; 

The  brav/ns  of  Hercules :  but  his  jovial  face 

Murder  in  heaven? — How? — Tis  gone.— Pifario^ 
All  curfes  madded  Kecuba  gave  trie  Greeks, 
And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee  \  Thou 
Confpir'd  vvith  that  irregulous  devil,  Cloten, 
Hail  here  cut  off  my  lord, — To  write  and  read 

Be  henceforth  treacherous !— Dam.n'd  Pifanio 

Hath  with  his  forged  letters damn'd  Pifanio — — « 

From  this  moft  braveil  velTei  o^  the  world 

Struck  the  main-top  ! — C,  Pofthumus  !  aias, 

Where  is  thy  head?"  whcre's  that  ?  Ay  me  !  where's  thatf 

Pifanio  might  have  kill'd  thee  at  the  heart. 

And  left  this  head  on. — How  fhould  this  be  ?  Pifanio  ? 

'Tis  he  and  Cloten  :  malice  and  lucre  in  them 

Have  lay'd  this  woe  here.     O,  'tis  pregnant,  pregnant ! 

The  drug  he  gave  ^^e,  which  he  faid  was  precious 

And 
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^nd  cordial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 
Murd'rous  to  the  icfifes  ?  That  confirms  it  home: 
This  is  Pifanio's  det-d,  and  Cloten's  :  O  ! — 
Giv^e  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood, 
That  we  the  horrider  may  (-^cm  to  thofe 
Which  chance  to  find  us  :  O,  my  lord  !  my  lord  ! 

Enter  Lucius,  Captains^  l^c.  and  a  Soothfciyer^ 

Cap,  To  them  the  legions  garrifon'd  in  Gallia, 
After  your  will,    hive  crofs'd  the  feaj  attending 
You  here  at  Milford- Haven,  with  your  fhips : 
They  are  in  readinefs. 

Luc.  But  what  from  Rome  ? 

Cap.  The  fenate  hath  ilirr'd  up  the  confiners 
And  gentlemen  of  Italy ;  moft  willing  fpirits. 
That  promife  noble  fervice  \  and  they  come 
Under  the  conduct  of  bold  lachimo, 
Syenna's  brother. 

Luc.  When  expect  you  them  ? 

Cap.  With  the  next  benefit  o*  the  v^ind, 

Lac.  This  forwardnefs 
Takes  our  hopes  fair.     Command  our  prefent  numbers 

Be  mufter'd  ;  bid  the  captains  look  to't." Now,  fir. 

What  have  you  dream'd  of  late  of  this  war's  purpofe  ? 

Sooth.  Lafl  night  the  very  gods  fhew'd  me  a  vi{i[qn 
(I  faft,  and  pray'd  for  their  intelligence) :  Thus  :r-^^  ^ 
1  faw  Jove's  bird,  the  Roman  eagle,  wing'd 
From  the  fpungy  fouth  to  this  part  of  the  weft. 
There  vani/h'd  in  the  fun-beams  :  which  portends 
(Unlefs  my  fins  abufe  my  divination) 
Succefs  to  the  Roman  hofl:. 

Luc.  Dream  often  {o^    - 

And  never  falfe. Soft,  ho  !  what  trunk  is  here. 

Without  his  top  ?    The  ruin  fpeaks,  that  fometime 

It  was  a  worthy  building. How  I  a  page  ! . 

Or  dead,  or  lleeping  on  him  ?    But  dead  rather  : 
For  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  bed 
V/ith  the  defunct,  or  fleep  upon  the  dead. — — 
-Let's  fee  the  boy's  fdCQ. 

Cap.  He  -is  alive,  mv  lord. 

Luc.  He'iJ  then  imlruct  us  of  this  body.— Young  one, 

infonn 
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Inform  us  of  tliy  fortunes ;  for  it  feems  ^ 

^hey  crave  to  be  demanded :  Who  is  this 

Thou  mak'ft  thy  bloody  pillow  ?  Or  who  W^s  M 

That,  otherwife  than  noble  nature  did, 

Hath  alter'd  that  sood  piaure  ?  What*s  thy  intercfl 

In  this  fad  wreck?  How  feame  it ?  Who  is  it ? 

What  art  thou  ? 

Imo.  I  am  nothing  :   or  if  not, 
Nothing  to  be  were  betten     This  was  my  mallerj 
A  very  valiant  Briton,  and  a  good, 
That  here  by  mountaineers  lies  flain :  Alas ! 
There  are  no  more  fuch  mafters  :  I  may  wander 
from  eaft  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  fervice. 
Try  many,  all  good,  ferve  truly,  never 
Find  fuch  another  mafter, 

Luc\  'Lack,  good  youth!  , 

Thou  mov'ft  no  lefs  with  thy  complaining  than 
Thy  mafter  in  bleeding  :  Say  his  name,  good  friend, 

Jmo,  Richard  du  Champ.     If  I  do  lie,  and  do 
Ko  harm  by  it,  though  the  gods  hear,  1  hope  ^J/td^ 

They'll  pardon  it.     Say  you,  fir  ? 
l^uc.  Thy  name; 
Imo,  Fidele,  fir. 

Zuc.  Thou  doft  approve  thyfelf  the  very  fame  : 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith  j  thy  faith  thy  name, 
W^ilt  take  thy  chance  with  me  ?  I  v;-ill  not  fay. 
Thou  fhalt  be  (o  well  mafter'd  ;  but,  be  fure, 
No  lefs  belov'd.     The  roman  emperor's  letters^ 
Sent  by  a  conful  to  me,  fhould  not  fooner 
Than  thine  own  worth  prefer  thee ;  Go  with  me. 

Imo.  rU  follow,  fir.     But,  firfb,  an't  pleafe  the  gods^ 
I'll  hide  my  mafter  from  the  fiies  as  deep 
As  thefe  poor  pick-axes  can  dig :  and  when 
With  wild  wood-leaves  and  weeds  I  have  ftrew'd  his 

grave. 
And  on  it  faid  a  century  of  prayers, 
Such  as  I  can,   twice  o'er,  I'll  weep,  and  figh  5 
And,  leaving  fo  his  fervice,  follow  you, 
So  pleafe  you  entertain  me. 

Luc.  Ay,  good  youth  ; 
And  rather  father  thee,  than  mailer  theei 
My  friends, 

I  The 
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The  Boy  hath  taught  us  manly  duties  :  Let  us 

Find  out  the  prettieft  daify'd  plot  we  can, 

And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  partizans 

A  grave :  Come,  arm  him.— Boy,  he  is  preferr'd 

By°thee  to  us  ;  and  he  fliall  be   interr'd 

As  foldiers  can.    Be  cheerful ;  wipe  thine  eyes  : 

Some  falls  are.  means  the  happier  to  arile.  {Exeunt, 


SCENE  IIL 


Cymbeline'^  Palace.     Enter  CymbelinE)  Lordsy  and 

PiSANIO. 


Cynu  Again  ;  and  bring  me  word  how  'tis  with  her. 
A  fever,  with  the  abfence  of  her  Ton  ; 
A  madnefs,  of  which  her  life's  in  danger : —-Heavens, 
How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me  !  Imogen, 
The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone  :  my  queen 
Upon  a  defperate  bed  ;  and  in  a  time 
When  fearful  wars  point  at  me :  her  fon  gone. 
So  needful  for  this  prefent : — it  ftrikes  me  paft 

The  hope  of  comfort= But  for  thee,  fellov/. 

Who  needs  muft  icnow  of  her  departure,  and 
Doft  feem  fo  ignorant,  we'll  enforce  it  from  thee 
By  iharp  torture. 

Pif.   Sir,  my  life  is  your's, 
I  humbly  fet  it  at  your  v/ill :  But  for  my  miflrefs 
I  know  nothing  where  ihe  rem.ains,  why  gone. 
Nor  when  fhe  purpofes  return.     'Befeech  your  highnefs^ 
Hold  me  your  loyal  fervant. 

Lord.  Good  m.y  liege. 
The  day  that  fhe  was  rnifling  he  was  here : 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  (hall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  fubjetSlion  loyally.    For  Cloten— 
There  v/ants  no  diligence  in  feeking  him^ 
And  will,  no  doubt,  be  found. 

Cym,  The  time  is  troublefome  5 

K  •      We'll 
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We'll  flip  }-ou  for  a  feafon ;  but  our  jealoufy 

[T(f  PiSANid 

Does  yet  depend. 

Lord.  So  pleafe  your  majefty, 
The  Roman  legions,   all  from  Gallia  drawnj 
Are  landed  on  your  coaft ;  with  a  fupply 
Of  Roman  gentlemen,  by  the  fenate  fent. 

Cym.  Now  for  the  counfel  of  my  fon  and  queen  !-* 
I  am  amaz'd  with  matter. 

Lord*  Good  my  liege, 
Your  preparation  can  affront  no  lefs 
Than  what  you  hear  of;    eome   more,    for  more   you're 

ready. 
The  want  is  but  to  put  thefe  powers  in  motion 
That  long  to  move. 

Cym,  I  thank,  you:  Let's  withdraw; 
And  meet  the  time,  as  it  feeks  us.   We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us ;  but 
We  grieve  at  chances  here. Away.  [^ExeunU 

Pif.  I  heard  no  letter  from  my  malier  fmce 
J  wrote  him  Imogen  was  flain  :  'Tis  Itrange  : 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  miftrefs,  who  did  promife 
To  yield  hie  often  tidings:  Neither  know  I 
What  is  betide  to  Cloten  j  but  remain 
Perplex'd  in  all.     The  heavens  ftill  muft  work : 
Wherein  I  am  falfe  I  am  honeft  ;  not  true,  to  be  trues 
Thefe  prefent  wars  fhall  find  I  love  my  country, 
lEven  to  the  note  o'  the  king,  or  I'll  fall  in  them. 
All  other  doubts  by  time  let  them  be  clear'd : 
•Fortune  brings  in  fome  boats  that  are  not  fteer'd. 

[EM 

SCENE    IK 

Befon   the  Cave,     Enter  B^lkkitjs^   GuiDERiys,  arid 
Arviragus. 

Guid.  The  noife  is  round  about  us. 

BeL  Let  us  from  it. 

Arv.  What  pleafure,  fir,  find  we  in  life  to  lock  it    ~ 
Prom  a6tion  and  adventure  ? 

Guid^  Nay,  what  hope 
"ilaye  vre  'u\  hiding  us  I  This  way  the  Romans 
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Mufi:  or  for  Britons  flay  us,  or  receive  us 
For  barbarous  and  unnatural  revolts 
During  their  ufe,  and  flay  us  after. 

Bel,  Sons, 
We'll  higher  to  the  mountains  ;  there  fecur^  us. 
To  the  king's  party  there's  no  going ;  newnefs 
Of  Cloten's  death  (we  being  not  known,  nor  mufter'4 
Among  the  bands)  may  drive  us  to  a  render 
Where  v^^e  have  liv'd ;  and  fo  extort  from  us  that 
Which  we  have  done,  whofe  anfwer  w^ould  be  death. 
Drawn  on  with  torture. 

Guid.  This  is,  fir,  a  doubt. 
In  fuch  a  time,  nothing  becoming  you, 
Nor  fatisfying  us. 

Arv.  It  is  not  likely 
That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  horfes  neigh. 
Behold  their  quarter'd  fires,  have  both  their  eyes 
And  ears  fo  cloy'd  importantly  as  now. 
That  they  will  waflie  their  time  upon  our  note. 
To  know  from^hence  we  are. 

Bel.  Oy  I  am  known 
Of  many  in  the  army  :  many  years. 
Though  Cloten  then  but  young,  you  fee,  not  wore  him 
From  my  remembrance.     And,  befides,  the  king 
Hath  not  deferv'd  my  fervice  nor  your  loves; 
Who  find  in  my  exile  the  want  of  breeding. 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  life ;    aye,  hopiele(s 
To  have  the  courtefy  your  cradle  promised. 
But  to  be  ftill  hot  fummer's  tanlings,  and 
The  fhrinking  flaves  of  winter. 

Guid.  Than  be  fo. 
Better  to  ceafe  to  be.    Pray,  fir,  to  the  army : 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  known  ;  yourfelf 
So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  fo  o'ergrown, 
Cannot  be  queftion'd. 

Arv,  By  this  fun  that  fliines 
I'll  thither:  What  thing  is  it  that  I  never 
Did  fee  man  die  ?  fcarce  ever  look'd  on  blood. 
But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,  and  venifon  f 
jTever  beftrid  a  horfe   fave  one  that  had 
A  rider  like  myfelf,  who  ne'er  v/ore  rowel 
Nor  iron  on  his  heel  ?  I  am  afliam'd 

Ka       '  To 
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To  look  upon  the  holy  lun,  to  have 

The  benefit  of  his  bleft  beams,  remaining 

So  long  a  poor  unknov/n. 

Guid.  By  heavens  I'll  go: 
If  you  will  blefs  me,  fir,  and  give  me  leave, 
I'll  take  the  better  care  j  but  if  you  v^ill  not. 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me  by        ^ 
The^kands  of  Romans ! 

Arv.  So  fay  I ;  Amen. 

Bel.  No  reafon  I,  fince  of  your  lives  you  fet 
So  flight  a  valuation,  fhould  referve 
My  crack'd  one  to  more  care.    Have  vi^ith  you,  boys  ; 
If  in  your  country  v^ars  you  chance  to  die, 
That  is  my  bed  too,  ladi,  and  there  I'll  lie  : 
Lead,  lead. — The  time  feems  long  ;  their    blood  thinks 
fcorn,  [Jjide. 

*Till  it  fly  out,  and  fhew  them  princes  born. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  V.    SCENE  L 

A  Field  between  the  Briiifn  and  Roman  Ca?nps. 

Enter   Posthumus,    ivith    a   bloody  Handkerchief. 

Pvjihumi'u 

J.  EA,  ,bloody  cloth,  I'll  keep  thee;  for  I  wifli'd 
Thou  fhould'fl  be  colour'd  thus.    You  married  ones, 
If  each  of  you  v/ould  take  this  courfe,  how  many 
I'Aviik.  murder  wives  much  better  than  themfelves 
For  vvrying  but  a  little  ? — O^  Pifanio  ! 
Every  good  fervant  does  not  all  commands  : 
Ko  bond  but  to  do  juft  ones. — Gods  !  if  you 
Should  have  ta'en  vengeance  on  my  faujts,  I  never 
Had  liv'd  to  put  on  this  :  io  had  you  fav'd 
The  noble  Imogen  to  repent ;  and  flruck 
Me,  wretch,  more  worth  your  vengeance.    But,  alackj 
You  fnatch  fome  hence  for  little  faults  ;  that's  loye, 
To  have  them  uYi  no  more  :  you  fome  permit 

To 


To  fecond  ills  v/Ith  ills,  each  elder  worfc  ; 

And  make  them  dread  it  to  the  doers'  thrift. 

But  Imogen  is  your  own:  Do  your  beft  v/ill?,_ 

And  make  me  bicft  to  obey  ! — I  am  brought  hither 

Among  the  Italian  gentry,  and  to  light 

Againlt  my  lady's  kino;dom  :    'Tis  enough 

l1iat,  Britain,  I  have^kill'd  thy  miftrefs  ;  peace  I 

ril  give  no  wound  to  thee.     Therefore,  good  heavei.s, 

Hear  patiently  my  purpofe  :  Fll  difrobe  me 

Of  tKtfe  Italian  v/eeds,  and  fuit  myfelf 

As  does  a  Briton  peafant :  fo  I'll  nght 

Againft  the  part  I  come  with  ;  fo  I'll  die 

For  thee,  O  Imogen,  even  for  whom  my  life 

Is  every  breath  a  death :  and  thus,  unknown, 

Pity'd  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 

Myfelf  I'll  dedicate.     Let  m.e  m.ake  men  know 

More  valour  in  me  than  my  habits  ihow. 

pods,  put  the  ftrength  o'  the  Leonati  in  me  I 

"Fo  fhame  the  o;uife  o'  the  world  I  v/ill  begin 

The  fafhion,  l-jis  without  ar)d  more  within.  \^E>:it. 


SCENE   II, 


^ntcr  L  u  c  I  u  s ,  I A  c  H I M  o,  and  the  Roman  Army^  at  one  T)oor% 

'    andthe  BritijfJo  Ar?7iy  at  another;  Leonatus  Pos  rHUiv^us 

following  it  like  a  poor  Soldier,     They  ?narch  over^  and  go 

out.    Then  eitter  again  in  Skirmijh  1  AC  hi  MO  a7id  Po5T-- 

HUMUS  :    he   vanquiJJoeth  and  djjarmeth   Iachimo,  and 

then  leaves  hi?n, 

Jach.  The  heavinefs  and  guilt  within  my  bofoin 
Takes  oiT  my  manhood  :   I  have  bely'd  a  lady. 
The  princefs  of  this  country,   and  the  air  on't 
Revengingly  enfeebles  me;  or  could  this  carle, 
A  very  drudge  of  Nature,  have  fubdu'd  me. 
In  my  profeliion  ?  Knighthoods  and  honours,  borne 
As  I  v/ear  mJne,  are  titles  but  of  fcorn. 
If  that  thy  gentry,  Britain,  go  before 
This  lout)  as  he  exceeds  our  lords,  the  odds 
Isg  that  we  fcarce  are  m^n,  and  you  are  gods.  [Ex'j<, 

The 
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The  Battle  continues ;  the  Britons fiy ;  Cy mbeline  fj  taken  :■ 
then  enter  to  his  rejcue  Bel  AR I  US,  Guiderius,  and 
Arviragus.. 

BeL  S  tand,  ftand !  We  have  the  advantage  of  the  ground  j 
The  lane  is  guarded :  nothing  routs  us  but 
The  villany  of  our  fears. 

Guid/ Arv.  Stand,  ftand,  and  fight ! 

Enter  V OS  \nvyi.\3s^  and  feconds  the  Britons.  They  refcu^ 
Cymbeline,  and  exeunt^  Then  enter  Lucius,  Ia* 
CHiMo,  iz;2i  Imogen. 

Luc.  Awajj  boy,  from  the  troops,  andfave  thyfelf ; 
For  friends  kill  friend's,  and  the  difbider's  fuch 
As  war  were  hood-wink'd. 

lachr  'Tis  their  frcfli  fupplies. 

Luc,  It  i-s  a  day  turn'd  ftrangely  :  Or  betimes 
Let's  re-enforce,  or  fly.  [E.^eunt^ 


Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Enter  Posthumus  and  a  Brltijh  Lord. 

Lord.  Cam'ft  thou  from  v/here  they  made  thee  ftand  ^ 

Pcft.  I  did. 
Though  you,  it  feems,  come  from  the  flyers. 

Lord.  I  did. 

Po/i.  No  blame  be  to  you,  fir  ;  for  all  was  lo^^ 
IBut  that  the  heavens  fought :  The  king  himfelf 
Of  his  wings  deftitute,  the  army  broken. 
And  but  the  backs  of  Britons  feen  all  flying 
Through  a  ftrait  lanej  the  enemy  full-hearted, 
Lolling  the  tongue  v/ith  flaughtering,  having  work 
More  plentiful  than  tools  to  do^t,  ftruck  down 
Some  mortally,  fome  flightly  touched,  fome  falling 
Merely  through  fear;  that  the  flrait  pafs  was  damm'd 
With  dead  men^  hurt  behind,  and  cowards  living 
To  die  v/ith  lengthen'd  /hame. 

Lord.  Where  was  this  lane  H 

PgJL  Clofe  by  the  battle,  ditch'd,  and  wallM  with  turf>| 

.   Which 


Which  gave  aclvantage  to  an  ancient  foldier-^ 
An  honeft  one,  I  v/arrant ;  v/ho  deferv'd 
So  long  a  brebding  as  his  white  beard  came  to. 
In  doino;  this  for  his  country ; — athv/art  the  lane. 
He,  with  two  ftriplings,  (lads  more  like  to  run 
The  country  bafe  than  to  commit  fuch  {laughter  5 
With  faces  fit  for  mafics,  or  rather  fairer 
Than  thofe  for  prefervation  casM,  or  ihame). 
Made  good  the  palTage  j  cry'd  to  thofe  that  fled, 
'Our  Br  it  flirt's  harts  die  flyings  not  our  men: 
i'o  dar km js  fleets  .fouls  that  fy  backwards  !  Stand j 
Or  we  are  Romans^  and  will  give  you  thut^ 
Like  beajis^  luhich  you  Jhun  heaftly -,  andmay  Jdve^ 
But  to  look  back  in  frown  :  Jland^  Jland. — Thefe  three^ 
Three  thoufand  confident,   in  adt  as  many 
(For  three  performers  are  the  file,  when  all 
The  refl  do  nothing),  with  this  -vfoxd^Jiand^Jlandj 
Accommodated  by  the  place,  more  charming 
With  their  own  noblenefs  (which  would  have  turn'd 
A  diftaffto  a  lance),    gilded  pale  looks. 
Part  (hame,  part  fpirit  renewM^  that  fome  turn'd  coward 
But  by  example   (O,  a  fin  in  war, 

DamnM  in  the  firfi:  beginners  ! )    'gan  to  look  "* 

The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grin  like  lions 
Upon  the  pikes  o'  the  hunters.    Then  began 
A  flop  i*  the  chafer,  a  retire  ;  anon 
A  rout,  ctjnfufion  thick  :    forthwith  they  fly 
Chickens,  the  v/ay  which  they  fl:oop*d  eagles  ;    flave% 
The  fliides  they  vidlors  made  :  and  now  our  cowards 
(Like  fragments  in  hard  voyages,  became 
The  life  o'  the  need),  having  found  the  back-door  open 
Of  the  unguarded  hearts,  Heavens,  how  they  wound  I 
Some  flain  before  ',  fome  dying ;  fome  their  friends 
Overborne  i'  the  former  wave  :  ten  chas'd  by  one. 
Are  now  each  one  the  fiaughter-man  of  twenty; 
Thofe  that  would  die  or  ere  refill  are  grown 
The  mortal  bugs  o'  the  field. 

Lo7'd.  This  v/as  ilrange  chance : 
A  narrow  lane  !   an  old  man  and  two  boys  ! 

Poji.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it :  You  are  made 
Rather  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  hear 
Than  to  work  any.     Will  you  rhyme  upon't., 
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And  vent.it  far  a  mockery  ?   Here  is  one  ! 
Tzvo  hoys,  an  old  man  twice  a  hoy,  a  lane, 
preferv'd  the  Britons,  luas  the  R.omayis''  bane. 

Lord.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  fir. 

Pojl.  'Lack,  to  what  end  ?    , 
Who  dares  not  ftand  his  foe,  TU  be  hi?  friend : 
For  if  he'll  do  as  he  is  made  to  do, 
I  knov/  he'll  quickly  fly  my  friendfhip  too. 
You  have  put  me  into  rhyme=i 

Lord.  Farewell  \  you  are  angry.  \Exih 

Poft^  Still  going  ?-~This  is  a  lord  1  O  noble  mifery  ! 
To  be  i'  the  field,  and  afK  Vi^hat  news  of  me  ! 
To-day  how  many  would  have  given  their  honours 
To  have  fav'd  their  carcafes  !    took  heel  to  do't, 
And  yet  died  too  ?  I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd, 
Could  not  hii4  death  w^here  I  did  hear  him  groan  ; 
Nor  feel  him  where  he  ftruck:  Being  an  ugly  monfter^ 
^Tis  flrange  he  hides  him  in  freih  cups,    foft  beds, 
S  vv-eet  words  ;  or  hath  more  minifters  than  we 
That  draw  his  knives  i'  the  war.-— ¥/ ell,  I  will  find  him 
^For  being  now  a  favourer  to  the  Roman,. 
No  more  a  Brion,  I  have  refum'd  again 
The  pare  I  came  in  :  Fight  I  will  no  more, 
Eut  yield  me  to  the  verieft  hin(^  that  Ihall 
Once  touch  my  {boulder.    Great  the  (laughter  is 
Here  made  by  the  K.omans  ;  great  the  anfwer  be 
Britons  muft  take  :  for  me  my  ramfom's  death  i 
Qn  either  nde  I  come  to  fpend  my  breath  ; 
Which  neither  here  I'il  keep,  nor  bear  again* 
But  end  it  by  fonie  means  for  Imogen; 

Enter  two  B^'itrjh  Captains  and  Soldiers. 

1  Cap.  Great  Jupiter  be  p;-ais'd  1   Lucius  is  taken  5 
'Tis  thought  the  old  man  and  his  fons  were  angels. 

2  Cap..  There  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  filly  habit. 
That  gave  the  affront  with  them. 

i  Cap.  So  'tis  reported ; 
But  none  of  them  can  be  found. — Stand  !  Who's  there  ? 

PoJ}.  A  Roman ; 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  feconds 
Had  anfwer'd  him.. 

?.  Cap^  Lay  hands  on  him ;  a  dog  h 

■  *  '  I  ,  A  le|; 
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A  leg  of  Rome  fhall  not  return  to  tell 

What  crows  have  peck'd  thtm  here:  He  brags  his  fervlce 

As  if  he  were  of  note  : — hnivr  him  to  the  king. 

^«^^rCYMBELINE,B£-LAiUUS,GuiDERIUS,ARVIRAGUS, 

PiSANio,  and  Roman  Captives.  Th-j  CaptMins  prefenf 
PosTHUMUS  to  Cymeeline,  vjho  delivers  him  ^ver  to  a 
GaoUr :  after  which  all  go  out. 


SCENE  IK 


JPrifon. 
Enter  Posthuivius  and  two  Gaolers^ 

1  Gaol.  You  fhall  not  now  be  flolen,   you  have  locks 

upon  you ; 
So  graze  as  you  find  pafture* 

2  Gaol   Ay,  or  a  ftomach.  [Exeunt  Gnokrsy, 
PoJ}.  Moft  v/elcome,  bondage  !  for  "thou  art  a  way, 

I  think,  to  liberty  :  Yet  am  I  better 

Than  one  that's  fick  «'  the  gout ;  firice  he  had  rather 

Groan  fo  in  perpetuity  than  be  cur'd 

By  the  fure  phyfician,  death  ;  who  is  the  key 

To  unbar  thefe  locks.     My  confcienc^  !    thou  art  fetter'd 

More  than  my  flianks  andwrifts:  You  good  gods,  give  me 

The  penitent  inftrument  to  pick  that  bolt,- 

Then,  free  for  ever  !    Is't  enough,  I  am  forry  ? 

So  children  temporal  fathers  do  appeafe ; 

Gods  are  more  full  of  mercy.     Muft  I  repent? 

I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gyves, 

Defir'd,  more  than  conftrain'd:  to  fatisfy, 

If  of  my  freedom  'tis  the  main  part,  take 

No  ftrider  render  of  me  than  my  all. 

I  know  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  men. 

Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 

A  fixth,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 

On  their  abatement;  that's  not  my  defire; 

For  Imogen's  dear  life  take  mine ;  and  though 

*Tis  not  fo  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life ;  you  coinM  it : 

f  Tween  man  and  man  they  weigh  ngt  ^WQxy  ilamp; 

I#  Though 


tt 


cymbelike:. 


Though  light,  take  pieces  for  the  figure's  fake  ; 

You  rather  mine,  being  yours  :  and  fo,  great  powers, 

If  you  will  take  this  audit,  take  this  life, 

And  cancel  thefe  cold  bonds.     O  Imogen  ! 

I'll  fpea-k  to  thee  m  filence,  [He  Jleeph 


ie?n?2 


Mufic,  Enter ^  as  hi  an  Apparlthn^  SiCiLius  Le- 
ONATUS,  Father  to  PdsTHUMUS,  an  old  Man^  attired 
like  a  Warrior ;  leading  in  his  Hand  an  ancient  Matron^ 

tWifey  and  Mother  to  Posthumus,  with  Mufic  before 
m,  Then^  after  other  Mufic^  follozo  the  two  young 
Leonati,  Brothers  to  Posthumus, if /V^  JVounds  as  they 
died  in  the  JVars,  They  circle  PosTHUMUS  r»und  as  k^ 
lies  fie cping, 

Sici.  No  more,  thou  thunder-mailer,  (hew 

Thy  fpite  on  mortal  flies  : 
With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Juno  chide, 

That  thy  adulteries 

Rates,  and  revenges. 
Hath  my  poor  boy  done  ought  but  well, 

Whofe  face  I  never  faw  ? 
I  dy'dy  v/hilft  in  the  v/omb  he  ftay'd. 

Attending  Nature's  law, 
Whofe  father  then,  (as  men  report^ 

Thou  orphan's  father  art) 
'i"hou  fliould'It  have  been,  and  fhielded  hi 

From  this  earth- vexing  fmart* 
Moth,  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid, 

But  took  me  in  my  throes  ; 
That  from  me  was  Poflhumus  ript. 

Came  crying  'mongft  his  foes, 

A  thing  of  pity  1 
Sici*  Great  nature,  like  his  aneellry, 

Moulded  the  ftufF  fo  fair. 
That  he  deferv'd  the  praife  o'  the  world, 

As  great  Sicilius*  heir. 
i  Bro.  When  once  he  was  mature  for  man^ 

In  Britain  where  was  he 
•That  could  Hand  up  his  parallel  j 

Or  fruitful  object  be 
^v.  eye  of  Imogen,  that  beft. 

CWld  de«m  his  dienity' ? 
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Muth.  With  marriage  wherefore  was  he  niock'd, 

Tol^e  exiFd,  and  thrown 
from  Leonati's  feat,  andcaft 

From  her  his  deareil  one,  J 

Sweet  Imogen  ? 
Ski.  Why  did  you  fuffer  lachimo. 

Slight  thing  of  Italy, 
To  taint  his  nobler  heart  and  brain 

With  needlefs  jcalou fy ;, 
And  to  become  the  geek  and  fcorn 

O'  the  other's  villany  ? 
2  Btv.  For  this,  from  ftiller  feats  we  c?.rae. 

Our  parents,  and  us  twain, 
That,  ftriklng  in  our -country's  caufe. 

Fell  bravely,  and  were  {lain  ; 
Our  fealty,  and  Tenantius'  right, 

With  honour  to  maintain. 

1  Bro.  Like  hardiment  Pofthumus  hath 

To  Cymbeline  perform'd : 
Then,  Jupiter,  thou  king  of  gods. 

Why  haft  thou  thus  adjourn'd 
The  graces  for  his  merits  due  j 

Being  all  to  dolours  turn'd  ? 
^lci»  Thy  chryftal  window  ope;  look  out  ^ 

No  longer  exercife, 
Upon  a  valiant  race,  thy  harfh 

And  potent  injuries. 
Moth,  Since,  Jupiter,  our  fon  Is  good, 

Take  off  his  miferies. 
Sici.  Peep  through  thy  marble  manfion ;  help  \ 

Or  we  poor  ghofts  will  cry 
To  the  fhining  fynod  of  the  reft 

Againft  thy  deit)^ 

2  Bro.  Help,  Jupiter  ;  or  we  appeal. 

And  from  thy  juftice  fly. 

'Jupiter  defiends  in  thunder  and  Lightning.^  fitting  upon  an 
Eagle :  he  throws  a  Thunder -Bolt,  The  Ghojis  fall  an 
their  Knees, 

Jupit,  No  more,  you  petty  fplrlts  of  region  low. 
Offend  our  hearing,  hufh  ! — How  dare  you  ghofts 

L  2  Accufe 
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Accufe  the  thunderer,  whofe  bolt  you  kno\v. 

Sky-planted,  batters  all  rebelling  coafts  ? 
Poor  Ihadow  of  Elyfium,  hence  -,  and  reft 

Upon  your  never-withering  banks  of  flowers  : 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  oppreft  ; 

No  care  of  yours  it  is ;  you  know  'tis  ours. 
Whom  beft  I  love  I  crofs  ;  to  make  my  gift, 

The  more  delay'd,  delighted.    Be  content  ; 
Your  low-laid  fon  our  godhead  will  uplift ; 

His  comforts  thrive,  his  trials  well  are  fpent. 
Our  Jovial  ftar  reign'd  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Our  temple  was  he  married. — Rife,  and  fad^  ! — • 
He  fliall  be  lord  of  lady  Imogen, 

And  happier  much  by  his  aiHiction  made. 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  breaft  ;  wherein 

Our  pleafure  his  full  fortune  doth  confine  5 
And  fo,  away  :  no  farther  with  your  din 

Exprefs  impatience,  left  you  ftir  up  mine.— 

Mount  eagle  to  my  palace  chryilalline.  [^Afcendt, 

Sid.  He  came  in  thunder  ;  his  celeftial  breath 
"Was  fulphurous  to  fmell ;  the  holy  eagle 
Stoop'd  as  to  foot  us  :  his  afcenfion  is 
More  fweet  than  our  bleft  fields  :  his  royal  bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloys  his  beak 
As  when  his  god  is  pleas'd. 

Jll.  Thanks,  Jupiter  ' 

SUL  The  marble  pavement  clofes,  he  is  enter'd 
His  radiant  roof: — Away  !  and,  to  be  bleft, 
Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  beheft.  [l^anijh. 

Poji,  [Waking.]     Sleep,  thou   haft    been   a   grandfire, 
and  begot 
A  father  to  me  :  and  thou  haft  created 
A  mother  and  two  brothers  :  But  (O  fcorn  !) 
Gone  !   they  v/ent  hence  fo  ioon  as  they  were  born. 

And  fo  I  am  awake. Poor  wretches,  that  depend 

On  greatnefs'  favour,    dream  as  I  have  done  ; 

Wake,  and  find  nothing. But,  alas,  I  fwerve: 

Many  dream  not  to  find,  neither  deferve, 

And  yet  are  fteep'd  in  tavours ;  fo  am  I, 

That  have  this  golden  chance,  and  know  not  why. 

What  fairies  haunt  this  ground  ?  A  book  ?    O,  rare  one  ! 

Be  not  as  is  our  fangled  world,  a  garment 

Nobler  than  that  it  covers  i  let  thy  efFedls  So 
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So  follow  to  be  moft  unlike  our  courtier*, 
As  good  as  promife. 

[Reads.] 

When  as  a  lion' s  zvhelp  Jhall^  to  hlmfelf  mdnoiun^  ivkhout 
feekingfind^  and  he  emhrac'd  by  a  piece  of  tender  air\  and 
when  from  a  ftately  cedar  JJmll  be  lopt  branches^  which^  bein<r 
dead  many  year  s^  Jhall  after  revive^  be  jointed  to  the  old  foe  k^ 
andfrejhly  grow,  then  Jhall  Pofihumus  end  his  mlferieSy  BrU 
tain  be  fortunate^  andfourijh  in  peace  and  plenty, 

'Tis  ftill  a  dream  ;  or  elfe  fuch  ftuiF  as  madmen 
Tongue,  and  brain  not :  either  both  or  nothing ; 
Or  fenfelefs  fpeaking,  or  a  fpeaking  fuch 
As  fenfe  cannot  untie.    Be  what  it  is. 
The  adlion  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which 
I'll  keep  if  but  for  fympathy. 

Re-enter  Gaolers, 

Gaol,  Come,  fir,  are  you  ready  for  death  I 

Pof.  Over  roafiied  rather  :  ready  long  ago. 

Gaol.  Hanging  is  the  word,  fir  j  if  you  be  ready  for  that, 
you  are  well  cook'd. 

Pof,  So,  if  I  prove  a  good  repaft  to  the  fpeiSlators,  the 
difh  pays  the  {hot. 

Gaol.  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you,  fir  :  But  the  comfort 
is,  you  fhall  be  call'd  to  no  more  payments,  fear  no  more 
tavern  bills  -,  which  are  often  the  fadnefs  of  parting,  as  pro- 
curing of  mirth:  you  come  in  faint  for  want  of  meat,  de- 
part reeling  with  too  much  drink :  forry  that  you  have  paid 
too  much,  and  forry  that  you  are  paid  too  much  ;  purfe  and 
brain  both  empty :  the  brain  the  heavier  for  being  too  licrht^ 
the  purfe  too  light,  being  drawn  of  heavinefs  :  O  \  of  this 
contradiction  you  fhall  now  be  quit. — O,  the  charity  of  a 
penny  cord  !  it  fums  up  thoufands  in  a  trice  :  you  have  no 
true  debtor  and  creditor  but  it ;  of  what's  paft,  is,  and  to 
come,  the  difcharge : — Your  necjc,  fir,  is  pen,  book,  and 
counters ;  fo  the  acquittance  follows. 

Pof.  I  am  merrier  to  die  than  thou  art  to  live. 

Gaol.  Indeed,  fir,  he  that  fleeps  feels  not  the  tooth-ach  : 
But  a  man  that  were  to  fleep  your  fleep,  and  a  hangman 
to  help  him  to  bed,  I  think  he  would  change  places  with 


his  officer  :  for,  look  you,  fir,  you  know  hot  which  way 
you  fhall  go. 

Pojl.  Yes,  indeed,  do  I,  fellow. 

Gaol  Your  death  has  eyes  in's  head  then ;  I  have  not 
feen  him  fo  pi6lurM  :  you  muft  either  be  diredted  by  fome 
that  take  upon  them  to  know  ;  or  take  upon  yourfelf  that 
which  I  am  fure  you  do  not  know ;  or  jump  the  after-in- 
quiry on  your  own  peril :  and  how  you  Ihall  fpeed  in  your 
journey's  end,  I  think  you'll  never  return  to  tell  one. 

Foji.  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  there  are  none  want  eyes  to 
direcSl  them  the  way  I  am  going  but  fuch  as  wink  and  w  ill 
not  ufe  them. 

Gaol  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man  fhould 
have  the  beft  ufe  of  eyes  to  fee  the  way  of  blindnefs  '  I  ana 
fure  hanging's  the  way  of  winking. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mejf,  Knock  off  his  manacles  5  bring  your  prifoner  to 
the  king. 

Poft.  Thou  bring'ft  good  news ;  I  am  call'd  to  be  made 
free. 

Gaol.  I'll  be  hang'd  then. 

PoJ}.  Thou  fhalt  be  then  freer  than  a  gaoler ;  no  bolts 
for  the  dead.  [Exeunt  Vost.  and  Mefj'enger. 

Gaol.  Unlefs  a  man  would  marry  a  gallows,  and  beget 
young  gibbets,  I  never  faw  one  fo  prone.  Yet,  on  my 
Gonfcience,  there  are  verier  knaves  defire  to  live,  for  all  he 
be  a  Roman:  and  there  be  fome  of  them  too  that  die  againfi 
their  wills ;  fo  fhould  I,  if  I  were  one.  I  would  we  were 
iill  of  one  mind,  and  one  mind  good  ;  O,  there  were  defo- 
lation  of  gaolers,  and  gallowfes  !  I  fpeak  againft  my  prefent 
profit ;  but  my  wifh  hath  a  preferment  in't,  [Exit. 


SCENE    F. 

Cymbeline'j  Tent. 

Enter  Cymeeline,  Belarius,  Guiderius,  Arvira- 
Gus,  PisANio,  and  Lords. 

Cym.  Stand  by  my  fide,  you  whom  the  gods  have  made 
Prefervers  of  my  throne.     Woe  is  my  heart 

That 
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That  the  poor  foldiers  that  (o  richly  fought, 
Whofe  rags  fham'd  gilded  arms,  whofe  naked  bread 
Stcpt  before  targe  of  proof,  cannot  be  found  : 
He  fliall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Our  ^race  can  make  him  fo. 

Bel.  I  never  faw 
Such  noble  fury  in  fo  poor  a  thing  ; 
Such  precious  deeds  in  one  that  promisM  nought 
But  beggary  and  poor  looks. 
Cym.   No  tidings  of  him  ? 

Pif.  He  hath  been  fearch'd  among  the  dead  and  living. 
But  no  trace  of  him. 

Cym.  To  my  grief  I  am 
The  heir  of  his  reward  ;  which  I  will  add 
To  you,  the  liver,  heart,  and  brain,  of  Britain, 

[To  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  ArviragUS* 
By  whom,  I  grant,  fhe  lives :  'Tis  now  the  time 
To  afk  of  whence  you  are: — report  it. 

Bel.  Sir, 
In  Cambria  are  we  born,  and  gentlem.en  r 
Further  to  boaft  were  neither  true  nor  modell, 
Unlefs  I  add,  we  are  honeft. 

Cym.  Bov/  your  knees : 
Arife  my  knights  o'  the  battle ;  I  create  you 
Companions  to  our  perfon,  and  will  fit  you 
With  dignities  becoming  your  ellates. 

E?7Ur  Cornelius  and  Ladies, 
There's  bufinefs  in  thefe  faces  : — Why  fo  fadly 
Greet  you  our  victory  ?  you  look  like  Romans, 
And  not  o'  the  court  of  Britain. 

Cor,  Hail,  great  king  ! 
To  four  your  happinefs,  I  muft  report 
The  queen  is  dead. 

Cym,  Whom  worfe  than  a  phyfician 
Would  this  report  become  ?  But  I  confider 
By  medicine  life  may  be  prolong'd,  yet  death 
Will  feize  the  dodlor  too. — How  ended  fhe  ? 

Cor.  With  horror,  madly  dying,  like  her  life; 
Which,  being  cruel  to  the  world,  concluded 
Moll  (Sruel  to  herfdf.    What  fhe  confefs'd     . 

IwiU 
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I  will  report,  fo  pleafe  you  :  tbefe  her  women 
Can  trip  me  if  I  err;  who,  with  wet  cheeks, 
Were  prefent  when  fhe  linifh'd. 

Cym,  Pr'ytheefay. 

Cor,  Firft,  fhe  confefs'd  fhe  never  lov'd  you;  only 
AfFe^led  greatnefs  got  by  you,  not  you : 
Married  your  roplty,  was  wife  to  your  palace ; 
Abhorr'd  your  perfon. 

Cym*  She  alone  knew  this  : 
And,  but  fhe  fpoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
Believe  her  lips  in  opening  it.     Proceed. 

Cor,  Your  daughter,  whom  fhe  bore  in  hand  to  love 
With  fuch  integrity,  fhe  did  confefs 
Was  as  a  fcorpion  to  her  fight  ;  whofe  life, 
But  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  fhe' had 
Ta'en  oflF  by  poifon. 

Cym.  O  moll  delicate  fiend  ! 
Who  is't  can  read  a  woman  ? — Is  there  more  ? 

Cor.  More,  fir,  and  worfe.  ■  She  did  confefs  fhe  had 
For  you  a  mortal  mineral !  which,  being  took. 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,  and,  ling' ring. 
By  inches  walte  you :  in  which  time  fhe  purposed. 
By  watching,  weeping,  'tendance,  kiffing,  to 
O'ercome  you  with  her  fhew  :  yes,  and  in  time 
(When  fhe  had  fitted  you  v/ith  her  craft)  to  work 
Her  fon  into  the  adoption  of  the  crown. 
But  failing  of  her  end  by  his  flrange  abfence. 
Grew  fhamelefs-defper ate;  open'd,  in  defpight 
Of  heaven  and  men,  her  purpofes  :  repented 
The  ills  fhe  hatch'd  were  not  effe(Sted ;  fo, 
pefpairing,  dy'd. 

Cym.  Heard  you  all  this,  her  women  ? 

Lady.  We  did,  fo  pleafe  your  highnefi;. 

Cym.  Mine  eyes 
Were  not  in  fault,  for  fhe  was  beautiful ; 
Mine  ears,  that  heard  her  flattery  i  nor  my  heart, 
That  thought  her  like  her  feeming ;  it  had  been  vicious. 
To  have  miflru  {ted  her:  yet,  O  my  daughter  ! 
That  it  was  folly  in  me  thou  may' 11  fay, 
And  prQve  it  in  thy  feeling.    Heaven  mend  all ! 
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£nUr  Lucius,  Tachimo,  and  other  Roman   Prifoners  j 
PcsTHUMUs  hehhuly  ^W  Imogen. 

Thou  com'ft  not,  Caius,  now  for  tribute ;  that 
Britons  have  razM  out,  though  with  the  lofs 
Of  many  a  bold  one  ;  whofe  kipjfmen  have  made  fuit, 
That  their  good  fouls  may  be  appeas'd  with  llaughter 
Of  you  their  captives,  vi^hich  ourfelf  have  granted  : 
So  think  of  your  eftate. 

Luc.  Confider,  fir,  the  chance  of  war  ;  the  day 
Was  your's  by  accident  j  had  it  gone  with  us 
We  fhould  not,  when  the  blood  cooPd,  have  threatened 
Our  prifoners  with  the  fword.     But  fince  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
May  be  call'd  ranfom,  let  it  come ;  fufHceth 
A  Roman  with  a  Roman's  heart  can  fuiFer : 
Auguftus  lives  to  think  on*t :  And  fo  much 

for  my  peculiar  care*    This  one  thing  only 
will  entreat ;  My  boy,  a  Briton  born, 
Let  him  be  ranfom'd :  never  mafter  had 
A  page  fo  kind,  fo  duteous,  diligent, 
So  tender  over  his  occafions,  true. 
So  feat,  fo  nurfe*like :  let  his  virtue  join 
With  my  requeft,  which,  Til  make  bold^  yoUr  highnefs 
Cannot  deny ;  he  hath  done  no  Briton  harm, 
Though  he  have  ferv'd  a  Roman ;  Save  him>  fir. 
And  fpare  no  blood  befide. 

Cym,  I  have  furely  feen  him  ; 
His  favour  is  familiar  to  me  :        'Boy, 
Thou  haft  lookM  thyfelf  into  my  grace,  and  art 
Mine  own.     I  know  not  why,  wherefore  I  fay. 
Live,  boy  :  ne'er  thank  thy  mafter ;  live  : 
And  a(k  of  Cymbeline  what  boon  thou  wilt. 
Fitting  my  bounty  and  thy  ftate,  Pll  give  it; 
Yea,  though  thou  do  demand  a  prifoner,  ' 

The  nobleft  ta'en. 

Into,  I  humbly  thank  your  highnefs. 

Luc,  I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  life,  good  lad; 
And  yet  I  know  thou  v/ilt. 

Imo.  No,  no ;  alack. 
There's  other  work  in  hand  ;  I  fee  a  thing 
Bitter  to  me  as  death  :  your  life,  good  maiter, 

M  Muft 
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Muft  fhuffle  far  itfelf.  ^ 

Luc.  The  boy  difdains  me, 
He  leaves  me,  fcorns  me:  Briefly  die  their  joys 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  girls  and  boys.— 
Why  ftands  he  fo  perplex'd  ? 

Cym,  What  wouldit  thou,  boy  ? 
I  love  thee  more  and  more  ;  think  more  and  more 
What's  heft  to  a(k.  Know'ft  him  thou  look'ft  on  ?  fpeak. 
Wilt  have  him  live  ?  Is  he  thy  kin  ?  thy  friend  I 

Imo.  He  is  a  Roman  ;  no  more  kin  to  me 
Than  I  to  your  highnefs ;  who,  being  born  your  vaflal. 
Am  fomething  nearer. 

Cym,  Wherefore  ey'ft  him  fo  ? 

Imo.  I'll  tell  you,  fir,  in  private,  if  you  pleafe 
To  give  me  hearing. 

Cym.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart. 
And  lend  my  beft  attention.  What's  thy  name  ? 

imo,  Fidele,  fir. 

Cym.  Thou  art  my  good  youth,  my  page ; 
ril  be  thy  mafter :     Walk  with  me  ;  fpeak  freely. 

[Cymbeline  a«i  Imogen  walk  afide, 

Bel,  Is  not  this  boy  revivM  from  death  ? 

Arv,  One  fand  another 
"K  ot  more  refembles  that  fweet  rofy  lad. 
Who  dy'd,  and  was  Fidele— What  think  you? 

Guid.  The  fame  dead  thing  alive. 

Bel  Peace,  peace  !  fee  further;  he  eyes  us  not;  forbear; 
Creatures  may  be  alike  :  wer't  he,  I  am  fare 
He  would  have  fpoke  to  us. 

Guid.  But  we  faw  him  dead. 

Bel.  Be  filent ;  let's  fee  further. 

Ftf.  It  is  my  miftrefs  :  [Afde. 

Since  fhe  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on 
To  good  or  bad.  [Cym.  and  Imo.  come  forward. 

Cym.  Come,  {land  thou  by  our  fide  ; 
Make  thy  demand  aloud. — Sir,  ftep  you  forth ; 

[To  Iachimo, 

Give  anfwer  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  freely; 
Qr,  by  our  greatnefs,  and  the  grace  of  it. 
Which  is  our  honour,  bitter  torture  fhall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  falfehood.— On ;  fpeak  to  him. 

Ims, 
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Imt.  My  boon  is  that  this  gentlen^an  jnay  jrender 
Of  whom  he  had  this  ring. 

P«j/?.  What^s  that  to  him  ?  I#^-^ 

Cy?n.  That  diamond  upon  your  finger,  fay, 
How  came  it  your's  ? 

lach,  Thou'lt  torture  me  to  leave  unfpoken  that 
Which  to  be  fpoke  would  torture  thee. 
Cym.  How  !  me  J* 

lach.  I  am  gkd  to  be  conftraii;i'd  to  utter  that  which 
Torments  rrie  to  conceaL     By  villany 
I  got  this  ring  ;  'twas  Leonatus'  jewel^ 
Whom  thou  didft  banifh ;  and  (which  mor^  rnay  grieve the^. 
As  it  doth  me)  a  nobler  fir  ne'er  liy'd 
'Twixt  iky  and  ground.    Wilt  thou  hear  more,  my  lord? 
Cym.  All  that  belongs  to  this. 

lach.  That  paragon,  thy  daughter 

For  whom  my  heart  drops  blood,  and  my  falfe  fpirits 
Quail  to  remember — Give  me  leave  ,  I  faint. 

Cym,  My  daughter!  wh?.tofher?  Renew  thy  ftrength; 
1  had  rather  thou  ihouldfi:  live  \yhile  nature  will> 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more  :  Urive,  man,  and  fpeak- 

lach.  Upon  a  time  (unhappy  was  the  clock 
That  ftruck  the  hour  !)   it  was  in  Rome  (accurs'd 
The  manfion  where  !)  'twas  at  a  feaft  (O^  'would 
Our  viands  had  been  poifon'd  I  or  at  leaft 
Thofe  which  I  heav'd  to  head  ! )  the  good  PofthumijS 
/  What  fhouid  I  fay  ?  he  was  too  good  to  be 
Where  ill  men  were  ;  and  was  the  befl  of  all 
Amongft  the  rar'fi:  of  good  ones)  fitting  fadly. 
Hearing  us  praife  our  loves  of  Italy 
For  beauty  that  made  barren  the  fwell'd  boafi: 
Of  him  that  beft  could  fpeak  :  for  feature,  laming 
The  fhrine  of  Venus,  or  ftraight-pight  Minerva, 
Poftures  beyond  brief  nature ;  for  condition, 
A  fhop  of  all  the  qualities  that  man 
I^oves  woman  for ;  befides,  that  hook  of  wiving^ 
Fairnefs,  which  ftrikes  the  eye :— — 

Cym,  I  ftand  on  fire  : 
Come  to  the  matter. 

lack  All  too  foon  I  fhall, 
Unlefs  thou  woultift*  grieve  quickly. — This  Pofthumus 
(Moft  like  a  noble  lord  in  love^  and  on^ 
'J["hat  had  a  royal  lover),  took  his  hinti 

M  2  And 
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And,  not  difpraifing  whom  we  prais'd  (therein 
He  was  as  calm  as  virtue),  he  began 
•His  miftrefs'  picture  ;  which  by  his  tongue  being  made, 
And  then  a  mind  put  in't,  either  our  brags 
Were  crackM  of  kitchen  trulls,  or  his  deJcription 
Prov'd  us  unfpeaking  fots. 

Cym.  Nay,  nay,  to  the  purpofe. 

lach.  Your  daughter's  chaftity — there  it  begins.—^ 
He  fpake  of  hc^r  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams. 
And  fhe  alone  were  cold  :  Whereat  I,  wretch  ! 
Made  fcruple  of  his  praife  ;  and  wager'd  with  him 
Pieces  of  gold,  'gainft  this  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his  honour'd  finger,  to  attain 
In  fuit  the  place  of  his  bed,  and  win  this  ring 
By  her*s  and  mine  adultery :  he,  true  knight. 
No  lefTer  of  her  honour  confident 
Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  ftakes  this  ring  ; 
And  would  fo,  had  it  been  a  carbuncle 
Of  Phoebus'  wheel ;  and  might  fo  fafely,  had  it 
Been  all  the  worth  of  his  car.     Away  to  Britain 
Poft  I  in  this  defign  :  Well  may  you,  fir, 
Remember  me  at  court,  where  I  was  taught 
Of  your  chafte  daughter  the  wide  difFereace 
"Twixt  amorous  and  villanous.     Being  thus  qucnch*d 
Of  hope,  not  longing,  mine  Italian  brain 
'Gan  in  your  duller  Britain  to  operate 
MoiL  vilely  ;  for  my  vantage  excellent ; 
And,  to  be  brief,  my  pradlice  fo  prevaii'd. 
That  I  returned  with  fimilar  proof  enough 
To  make  the  noble  Leonatus  mad, 
By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown 
With  tokens  thus,  and  thus  ,  averring  notes 
Of  chamber-hanging,  pictures,  this  her  bracelet^ 
(O,  cunning,  how  1  got  it  !)  nay,  fome  marks 
Of  fecret  on  her  perfon,  that  he  could  not 
But  think  her  bond  of  chaftity  quite  crack'd, 
1  having  ti:'en  the  forfeit.     Whereupon — 
Methinks  I  fee  him  now 

Poji.  Ay,  fo  thou  do'fi:,  [Corning  forwarcL 

Italiaji  fiend ! — Ah  me,  moft  credulous  fool, 
Egregious  murderer,  thief,  any  thing 
That's  due  to  all  the  vijlajns  paft,  in  being, 

To 
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To  come  ! — O,  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poifon> 

3ome  upright  juiticer  !  Thou  king,  fend  out 

For  tortures  ingenious  :  it  is  I 

That  all  the  abhorred  things  o'  the  earth  amend, 

By  being  worfe  than  they.     I  am  Pofthumus 

That  kiii'd  thy  daughter  : — villain-like  I  lie  j 

That  caus'd  a  lelTer  villain  than  myfelf, 

A  facrilegious  thief,  to  do't: — the  temple 

Of  virtue  was  fhe ;  yea,  and  fhe  herfelf. 

3pit  and  throv/  ftones,  caft  mire  upon  me,  fet 

The  dogs  o'  the  ftreet  to  bay  me  :  every  villain 

Be  caird  Pofthumus  Leonatus  ;  and 

Be  villany  lefs  than  'tv/as  ! — O  Imogen  ! 

My  queen,  my  life,  my  wife  !   O  Imogen, 

Imogen,  Imogen  ! 

Imo,  Peace,  my  lord  ;  hear,  hear 

Foft,  Shairs  have  a  play  of  this  ?   Thou  fcornful  pag?. 
There  lie  thy  part.  [StriAifxg  her^Jhefalli, 

Fif.  O,  gentlemen,  help 
Mine  and  your  miftrefs — O,  my  lord  Pofthumus  ! 
You  ne'er  kiii'd  Imogen  'till  now  : — Help,  help  ! 
Mine  honour'd  lady  ! 

Cym,  Does  the  world  go  round  ? 

Poji.  How  come  thefe  ftaggers  on  thee  ? 

Pif  Wake,  my  miftrefs  ! 

Cym,  If  this  be  fo,  the  gods  dp  mean  to  ftrike  me 
To  death  with  mortal  joy. 

Pif.  How  fares  my  miftrefs  ? 

Imo,  O,  get  thee  from  my  fight; 
Thou  gav'ft  me  poifon  :  dangerous  fellow,  hence  ! 
Breathe  not  where  princes  are. 

Cym.  The  tune  of  Imogen  ! 

Pif.  Lady,  the  gods  throw  ftones  of  fulphur  on  me,  if 
That  box  I  gave  you  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  thing ;  I  had  it  from  the  <^ueen. 

Cym.  New  matter  ftill  ? 

Imo.  It  poifon'd  me. 

Cor.  O  gods  ! 

I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  queen  confefs'd, 
V/hich  muft  approve  thee  honeft  :  If  Pifanio 
Have,  faid  lhe„j  given  his  miftrefs  that  confe^iQii 
^hich  1  gave  Him  fpr  cordial,  fhe  is  ferv'd 
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As  I  would  f^rve  a  rat. 

Cym.  What's  this,  Cornelius  ? 

Cor.  The  queen,  fir,  very  often  importun'd  m^ 
To  temper  poifons  for  her;  ft -J]  pretending 
The  fatisfaclion  of  her  knowledge,  only 
In  killing  creatures  vile,  as  cats  and  dogs 
01  no  efteem  :  I,  dreadinj^  that  her  purpofc 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain  ftufF,  which  being  ta'en  would  ceafs 
The  prefent  power  of  life;  but,  in  fhort  time. 
All  oincts  of  nature  fliould  again 
Tio  their  due  funCtions.—Have  you  ta'en  of  it  ? 

Imo.  Moft  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 

Bel.  My  boys. 
There  was  our  error.— 

Gu'-d.  This  is  fure  Fidele, 

I  mo.  Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  lady  from  you  f 
Think  that  you  are. upon  a  rock  I  and  now 
Throw  me  again. 

PoJ\  Kang  there  like  fruit,  my  foul, 
"'Till  the  tree  die  ! 

Cym.  How  now,  my  fieih,  m}': child? 
What,  mak'll  thou  me  a  duilard  in  this  adl  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  fpeak  to  me  I 

Imo.  Your  blefling,  fir.  [Kneeling. 

BeL  Though  you  did  love  this  youth,  I  blame  you  not; 
You  had  a  nioiive  for't.  [To  Quid,  and  Arv;. 

Cym,  My  tears,  that  fal], 
Prove  holy  water  on  thee  ,1  Imogen^ 
'Fhy  xTKpther's  dead* 

Irno.  I  am  forry  for't,  ray  lord. 

Cym.  O,  fhe  was  naught;  and  long  of  her  It  v;as 
That  w^e  meet  here  fo  ftrangely  :  But  her  fon 
Is  gone,  v/e  know  not  how  nor  where. 

Fif  My  lord, 
Now  fear  is  from  me,  I'll  fpeak  truth.     Lord  Cloten 
Upon  my  lady's  miffing  carne  to  me 
With  his  fword  drawn ;  tbam'd  at  the  mouth,  and  fwore 
If  I  difcover'd  not  which  vvav  fhe  was  gone. 
It  was  my  inftant  death  :  By  accident 
I  had  a  feign'd  letter  of  my  mailer's 
T'hcn  in  my  pocket;  which  direded  \nm     . 

5  ■  'f  <a 
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To  feek  her  on  the  mountains  near  to  Milford  ; 
Where,  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  mafter's  garments, 
Which  he  enforced  from  me,  away  he  polls 
With  unchafte  purpofe,  and  with  oath  to  violate 
My  lady's  honour  :  what  became  of  him 
I  further  know  not. 

Gu'id.  Let  me  end  the  ftory  : 
I  flew  him  there, 

Cym.  Marry,  the  gods  forefend  ! 
I  would  not  thy  good  deeds  fhould  from  my  lips 
Pluck  a  hard  fentence  :  pr'ythee,  valiant  youth, 
Deny't  again, 

Guid,  I  have  fpoke  it,  and  I  did  it. 

Cy?n.  He  was  a  prince. 

GtihL  A  moft  uncivil  one  :  The  wrongs  he  did  me 
Were  nothing  prince-like ;  for  he  did  provoke  me 
With  language  that  would  make  me  fpurn  the  fea 
If  it  could  fo  roar  to  me :  I  cut  off 's  head  i 
And  am  right  glad  he  is  not  {landing  here 
To  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 

Cy?n,  I  am  forry  for  thee  : 
By  thine  own  tongue  thou  ait  condemn'd,  and  muft 
Endure  our  lavv^ :  Thou  art  dead, 

I?no.  That  headiefs  man 
I  thought  had  been  my  lord. 

Cym.  Bind  the  offender, 
And  take  him  from  our  prefi;nce. 

Bel.  Stay,  fir  king: 
This  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  flew, 
As  well  defcended  as  thyfelf  j  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited  than  a  band  of  Clotens 
Had  ever  fear  for. — Let  his  arms  alone  ^       [To  the  guard J^ 
They  were  not  born  for  bondage. 

Cyiru  Why,  old  foldier, 
Wiit  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  foxp 
By  tailing  of  our  v/rath  \  How  of  defcent 
As  good  as  we  ? 

Arv.  In  that  he  fpake  too  far. 

Cym,  And  thou  flialt  die  for'c. 

Bel  We  will  die  all  three  : 
But  I  will  prove  that  two  of  us  are  as  good 
As  I  have  given  out  him.— My  fons,  I  mufi 

For 
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For  my  ov/n  part  unfold  a  dangerous  fpecch, 
Though,  haply,  well  for  you. 

J'rv.  Your  danger's  ours. 

Guid.  And  all  our  good  his. 

Bel  Have  at  it  then. — 
By  leave  ; — Thou  had'ft,  great  king,  a  fubje£t  who 
Was  call'd  Belarius. 

Cym.  What  of  him  ?  he  is 
A  banifh'd  traitor. 

Bel.  He  it  is  that  hath 
Aflum'd  this  age  :  indeed  a  baniOiM  man  : 
I  know  not  how  a  traitor. 

Cym.  Take  him  hence  ; 
The  whole  v/orld  fliall  not  fave  him. 

BeL  Not  too  hot : 
Firll:  pay  me  for  the  nurfmg  of  thy  fons; 
And  let  it  be  confifcate  all  fo  foon 
As  I  have  receiv'd  it. 

Cym.  Nurfmg  of  my  fons  ! 

BeL  I  am  too  blunt  and  faucy  :  Here's  my  knee : 
Ere  I  arife  I  will  prefer  my  fons ; 
Then  fpare  not  the  old  father.     Mighty  fir, 
Thefe  two  young  gentlemen  that  call  me  father. 
And  think  they  are  my  fons,  are  none  of  mine  ; 
They  are  the  illue  of  your  loins,  my  liege, 
And  blood  of  your  begetting. 

Cym,  How  !  my  ifilie  ? 

BeL  So  fjre  as  you  your  father's.     T,  old  Moi'gan, 
Am  that  Belarius  whom  you  fome  time  baniili'd  : 
Your  pleafure  was  my  near  olFence,  my  punifhment 
Itfelf,  and  all  my  trea'fon  5  that  I  iuffer'd 
V^as  all  the  harm  I  did.     Thefe  gentle  princes 
(For  fuch,  and  fo  they  are)  thefe  twenty  years 
Have  I  train'd  up  :  thofe  arts  they  have  as  I 
Could  putjpjito  them  ;  n:y  breeding  was,  fir,  as 
Your  highnefs  knows.     Their  nurfe,  Euriphile, 
Whom  for  the  theft  I  wedded,  ftoie  theie  children 
Upon  my  banifhm.ent :  I  mow' A  her  to't; 
Having  receiv'd  the  puniinment  before 
For  that  which  I  did  then :  Beaten  for  loyalty 
Excited  me  to  treafon :  Their  dear  lofs, 
The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  fnap'd 
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iJnto  my  end  of  ftealing  them.     But,  gracious  fir, 

Here  are  your  fons  again  ;  and  I  muft  lofe 

Two  of  the  fweeteft  companions  in  the  world : — 

The  benedi6l:ion  of  thefe  covering  heavens 

Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew  !  for  they  are  worthy 

To  Inlay  heaven  with  ftars.  * 

Cy7?u  Thou  weep'ft  and  fpeak'ft. 
The  fervice  that  you  three  have  done  Is  more 
Unlike  than  this  thou  teiPft  :  I  loft  my  children; 
If  thefe  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wilh 
A  pair  of  worthier  fons. 

Bel.  Be  pleas'd  a  while. 

This  gentleman,  whom  I  call  Polydore, 
Moft  worthy  prince,  as  your's,  is  true  Gulderius : 
This  gentleman,,  my  Cadwal,  Arviragus, 
Your  younger  princely  fon ;  he,  fir,  was  lapp'd 
In  a  moft  curious  mantle,  wrought  by  the  hand 
Of  his  queen-mother,  which,  for  more  probation^ 
I  can  with  eafe  produce. 

Cym.  Guiderius  had 
Upon  his  neck  a  mole,  a  fanguine  ftar  5 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder, 

BeL  This  is  he ; 
Who  hath  upon  him  ftill  that  natural  ftamp : 
It  was  wife  Nature's  end  in  the  donation. 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 

Cym,  O,  what  am  I 
A  mother  to  the  birth  of  three  !   Ne'er  m.other 
Rejoic'd  deliverance  more  : — Bleft  may  you  be^ 
That,  after  this  ftrange  ftarting  from  your  orbs. 
You  m.ay  reign  in  them  now  !   O  Imogen^ 
Thou  haft  loft  by  this  a  kingdom., 

Im0.  No,  my  Lord  f- 
I  have  got  two  worlds  by't. — O  my  gentle  brothers^ 
Have  we  thus  met  ?    O  never  fay  hereafter 
But  I  am  trueft  fpeaker :  you  callM  me  brother 
When  1  was  but  your  fifter ',  I  you.  brothers 
\Vhen  you  were  fo  indeed. 
Cym,  Did  you  e'er  meet  ? — 
Arv.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 
Guid,  And  at  nrft  meeting  lov'd  j 
Conunued  fo  until  we  thought  he  di«d 

N  esp. 
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Cor.  By  ths  queen's  dram  fhe  fwallow'd. 
Cym.  O  rare  inftin6l  !  ' 

When  fliali  I  hear  all  through  ?  This  fierce  abrldgmeafc 
Hath  to  it  circumflantial  branches  which 
Pifi:in6tion  {liquid  be  rich  in. — Where  ?   how  liv'd  you  ^ 
And  when  came  you  toferve  our  Roman  captive  ? 
Hoy/  parted  with  your  brothers  ?  how  firft  met  them  ? 
Why  fled  you  from  the  court  ?   and  v/hither  ?   Thefe, 
And  your  three  motives  to  the  battle,  with 
I  know  not  how  much  more  fliould  be  demanded  ; 
And  all  the  other  by-dependencies, 
From  chance  to  chance  ;  but  nor  the  time,  nor  place, 
Will  ferve  our  long  interrogatories.     See, 
Pofthumus  anchors  upon  Imogen  5 
And  {he,  like  harmleis  lightning,  throws  her  eye 
On  him.,  her  brothers ;  me,  her  mafter  ;  hitting 
Each  object  with  a  joy  :  the  counter-change 
Is  feveri^Uy  in  ail.     Let's  quit  this  ground, 

And  fmoke  the  temple  with  our  facrifices ^ 

Thou  art  my  brother;  So  we'll  hold  thee  ever, 

[To  Belarius, 
Lno.  You  are  my  father  too ;  ^nd  did  relieve  me 
To  fee  this  gracious  feafon, 

Cy/n.  All  o'erjoy'd 
Save  thefe  in  bonds  :  let  them  be  joyful  too. 
For  they  fhall  tafte  our  comfort. 

Imo.  My  good  mafter, 
T  will  yet  do  you  fervice. 
L?.iL\  Happy  be  you  I 

Cym.  The  forlorn  foldier  that  fo  nobly  fought 
Would  have  well  becom'd  this  place,  and  grac'd 
The  thankings  of  a  king. 

Pc/}.  I  am,  fir. 
The  fojdier  that  did  company  thefe  three 
In  poor  befeeming  ;  'twas  a  fitment  for 
The  purpofe  I  then  foliow'd  :— That  I  was  he. 
Speak,  lachimo  ;  I  had  you  down,  and  might 
Have  made  you  finifli. 

lach.  I  am  down  again  : 
But  now  my  heavy  confcience  finks  my  knee,     [Kneels, 
As  then  your  force  did.     Take  that  life,  'befeech  you, 
Which  I  io  often  ows  :  but  your  ring  firfli 

And 
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And  here  the  bracelet  of  the  trueft  prlncefs 
That  ever  fwore  hf  r  faith. 

Pofi.  Kneel  not  to  me  : 
The  power  that  I  have  on  you  is  to  fpare  you  ; 
The  malice  towards  you,  to  forgive  you  :  Livcj 
And  deal  with  others  better. 

Cym,  Nobly  doom'd  : 
We'll  learn  our  freenefs  of  a  fon-in-law ; 
Pardon's  the  word  to  all. 

Arv.  You  holp  us,  fir, 
As  you  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  brother ; 
Joy'd  are  we  that  you  are. 

Pojl,  Your  fervant,  princes.-^Good  my  lord  of  Romej 
Call  forth  your  foothfayer  :  As  I  flept,  methought 
Great  Jupiter,  upon  his  eagle  back'd, 
Appear' d  to  me,  with  other  fprightly  fhews 
Of  mine  own  kindred:  when  I  wak'd  I  found 
This  label  on  my  bofom  ;  whofe  containing 
Is  fo  from  fenfe  in  hardnefs,  that  I  can 
Make  no  collection  of  it :  let  him  fhew 
His  fkill  in  the  conftru6lion. 

Luc,  Philarmonus 

Sooth,  Here,  my  good  lord. 

Luc,  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

Soothfayer  reads. 

J^hen  as  a  IMs  zvhelp  Jhall  to  himfelf  unknown  without, 
feeking  findy  and  he  embraced  by  a  piece  of  tender  air  j  and 
when  from  ajiately  cedar  Jhall  be  lop  branches  which^  being 
dead  many  year s^  foall  after  revive^  be  johited  to  the  oldjiocky 
and  frejhly  grow  \  then  jhall  Pofthumus  end  his  miferies^  Bri- 
tain be  fortu7iatey  andfiourijh  in  peace  and  ■plenty^ 

Thou,  Leonatus,  art  the  lion's  whelp : 
The  fit  and  apt  conftru6lion  of  thy  name, 
Being  Leonatus,  doth  import  fo  much. 
The  piece  of  tender  air  thy  virtuous  daughter, 

{Tg  Cymbeline. 
Which  we  call  mollis  aer  \  and  mollis  air 
We  term  it  midier :  which  raulier  I  divine 
Is  this  moft  conftant  wife;  [To  Post.]  who,  evei^  now, 
Anfwering  the  letter  of  the  oracle. 
Unknown  tQ  you,  unfgwght,  were  dipt  abput 

N  %  Wit}! 


lOd  CYMBILINE. 

With  this  moft  tender  air. 

Cym.  This  hath  fome  Teeming. 

Sooth.  The  lofty  cedar,  royal  Cymbeline, 
Perfonates  thee  :  and  thy  lopt  branches  point 
Thy  two  fons  forth,  who,  by  Belarius  ftolen. 
For  many  years  thought  dead,  are  now  reviv'd. 
To  the  majeftic  cedar  join'd;  whofe  ifTue 
Promifes  Britain  peace  and  plenty. 

Cym,  Well, 
My  peace  we  will  begin  : — And,  Caius  LuciuJ,' 
Although  the  vidlor,  we  fubmit  to  Caefar, 
And  to  the  Roman  empire  ;  promifmg 
To  pay  our  wonted  tribute,  from  the  which 
We  were  difTuaded  by  our  wicked  queen  \ 
On  whom  heaven's  juftice  (both  on  her  and  her's) 
Hath  laid  moft  heavy  hand. 

Sooth,  The  fingers  of  the  Powers  above  do  tune 
The  harmony  of  this  peace.     The  vifion 
Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius,  ere  the  ftroke 
Of  this  yet  fcarce-cold  battle,  at  this  inftant 
Is  full  accomplifh'd :  For  the  Roman  eagle. 
From  fouth  to  weft  on  wing  foaring  aloft, 
Lefien'd  herfelf,  and  in  the  beams  o'  the  fun 
So  vanifh'd  :  which  fore-fhew'd  our  princely  eagle. 
The  imperial  Caefar,  fhould  again  unite 
His  favour  with  the  radiant  Cymbeline, 
Which  ihines  here  in  the  weft. 

Cym.  Laud  we  the  gods  ; 
And  let  our  crooked  fmokes  climb  to  their  noftrils 
From  our  bleft  altars  1  Publifh  we  this  peace 
To  all  our  fubjedts.     Set  we  forward :  Let 
A  Roman  and  a  Britifh  enfign  wave 
Friendly  together ;  fo  through  Lud's  town  march} 
And  in  the  temple  of  great  Jupiter 
Our  peace  we*ll  ratify ;  feal  it  with  feafts.— 
Set  on  there: — Never  was  a  war  did  ceafe, 
Ere  bloody  h^nds  were  wafh'd  with  fuch  a  peace. 

\Emiint  omnis. 


h    SONG 


CYMBELINE.  'XOX 

A       SONG, 

Sung  hy  GuiDERius   ani  Arviragus    nver  F1DELE3 
fuppofed  to  be  dead. 

By  Mr*  William  Collins, 

I. 

To  fair  FideWs  graffy  tomb 

Soft  maids  and  village  hinds  Jhall  bring 
Each  opening  fweet^  of  earliejl  bloofUy 

And  rifle  all  the  breathing  [pring, 
11. 
A^^  wailing  gho ft  Jhall  dare  appear 

To  vex  withjhrieks  this  quiet  grove  : 
Butjhepherd  lads  affemhle  here, 

Jnd  melting  virgins  own  their  love, 

III. 

A^  wither'' d  witch  Jhall  here  be  feeriy 

No  gobli?is  lead  their  nightly  crew  : 
The  female  fays  Jhall  haunt  the  green^ 

And  drefi  thy  grave  with  pearly  dev9, 
IV. 

The  red-hreafi  oft  at  ev'nirig  hours 

Shall  kindly  lend  his  little  aid^ 
^Vith  hoary  mofs  and  gather' d  flower Sy 

To  deck  the  ground  where  thou  art  laid, 
V. 
If  hen  hoivling  winds  and  beating  rain 

In  tempejis  Jkake  thefylvan  cell  5 
Or  'midfl  the  chafe  on  every  plain, 

Tlje  tender  thought  on  thee  Jl^all  divelL 

VI. 

Each  lonely  fcene  Jhall  thee  rejiore  ; 

For  thee  'the  tear  be  dulyjhed, 
BeWd,  till  Life  could  charm  no  more  j 

And  mourn' d  till  Pitfsfelf  be  dead. 

THE      END, 
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r  RA  G  E  D  r. 


Dramatic  personae. 

M  E  K 

Duncan,  King  of  Scotland. 
Malcolm,       }  «        ^  ,    j^. 
DoNALBAiN,    \^nsoftheKtng. 

B  A^N  QUof*  \  ^^^^^^^^  ^/^^^  K^'^i^  ^^m- 

Lenox,  "j 

Macduff,        I 

Men  teth         -''  ^^^^^^^^  of  Scotland. 

Angus, 

Cathness, 

Fleance,  Son  to  Banquo. 

Si  WARD,  General  of  the  Englifli  Fo  rises. 

Young  SiwARD,  his  Son. 

Seyton,  an  Officer  attending  on  Macbeth. 

Son  to  Macduff.     An  Englifli  DoBor.     A  Scotch  DoBn 

A  Captain.     A  Porter.     An  old  Man* 

W  0  M  E  N. 

Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady  Macduff. 

Gentlewomen  attending  on  Lady  Macbeth, 

^S-CATE,  and  three  Witches. 

Lords,  Gentlemen^  Officers,  Soldiers,  Murderers,  Attendants, 
and  Meffengers. 

The  Ghofi  of  Banquo,  and  fever  al  other  Apparitions, 

'^CB.tuE^  in  the  end  of  the  fourth  aB,  lies  in  England  :  through  th^ 
vejl  of  the  play^  in  Scotland,  and  chifly  at  Macbeth' s  caftlc^ 


MACBETH. 


JCr  L     SCENE  I. 


Thunder  and  Ligfiining,     Enter  three  Witches, 
1  Witch, 


w, 


HEN  fhaH  we  three  meet  again 
In  thunder,  lightning,  or  in  rain  ? 

2  Witch.  When  the  hurly-burly's  done. 
When  the  battle's  loft  and  won  : 

3  Witch,  That  will  be  ere  th'  fet  of  fun, 

1  Witch,  Where  the  place  ? 

2  Witch.  Upon  the  heatfe: 

3  Witch,  There  to  meet  with  Macbeth, 
1  Witch.  I  come,  Gray-malkin! 

All,  Paddock  calls: Anon. — 

Fair  is  foul,  and  foul  is  fair : 

Hover  through  the  fog  and  filthy  air. 


SCENE  II, 


Jlarum  within.  Enter  King  Duncan,  Malcolm, 
DoNALBAiN,  Lenox,  with  Attendants ^  meeting  a 
bleeding  Captain, 

King,  What  bloody  man  is  that?  He  can  report^ 
As  feemeth  by  his  plight,  of  the  revolt 
The  neweft  ftate. 

Mai,  This  is  the  ferjeant, 
Who  like  a  good  and  hearty  foldier  fought 
'Gainft  my  captivity :  Hail,  brave  friend! 

Say 
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Say  to  the  king  the  knowledge  of  the  broil, 
As  thou  cid'ft  ieave  it. 

Cap,  Doubtfulit  flood; 
As  two  fpent  fwimmers,  that  do  ding  together, 
And  choke  their  art.   The  mercilefs  Macdonet 
(Worthy  to  be  a  rebel ;  for, 'to  that 
The  multiplying  villainies' of  nature 
Do  fwafm  upon  him),  from  the  weftern  ifles 
Of  Kernes  and  Gallow-glafTes  is  fupplied ; 
And  Fortune,  on  his  damned  quarrel  fmiling, 
Shew'd  lile  a  rebel's  whore:  but  alFs  too  weak : 
For  brave  Macbeth  (well  he  deferves  th^t  name,) 
Difdaining  fortune,  with  his  brandifh'dfleel, 
Which  fmoak'd  with  bloody  execution. 
Like  valour's  minion,  carved  out  his  paffage, 
'Till  he  fac'd  the  flave : 

And  ne'er  fhook  hands,  nor  bade  farewell  to  him, 
'Till  he  unfeamed  him  from  ihe  nave  to  the  chops, 
And  fix'd  his  head  upon  our  battlements. 

KinT,  Oh,  valiant  coufm  !  worthy  gentleman ! 

Cap,  As  vs  hence  the  fun  'gins  his  refleftion. 
Shipwrecking  Itonr.s  and  direful  thunders  break ; 
So  from  that  ipring,  whence  comfort  feemedto  come, 
Difcomfort  f  . ells.     Mark,  king  of  Scotland,  mark: 
No  fooner  juiiice  had,  with  valour  arm'd, 
Compeii'd  thefe  fkipping  Kernes  to  truff  their  heels : 
But  the  Norweyan  lord,  furveying  'vantage, 
With  furbifhd  arms,  and  new  fupplies  of  men. 
Began  a  frefh  affault. 

King.  Difmay'd  not  this 
Our  captains,  Macbeth  and  Banquo  ? 

Cap.  Yes; 
As  fparrows,  eagles ;  or  the  hare,  the  lion: 
If  I  fay  footh,  1  muft  report  they  w^fe 
As  cannons  overcharg'd  with  double  cracks ; 
So  they 

Doubly  redoubled  ilrokes  upon  the  foe  ; 
Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  wounds, 
Or  memorize  another  Golgotha, 
I  cannot  tell : 

But 
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But  I  am  faint,  my  gafhes  cry  for  help. 

King.     So  well  thy  words  become  thee,  as  thy  wounds ; 
They  fmack  of  honour  both  ! — Go,  get  him  furgeons. 

Enter  Rosi>E. 
Who  comes  here  ? 

Mai.  The  worthy  thane  of  RofTe. 

Len,    What  a  haflc  looks  throug^h  his  eyes  ?    So  fhould 
he  look, 
That  feems  to  fpeak  things  flrange. 

Jio/fe.  God  fa ve  the  king! 

King.  V^  hence  cam'fi  thou,  worthy  thane? 

RoJJe.  From  Fife,  great  king. 
Where  the  Norweyan  banners  flout  the  fky. 
And  fan  our  people  cold. 
Norway  himfelf,  with  terrible  numbers, 
AlTifted  by  that  moft  difloyal  traitor 
The  thane  of  Cawdor,  began  a  difmal  confIi<9:: 
'Till  that  Bellona's  bridegroom,  lapt  in  proof, 
Confronted  him  with  feif-comparifons, 
Point  againft  point  rebellious,  arm  gainft  arm 
Curbing  his  laviih  fpirit:  and  to  conclude, 
The  vittory  fell  on  us; *. 

King.  Great  happinefs  1 

Rojfe.  That  now 
Sweno,  the  Norway's  king,  craves  compofition ; 
Nor  would  we  deign  him  burial  of  his  men, 
Till  he  dilburfed,  at  St.  Coimes'  Inch, 
Ten  thoufand  dollars  to  our  general  ufe. 

King.  No  more  that  thane  of  Cawdor  flia]!  deceive 
Our  bofom  intereft. —  Go,  pronounce  his  pieleiii  death, 
And  with  his  former  title  greet  Alacbeth. 

RojJe.  ril  fee  it  done. 

King.  What   he  hath  loft,  noble  Macbeth  hath  won. 

Exeunt. 


SCENE 


MACBETm 


SCBIS(E  II L 


Thunder.     Enter  the  three  Witches. 

1.  Witch,  Where  haft  thou  been  fifter  ? 

2  Witch.  KilHng  Swine. 

3  Witch.  Sifter,  where  thou  ? 

1  IVitch.  A  failor's  wife  had  chefnuts  in  her  lap. 
And  moucht.  and  moucht,    and  moucht : Give  m^ 

quoth  I. 
Aroint  thee^  Witch!  the  rump-fed  ronyon  cries.. 
Her  huft)and's  to  Aleppo  gone,  mafter  o'  the  Tyger : 
But  in  a  fieve  I'll  thither  fail. 
And,  like  a  rat  without  a  tail, 
I'll  do,  I'll  do,  and  I'll  do. 

2  Witch.  I'll  give  thee  a  wind. 
1   Witch.  Thou  art  kind. 

3  Witch  And  I  another. 

1  Witch,  I  myfelf  have  all  theotherj 
And  the  very  points  they  blow, 

All  the  quarters  that  they  know 

I'  the  ftiipman's  card. 

I  will  drain  him  divy  as  hay : 

Sleep  ftiall,  neither  night  nor  day, 

Hang  upon  his  pent-houfe  lid, 

He  Ihall  live  a  man  forbid: 

Weary  feven-nights,  nine  times  nine. 

Shall  he  dwindle,  peak,  and  pine: 

Though  his  bark  cannot  be  loft, 

Yet  it  (hall  be  tempeft-toft. 

Look  what  I  have. 

2  Witch.  Shew  rne,  fhew  me. 

1  Witch.  Here  I  have  a  pilot's  thumb, 
Wreck'd,  as  homeward  he  did  come.  \_Drum  within* 

3  Witch.  A  drum,  a  drum, 
Mcicbeth  doth  come. 

AIL  The  weird  fifters,  hand  in  hand^ 
Pofters  of  the  fea  and  land, 

Thus 
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*nius  do  go  abdut,  about ; 
Thrice  to  thine,  and  thrice  to  mine. 
And  thrice  again,  to  make  up  nine ; 
Peace !— the  charm's  wound  up. 

Enter  Macbeth  and  Banquo. 

Mac,  So  foul  and  fair  a  day  I  have  not  feen. 

Ban.  How  far  is't called  to  Fores? — What  are  thefe 
So  wither'd,  and  fo  wild  in  their  attire ; 
Thai  look  not  like  the  inhabitants  o'  the  earth. 
And  yet  are  on't  ? — Live  you?  or  are  you  aught 
That  man  may  queftion  ?    You  feem  to  underftand  mc^ 
By  each  at  once  her  choppy  finger  laying 
Upon  her  (kinny  lips : — You  fhould  be  women. 
And  yet  your  beards  forbid  me  to  interpret 
That  you  are  (o, 

Mac.  Speak;  if  you  can ; — what  are  you  ? 

1  fVitck.  All  hail,    Macktk!   hail  to  thee,    thane  of 
Glamis ! 

s.  Witch.  All   hail,    Macbdk !    hail  to  thee,    thane  <^' 
Cawdor. 
'     9,Witck.  All  hail,  Macbeth!  that  (halt  be  king  hereafter* 

Ban.  Good  Sir,  why  do  you  ftart ;  and  feem  to  fear 
Things  that  do  found  fo  fair  ? — V  the  name  of  truth. 
Are  ye  fantaftical,  or  that  indeed 
Which  outwardly  ye  fhew  ?  My  noble  partner 
You  greet  w^th  prefent  grace,  and  great  prediftiou 
Of  noble  having,  and  of  royal  hope, 
That  he  feems  rapt  withal ;  to  me  you  fpeak  not: 
If  you  can  look,  into  the  feeds  of  time, 
And  fay,  which  grain  will  grow,  and  which  will  not; 
Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg,  nor  fear. 
Your  favours,  nor  your  hate. 

1  Wztch.  Hail  I 

2  Witch.  Hail! 
^  Witch.  Ii2:i\\ 

1  Witch.  Lefler  than  Macbeth,  and  greater. 
52  Witch.  Not  fo  happy,  yet  miich  happier. 

3  Witch.  Thou  ftialtget  kings,  though  thou  be  non&'. 
So,  alf  hail,  Macbeth,  mndB^ngu^f 

^  -  *  tWUcL 
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1  Witch.  Banquo,  and  Mar.kth^  all  hall ! 


Mac.  Stay  you  imperfect  fpeakers,  tell  me  morci 
By  Sinel's  death.   1  know,  I  am  thane  of  Glamis  ; 
But  how  of  Cawdor  ?  the  thane  of  Cawdor  lives  ; 
A  pruiperous gentleman;  and,  to  be  king, 
Stands  not  within  the  profpeft  of  belief, 
No  more  than  to  be  Cawdor.     Say,  from  whence 
You  owe  '.his  fr range  intelligence  ?  or  why 
Upon  this  blaited  heath  you  ftop  our  way 
V/iih  fuch  prophetick  greeting? — Speak,  I  charge  you; 

\]V;tches  vanijk. 

Ean^  The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has, 
And  tliefe  are  of  them  : — whither  are  they  vanifh'd  ? 

Mac.  Into  the  air  ;  and  what  feem'd  corporal,  melted, 
As  breath  into  the  wind 'Would  they  had  ftaid  ! 

Ban.  Were  fuch  i^hings  here,  as  we  do  fpeak  about  ? 
Or  have  we  eaten  of  the  iniane  root. 
That  takes  t1ie  reafon  prifcner  ? 

Mac.  Your  children  (hail  be  kings.  ^ 

Ban.  You  fhah  be  king, 

Mac.    Vnd  thane  of  Cawdor  too  ;  went  it  not  fo  ? 

Ban.  To  the  felf-fame  tune,  and  words.     Who's  here  ? 

Enter  RossE  and  Angus. 

Fo/fe.  The  kmg  hath  happily  receiv'd,   Macbeth^  * 

The  news  of  thy  fuccefs ;  and  when  he  rea  s 
Thv  peri'onal  venture  in  the  rebel's  fi^ht, 
His  wonders  and  his  praifes  do  contend, 
Which  fhould  be  thine,  or  his  :  Silenc'd  with  that^     • 
In  viewing  o'er  the  reft  o'  the  felf  fame  day, 
He  finds  thee  in  the  ftout  Norweyan  ranks, 
Nothing  afraid  of  what  thyfelf  didft  make. 
Strange  images  of  death.     As  thick  as  ha!e, 
Came  poll  with  poft;  and  every  one  did  bear 
iny  prailes  in  his  kingdom's  great  defence. 
And  pour'd  them  down  before  him. 

Ang.  Wearefent, 
To  give  thee,  from  our  royal  mafter,  thanks.; 
Only  to  herald  thee  into  his  fight. 
Not  pay  thee. 
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Ro[fc,  Arid,  for  an  earned  of  a  greater  honour, 
tie  bade  me,  from  him,  call  thee  thane  of  Cawdor  : 
In  which  addition,  hail,  moll  worthy  thane  1 
For  it  is  thine. 

Ban.  What,  can  the  devil  fpeak  true? 

Mac.  The  thane  of  Cawdor  lives:  Why  do  you  drefs  me 
In  borrow 'd  robes  ? 

Ang'  Who  was  the  thane,  lives  yet ; 
But  under  heavy  judgment  bears  that  life^ 
Which  he  deferves  to  lofe.     Whether  he  was 
Combin'd  with  Norway;  or  did  line  the  rebel 
With  hidden  h^lp  and  vantage  ;  or  that  with  both 
He  labour'd  in  his  country's  wreck,  I  know  not ; 
But  treafons  capital,  confefs'd,  and  proV'd, 
Have  overthrown  him. 

M&c,  Glamis,  and  thane  of  Cawdor : 
The  greatell  is  behind  — Thanks  for  your  pains.— 
Do  you  not  hope  ^-our  children  (hall  be  kings, 
When  thofe  that  gave  the  thane  of  Cawdor  to  me, 
Promis'd  no  lefs  to  them  ? 

Ban.  That,  truiled  home^ 
Might  yet  enkindle  you  unto  the  crown, 
Befides  the  thane  of  Cawdor.     But  'tis  Itrange: 
And  oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm, 
Theinftruments  of  darknefstell  us  truths; 
Win  us  with  honeil  trifles,  to  betray  us 
In  deepeft  confequence.-^Coufins>  a  word  I  pray  you. 

Mac.  Two  Truths  are  told. 
As  happy  prologues  to  the  fwelling  a£l 
Of  the  imperial  theme. — I  thank  you,   gentlemen. — 
This  fupernatural  foliciting 
Cannot  be  ill  ;  cannot  be  gi^od  : — If  ill. 
Why  hath  it  given  meearnell:  of  fuccefs. 
Commencing  in  a  truth  ?  I  am  thane  of  Cawdor: 
If  good,  why  do  I  yield  to  that  fuggeflion 
Whole  horrid  image  doth  unfix  my  hair, 
And  make  my  feated  heart  knock  at  my  ribs, 
Againft  the  ufe  of  nature  ?  Prefent  fears 
Are  lefs  than  horrible  imaginings: 
My  thoughtj  whofe  murder  yet  is  but  fantallical,     ' 

B  Shakes 
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Shakes  fo  my  fingle  ftate  of  man,  th^t  funftlaii 
Is  fmothei'd  in  furraife;  and  nothing  is, 
But  what  is  not. 

Ban*  Look,  how  our  partner's  rapt. 

Mac,  If  chance  will  have  me  king,  why,  chance  may 
crown  me, 
Without  my  ftir. 

Ba?i.  New  honours  come  upon  him 
Like  our  ftrange  garments,  cleave  not  to  their  mould, 
But  with  the  aid  of  ufe. 

Mac.  Come  what  come  may ; 
Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  rougheft  day. 

Ban,  Worthy  Macbeth,  we  Hay  upon  your  leifure. 

Mac.  Give    me   your    favour: — my    dull  brain    was 
wrought 
With  things  forgotten.     Kind  gentlemen,  your  pains 
Are  regifier'd  where  every  day  I  turn 
The  leaf  to  read  them.  — Let  us  toward  the  king  -^ 
Think  upon  what  hath  chanc'd ;  and,  at  more  time. 
The  interim  having  weigh'd  it,  let  us  fpeak 
Our  free  hearts  each  to  other^ 

Ban.  Very  gladly. 

Mac.  'Till  then,  enough. — Come,  friends.       [Exeunt^ 


SCE^fE  IK 


Flourijlu    Enter    Ki?ig,     MALeoLM,     DoifALBAiN^ 
Lei^ ox,  a?id  Jitendanis* 

King.  Is  execution  done  on  Cawdor?  Are  i>ot 
Thofe  in  Commiflion  yet  return'd? 

Mai.  My  liege, 
They  are  not  yet  come  back.     But  I  have  fpoks- 
With  one  that  faw  him  die:  who  did  report, 
That  very  frankly  he  confes'dhis  treafons  ; 
Implor'd  ypur  highnefs'  pardon ;  and  fet  forth 
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A  deep  repentance :  nothing  in  his  Hfe 
Became  him,  hke  the  leaving  it  ;  he  dy'd 
As  one  that  had  been  ftudied  in  h  is  death, 
To  throw  away  the  dearell  thing  he  ow'd, 
As  'twere  a  carelefs  trifle. 

King.  There's  no  art, 
To  find  the  mind's  conflru6lion  in  the  face  : 
He  was  a  gentleman  on  whom  I  built  ^ 

An  abfolute  trull. — O  worthiefl  couhn ! 

Enter  Macbeth,    Banouo,  Rosse,  and  Angus, 

The  fin  of  my  ingratitude  even  now 

Was  heavy  on  me :  thou  art  fo  far  before, 

That  fwifteft  wing  of  recompence  is  flow 

To  overtake  thee.     Would  thou  hadft  lefs  deferv'd  j 

That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment 

Might  have  been  mine !  only  I  have  left  to  fay, 

More  is  thy  due  than  more  than  all  can  pay. 

Mac,  The  fervice  and  the  loyalty  I  owe. 
In  doing  it,  pays  itfelf.     Your  highnefs'  part 
Is  to  receive  our  duties :  and  our  duties 
Are  to  your  throne,  and  ftate,  children,  and  fervants ; 
Which  do  but  what  they  fhould,  by  doing  every  thing 
Safe  toward  your  love  and  honour". 

King,  Welcome  hither : 
I  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 
To  make  thee  full  of  growing. — Noble  Banquo, 
That  haft  no  lefs  deferv'd,  nor  mull  be  known 
No  lefs  to  have  done  fo,  let  me  enfold  thep. 
And  hold  thee  to  my  heart. 

Ban,  There  if  I  grow, 
The  harveft  is  your  own. 

King,  My  plenteous  joys. 
Wanton  in  fulnefs,  feek  to  hide  themfelves 
In  drops  of  forrow. — Sons,  kinfmen,  thanes, 
And  you  whofe  places  are  the  nearell,  know, 
We  will  eftablifh  our  eftate  upon 
Our  eldell,  Malcolm ;  whom  we  name  hereafter. 
The  prince  of  Cumberland  :  which  honour  muH 

?   2  Not^ 
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Not,  unaccompanied,  invpll  him  ouly, 
But  fignsofnoblenefs,  like  Itars,  fhall  fhlne 
On  all  defervers. — From  hence  to  Invernefs 
And  bind  us  further  to  you. 

Mac.  The  reft  is  labour,  which  is  not  us'd  for  you: 
ril  be  myfelf  the  harbinger,  and  make  joyful 
The  hearing  of  my  wife  with  your  approach; 
So,  humbly  take  my  leave. 

King,  My  worthy  Cawdor  I 

Mac.  The  prince  of  Cumberland! — That  is  a  ftep. 
On  which  I  muft  fall  down,  or  elfe  o'er-leap,  [AJde, 

For  in  my  way  it  Hes.     Star^,  hide  your  fires! 
Let  not  light  fee  my  black  and  deep  dcfires: 
The  eye  wink  at  the  hand!  yet  let  that  be. 
Which  the  eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  fee.  {^Exit. 

King^  True,  worthy  Banquo\  he  is  full  fo  valiant  j 
And  in  his  commendations  I  am  fed  ; 
It  is  a  banquet  to  me.      Let  us  after  him, 
Whofe  care  is  gone  before  to  bid  us  welcome  : 
It  is  a  peerlefs  kinfman.     \JlouriJli.  Exeunt, 


SCENE  l'\ 


Enter  Macbeth' s  IVife  alone,  with  a  Letter, 

Lady. They  met  me  in  the  day  qffuccejs  ;  and  Ihav^ 

learned  by  the  peyfeBeJl  report,  they  have  more  in  them  than 
mortal  knowledge.  When  I  burnt  in  defire  to  quejiion  them 
further,  they  made  tbemfelves — air,  intu  which  they  vamjiid. 
Whiles  IJiood  rapt  in  the  wonder  of  it,  came  jmjfwesfroiyj,, 
the  king,  who  all-hail' d  me.  Thane  of  Cawdor ;  by  which 
title  before,  ihefezueirdfflers  fainted  ?ne,  and  referf  d  7ne  to 
the  coming  on  of  time.,  with.  Hail,  king  that  {halt  be!  This 
have  I  thought  good  to  deliver  thee.,  my  dearejl  partner  of 
greatnefs;  that  thou  mighffi  not  lofe  the  dues  ofrejoycingy  by 
being  ignorant  of  what  greatnefs  is  promised  thee*  Lay  it  to 
^ky  hearty  and  far  iw  ell. 

Glamb 
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Glamis thou  art  and  Cawdor;  andflialtbe 

What  thon  art,  promis'd  : — Yet  do  I  fear  thy  nature; 

It  is  too  full  o'  the  milk  of  human  kindnefs, 

To  catch  the  ncarell  way  :  thou  would'il  be  great; 

Art  not  without  ambition  ;  but  without 

The  illnefs  fhould  attend  it.     What  thou  would'ft  highly, 

That  would'ft  thou  hoUly ;  would'ft  not  play  falfe. 

And  yet  would'ft    wrongly  win:     thou'd'ft  have,    great 

Glamis, 
That  which  cries,  Thus  thou  miift  do,  if  thou  have  it; 
And  that  which  rather  thou  do'fi  fear  to  do, 
Than  wifheft  fliould  be  undone.     Hie  thee  hither. 
That  I  may  pour  my  fpirits  in  thine  ear; 
And  chaftife  with  the  valour  of  my  tongue 
Ail  that  impedes  thee  from  the  golden  round. 
Which  fate  and  metaphyfical  aid  doth  feem 
Jo  have  thee  crown'd  withal. — What  is  your  tidings? 

Efiter  a  Mejfcnger, 

Mes.  The  king  comes  here  to-night. 

Lady.  1"hou'rt  mad  to  fay  it: 
Is  not  thy  mafter  with  him  ?  who,  wer't  To, 
Would  have  inform'd  for  preparation. 

Mes.  So  pleafe  you,   it  is  taie  ;  our  thane  is  coming : 
One  of  my  fellows  had  the  fpeed  of  him  ; 
Who,  almoft  dead  for  breath,  had  fcarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  melfage. 

Lady.  Give  him  tending, 
He  brings  great  news.     The  raven  himfelf  ishoarfe, 

\_Exii  Mes. 
That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  Duncan 
Under  my  battlements.     Come,   you  fpirits  , 

That  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,  unfex  me  here  ; 
And  fill  me,  from  the  crown  to  the  toe,  top-full 
Of  direft cruelty]  make  thick  my  blood. 
Stop  up  the  accefs  and  paftage  to  remorfe ;  ^ 

That  no  compunftious  vifitings  of  nature 
Shake  my  fell  purpofe,  nor  keep  peace  between 
f  he  effeft,  and  it !  Come  to  my  woman's  breafts, 
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And  take  my  milk  for  gall,  you  murd'ring  minifters-. 

Wherever  in  your  fightlefs  fubflances 

Yoa  wait  on  nature's  mifchief !  Come,  thick  night ; 

And  pall  thee  in  the  dunnell  fmoke  of  hell ; 

That  my  keen  knife  fee  not  the  wound  it  makes  ; 

Nor  heaven  peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark, 

To  cry,  Hold,  hold! — — Gre^t  Glamis!  worthy  Cawdor! 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Greater  than  both,  by  the  all-hail  hereafter  4* 
Thy  letters  have  tranfported  me  beyond 
This  ignorant  prefent  time,  and  I  feel  now 
The  future  in  the  inllant. 

Mac.  My  dearelf  Jove, 
Duncan  comes  here  to-night. 

Lady.  And  when  goes  hence  ? 

Mac.  To-morrow,  as  he  purppfe?. 

Lady.  Oh,  never 
Shall  fun  that  morrow  fee  ! 
Your  face,  my  thane,  is  as  a  book,  where  men 
May  read  ftrange  matters  : — To  beguile  the  time. 
Look  like  the  time ;  bear  welcom.e  in  your  eye, 
Your  hand,  your  tongue :  look  like  the  innocent  flowcPj 
But  be  the  ferpent  under  it.     He  that's  coming 
Miift  be  provided  for :  and  you  fliall  put 
This  night's  great  bufmefs  into  my  difpatch  ; 
Which  lliall  to  all  our  nights  and  days  to  come 
Give  folely  fovericgn  fway  and  mallerdom, 

Mac.  We  will  fpeak  further. 

Lady,  Only  Iook  up  clear; 
To  alter  favour  ever  is  to  fear  ; 
X^eave  all  the  reil  to  me.  \^ExeuriU 


SCENE 
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SCENE  VL 


Hautboys  and   Torches,      Enter  King,  Malcolm,  Do- 

NALBAIN,    BaNOUO,   LeNOX,    MaCDUFF,    R0SSE4 

Angus,  and  Attendants. 

King.  This  caflle  hath  a  pleafant  feat :  the  air 
>Iimbly  and  fweetly  recommends  itfelf 
Unro  our  gentle  fenfes. 

Ban.  This  gueft  of  fummer. 
The  temple-haunting  martlet,  does  approve, 
By  his  lov'd  manfionry,  that  the  heaven's  breath 
Smells  wooingly  here  :  no  jutty  frieze, 
Buttrefs,  nor  coigne  of  vantage,  but  this  bird 
Hath  made  his  pendant  bed,  and  procreant  cradle : 
Where  they  moft  breed  and  haunt,  I  have  obferv'd. 
The  air  is  delicate 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth* 

King^  See,  fee!  our  honoured  hoilefs ! — 
The  love  that  follows  us,  fometime  is  our  trouble. 
Which  ftill  we  thank  as  love.     Herein  I  teach  you, 
How  you  (hall  bid  God  yield  us  for  your  pains, 
And  thank  us  for  your  trouble. 

Lady,   All  our  fervice 
In  every  point  twice  done,  and  then  done  double, 
Were  poor  and  fmgle  bufmefs,  to  contend 
Againll  thofe  honours  deep  and  broad,  wherewith 
Your  majefty  loads  our  houfe ;  for  thofe  of  old, 
And  the  late  dignities  heap'd  up  to  them- 
We  reft  your  hermits. 

King,  Where's  the  thane  of  Cawdor  ? 
We  cours'd  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a  purpofe 
To  be  his  purveyor:  but  he  rides  well; 
And  his  great  love,  fharp  as  his  fpur,  hath  holp  hina 
To  his  hQme  before  us ;  fair  and  noble  hoUlefs^ 

We 
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We  are  your  guefl:  to-night. 

Lady.  Your  fervants  ever 
Have  theirs,  themfelves,  and  what  is  theirs,  in  comply 
To  make  their  audit  at  your  highnefs'  pleafure. 
Still  to  return  your  own. 

King.  Give  me  your  hand  r 
Conduft  me  to  mine  hoft ;  we  love  hjm  highly. 
And  {hall  continue  our  graces  towards  him. 
By  your  leave»  hoftefs.  \ExtunH 


SCENE  VII. 


Hautboys  and  Torches.  Enter  a  Sezuer^  and  divers  Ser^ 
vantSy  with  D-JJies  and  Service  over  the  Stage,  Then 
inter  Macbeth. 

Mac,  If  it  were  done,  when^  *tis  done,  then  'twere  well 
It  were  done  quickly  :  if  the  affafiination 
Could  tramel  up  the  confequence,  and  catch. 
With  his  furceafe,  fuccefs:  that  but  this  blow 
Might  be  the  be-all  and  the  end-all  here, 
But  here,  upon  this  bank  and  inoal  of  time, 
We'd  jump  the  life  to  come. — But,  in  thefe  cafes. 
We  ftill  have  judgment  here ;  that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  inftruftions,  which,  being  taught,  return 
To  plague  the  inventor  :  this  even-handed  Juffice 
Com.mends  the  ingredients  of  our  poifon'd  chalice 
To  our  own  lips.     He's  here  in  double  truft  : 
Firft,  as  I  am  his  kinfman  and  his  fubjetf , 
Strong  both  againff  the  deed  ;  then,  as  his  hof^, 
Who  Ihould  againft  his  murderer  fhut  the  door, 
Not  bear  the  knife  myfelf.     Befides,  this  Duncan 
Hath  born  his  faculties  fo  meek,  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  ofhce,  that  his  virtues 
Will  plead  like  angels,  trumpet-tongu'd,  againfl 
The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking  off: 

And 
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And  pity,  like  a  naked  new-born  babe, 
Striding  the  blaft,  or  heaven's  cherubin,  hors'd 
Upon  the  fightleis  couriers  of  the  air, 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  every  eye. 
That  tears  fhall  drown  the  wind, — ^1  have  nofpur 
To  prick  the  iides  of  my  intent,  but  only 
Vaulting  ambition,  which  o'erleaps  itfelf. 
And  falls  on  the  other. — How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Enter  Lady, 

Lady,  He  has  almofl  fupp'd  ;  why  have  you  left  the 
chamber  ? 

Mac,  flath  he  afk'd  for  me  ? 

Ladyt  Know  you  not,  he  has  ? 

Mac,  V/e  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  bufinefs  ; 
He  hath  honour'd  me  of  late  ;  and  I  have  bought 
Golden  opinions  from  all  forts  of  people, 
Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  newell  glofs. 
Not  caft  aiide  lb  foon. 

Lady,  Was  the  hope  drunk. 
Wherein  you  dreil  yourfelf ;  hath  it  flept  fince  "h 
And  wakes  it  now,  to  look  fo  green  and  pale 
At  what  it  did  \o  freely  ?   from  this  time. 
Such  I  account  thy  love.     Art  thou  afraid 
To  be  the  fame  in  thine  own  a£l  and  valour 
As  thou  art  in  delire  ?  "^"Touldfl:  thou  have  that 
Which  thou  elteem'ft  the  ornament  of  life, 
And  live  a  coward  in  thine  own  efteern  ; 
Letting  1  dare  not,  wait  upon  1  would, 
Like  the  poor  cat  i'  the  adage  ? 

Mac,  Pr'ythee,  peace  : 
I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man  ; 
Who  dares  do  more,  is  none. 

Lady,  What  beaft  was  it  then. 
That  made  you  break  this  enterprife  to  me  ? 
When  you  durA  do  it,  then  you  were  a  man  ; 
And,  to  be  more  than  what  you  were,  you  would 
Be  fo  much  more  the  man.     Nor  time,  nor  place. 
Did  then  adhere,  and  yet  you  would  make  both  : 

C  Tkej; 
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They  have  made  thcmfelves,  and  that  their  fitnefsr^ov; 
Does  vuimake  you.     I  have  r^ven  fuck  ;  and  know 
Ho  .7  tender  'tis  to  love  ihe  babe  that  mflks  nie  ; 
I  v*70uld,  while  it  was  fmiling  in  my  face. 
Have  pluck'*-:  my  nipple  from  hh  borzehfs  guos, 
AnJ  dafh'd  the  brains  out, —hid  I  batiolworj^ 
As  you  have  doiit,   to  >.hi<* 

Mac.  It  we  llioulc;  fail^^ ' 

L-dy,  V\e  fail  ! 
But  fc'ew  your  courage  to  the  fticking-place, 
And  well  not  fail.     V>,  hen  Dim: rm  !s  ailtep. 
Whereto  the.  rarher  ftudl  his  ciay's  hard  journey 
Soundly  invite  klm^  his  tv7o  chamberlains 
WiM  I  with  wine  and  w={fe]  fo  coir' i nee, 
Tha'  aie-'iCrys   inc  warder  of  i.hf   ^^rain. 
Shall  be  a  fume,  and  the  receipt  of  reaioa 
A  i:;nbcck  only  :  when  in  iwinifn  ileep 
T>eir  drenched  natures  lie.  ^s  in  a  death, 
W hat  cr.nncl.  you  unc  I  perfo.rm  .,pori 
The  iiEguard  d  .Duncan  P  wh^t  not  put  upon 
His  fpungy  offic^/s,  vAio  fhali  bear  the   guilt 
Of  '^ui   srep.r  quell  f 

Mac,  Bring  forth  men  children   only! 
For  thy  Uiidauiired  trtPttle  fiiould  compofe 
Notning  '^ut  males.     vViil  it  not  be  recc'v'd, 
When  i-'':  h..ve  mark'  ^  vy-^^  blood  thofe  fleepy  two 
Oi  nis^)W^n  chamber,  and  us'd  their  very  daggers. 
That  they  have  dm't  I 

i   dy^  Wi:.>  ."'•.ires '-ecclve  ir  other, 
As  wv  iha'i  make  our  gri,  fc  and  clamour  roar 
Upon  his  death  ? 

Maco  1  z\i.  lettled,  and  bend  up 
Each  corporal  a^cnt  to  ^his  terrible  feat. 
Away,  and  mock  the  time  v  i*L  fairef^  ihow  : 
Faife  Uce  mufl  hiue  what  the  falfe  heart  doth  know, 

\Juxcuntp 
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ACT  IL   SCENE  I. 

EfJter  BaijqijO^  and FLEA-^CEy  with  a  Torch  before  him, 
Banquo. 

A^  OW  goes  the  night,  boy  ? 

Fie.  The  moon  is  down  ;  1  have  not  heard  the  clock. 

Ban,  And  fhe  goes  down  at  twelve. 

Fie.  1  takc't,  'tis  later.  Sir. 

Ban,  Hold,  take  my  fword  : — There's  hufbandry  in 
heaven, 
Their  candles  are  all  out. — Take  thee  that  too. 
A  heavy  fiimmons  lies  like  lead  upon  me, 
And  yet  I  would  not  lleep  :  Merciful  powers  ! 
Reftrain  in  me  the  curfed  thoughts,  that  nature 
Gives  way  to  in  repole  \ — Give  me  my  fword  i— 

Enter  Macbeth,  and  a  Servant  ivlth  a  Torch, 

Who's  there  ? 

jVIac,  A  friend. 

Ban.  What,  Sir,  not  yet  at  reft  r  the  king's  a  bed : 
He  hath  been  in  uaufual  pleafure,  and 
Sent  forth  great  largefs  to  your  oj^icers  : 
This  diamond  lie  greets  your  wife  withal. 
By  the  n.une  of  moil  kind  hollefs ;  and  lliut  "Up 
In  meafarelefs  contenc. 

Afac.  Bemgunprepar'd, 
Our  vvill  became  the  fervant  to  defc£l  ; 
Which  elfe  Ihould  free  have  wrought. 

Ban.  All's  well. 
I  dreamt  laft  night  of  the  three  weird  fiiler^ 
To  you  they  have  fhew'd  fome  truth. 

Mac^  I  thii  k  not  of  them  : 
If  et,   when  we  can  intreat  an  hour  to  ferve, 
We  woald  fpend  it  in  lome  words  upon  that  bufinefs. 
If  you  would  grant  the  time. 

Baii,  At  your  kind'fl  leifure. 

A:ac,  If  you  fhali  cleave  to  my  confwiJt,  when  'tisj 
It  fhall  make  honour  for  you. 

£an.  So  I  lofe  nof^e 

€a  In 
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In  feeking  to  augment  it,  but  Hill  keep 
My  bofom  franchis'd  and  allegiance  clear, 
I  fhall  be  counfell'd. 

Mac^  Good  rcpofe,  the  while  I 

Ban,  Thanks,  Sir :  the  like  to  you  !  [£';»;/V  B  anquO. 

Mac,  Go,  bid  thy  miftrefs,  when  my  drink  is  ready. 
She  flrike  upon  the  bell.  Get  thee  to  bed.     \^ExitSer* 
Is  this  a  dagger,  which  I  fee  before  me. 
The  handle  towards  my  hand  r  come,  let  me  clutch  thee; 
I  have  thee  not ;  and  yet  I  fee  thee  flill. 
Art  thou  not,  fatal  vifion,  fenlible 
To  feeling,  as  to  fight  ?  or  art  thou  but 
A  dagger  of  the  mind  ;  a  falfc  creation. 
Proceeding  from  the  heat-opprelTed  brain  ? 
I  fee  thee  yet,  in  form  as  palpable 
As  this  which  now  I  draw. 
Thou  marfhall'ft  me  the  way  that  I  was  going  2 
And  fuch  an  inftrument  I  was  to  ufe. 
Mine  eyes  arc  made  the  fools  o'the  other  fenfes, 
Or  elfe  worth  all  the  reft  :   I  fee  thee  ftill ; 
And  on  thy  blade,  and  dudgeon,  gouts  of  blood, 
Which  was  not  fo  before.     There's  no  fuch  thing : 
It  is  the  bloody  bufinefs,  which  informs 
Thus  to  mine  eyes. — Now  o'er  the  one  half  world 
Nature  feems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abufe 
The  curtain'd  fleep  ;  now  witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  i7tT^2iVs  offerings :  and  wither'd  Murder, 
Alarum'd  by  his  fentinel,  the  wolf, 
Whofe  howl's  his  watch,  thus  with  his  ftealthy  pace, 
With  TarquirCs  ravifhing  ftrides,  towards  his  defign 
Moves  like  a  ghofl.' — ^Thou  fure  and  firm-fet  earth. 
Hear  not  my  fteps,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fear 
Thy  very  ftones  prate  of  my  where-about, 
And  take  the  prefent  horror  from  the  time, 
Which  now  fuits  with  it. — While  I  threat,  he  livej. 
Words  to  the  heat  of  deeds  too  cold  breath  gives. 

\^A  Bell  r'lngH 
I  go,  and  it  is  done  :  the  bell  invites  me. 
Hear  it  not,  Duncan  5  for  it  is  a  knell 
That  fummoas  thee  to  heaven,  or  to  hell.  \Eptit, 

SCENE 
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Enter  Lady  Macbeth* 

Lady.  That  which  hath  made  them  drunk,  hath  mad^ 

me  bold  ; 
What  hath  quench'd  them,  hath  given  me  fire  ;^  ..       ■■ 

Hark  !— Peace  ! 
It  was  the  owl  that  fliriekM,  the  fatal  bellman, 
Which  gives  the  ftern'ft  good-night.     He  is  about  It  t 
The  doors  are  open  ;   and  the  furfeited  grooms 
Do  mock  their  charge  with  fnores  :  1  have  drugg'd  theixj 

poffets 
That  death  and  nature  do  contend  about  them^ 
Whether  they  live,  or  die. 

Mac,  [JViihin.'\  Who's  there  ? — what,  ho  \ 
Lady,  Alack  !  I  am  afraid  they  have  awak.'d. 
And  'tis  not  done  : — the  attempt,  and  not  the  deed^ 
Confounds  us  : — Hark  ! — 1  laid  their  daggers  readyj^ 
He  could  not  mifsthem. — Had  he  not  refembled 
My  father  as  he  flept,  I  had  don't. — My  hufband  ? 

Enter  Macbeth, 

il/<7rjhave  done  the  deed  j  Didft  thou  nothear  a  noife? 

Lady,  1  heard  the  owl  fcream  and  the  crickets  cry. 
Did  not  you  fpeak  ? 

Mac,  When? 

Lady,  Nov/. 

Mac,  As  I  defcended  ? 

Lady,  Ay. 

Mac.  Hark  ! — Who  lies  i'the  fecond  chamber  ? 

Lady,  Donalhain. 

Mac,  This  is  a  forry  fight.         [Looking  on  his  hands. 

Lady,  A  fool  if  h  thought,  to  fay  a  &rry  fight. 

Mac.  There's  one  did  laugh  in  hisfieep,  and  onecry'd 
murder  ! 
That  they  did  v/akc  each  other ;  I  flood  and  heard  them  2 
But  they  did  fay  their  prayers,  and  addrefs'd  them 
Again  to  fleep. 

Lady,  There  are  two  lodg'd  together. 

Mac,  One  cry'd,  God  blejs  us!  zw<^^Amen^  the  other  | 
jk%  they  ha4  i%%'^  me,  with  thefe  hangman's  hands, 

Liflening 
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Liilcnm.'nj  their  fear  ;   I  co<;id  not  fay,   Amen, 
Whea  they  did  fay,  God  blefs  us. 

Lady.  Consider  it  not  f  •  deeply. 

A'lac.  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronounce,  Amen  \ 
i  had  moit  need  of  bitfimg,  and  Amen 
Stuck  in  my  throat. 

Lady.  Thcfe  deeds  muft  not  he  thouojht 
After  thefe  ways  ;    fo,  -t  u  il;  make  us  mad. 

Mac.  Mc  thought  1  h^ard  a  voice  cry,  ^leep  no  more  I 
Jdachtth  does  mwrder  Jleep,  the  innocent  jleep  ; 
Shep.  that  knits  up  toe  ravcW d flecve  ofa-re^ 
^hc  death  0/  each  da-fs  life^  fore  labour'' s  hath. 
Balm  of  hurt  poinds  ^  gtea>  /latKres  jeconct,  courfcy 
Chief  yiourijhcr  in  lijVs  feaft  . 

Lady.   Wiiat  do  you  mean  ? 

Mac,  Still  it  cried,  S,le?p  no  more  I   to  all  the  houfe  * 
Glam'is  hath  murder'' d Jlcep  ;  and  therefore  Cawdor 
Shall  Jleep  no  more.    Macbeth  Jhallfucp  no  more  ! 

Lady,  Who  was  it,  that  thus  cry'd  ?    Why,  worthy 
thane, 
You  do  unbend  your  noble  ftrength,  to  think 
So  brairi-iickly  of  t'lings: — Go,  get  fome  water^ 
And  vvafh  this  iiithy  witn.  fs  i'rom  your  hand. — 
V/hy  did  you  bring  thefc  dagger-^  x'tom  ;he  place? 
They  mull  lie  ih  tc  :  Go,  '.arry  them,  ana  fmear 
The  ficcpy  grooms  wit--  blood, 

Mac.  I'll  go  no  n\ore  : 
I  am  afraid  to  think  what  I  have  done  ; 
Look  on't  again,  1  oare  not. 

Lady*  Iniirm  of  purpof  ! 
Give  me  the  dagger^-:  the  Ueeping,  and  the  dead, 
Are  but  as  pictures  :  'tis  tat  tye  of  c;.ildhood, 
TliaL  fears  a  painted  devil.     If  he  *o  hlecu, 
I'll  gild  th'?  fa:es  of  the  grooms  wi.hai. 
For  it  mufl  leem  rheir  guilt.      )^Exit.     Knocking  within^ 

Mac,   vV  hence  is  tiiat  knocking  \ 
How  is't  with  me,  when  every  noife  appals  me  ? 
What  hands  are  here .  Ha  I  they  pluck  out  mi'ir.e  eyes ! 
Will  all  great  Neptune's  ocean  waa-.  ihis  blood 
Ckai)  from  my  hand  ?  No  i  this  my  haad  will  rather 

Tk© 
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"The  Tnltitudl nous  fcas  incarnadine. 
Making  the  green — one  red, 

Re-enter  Ladv  Macbeth, 


Lady.  My  hands  are  of  yonr  colour  ;  but  I  ihamc- 
To  wear  a  heart  io  whir.e.  L  he?r  a  knocking     [^KmcK 
At  the  ibuth  entry  :   retire  we  to  oir  chamber  : 
A  little  water  clears,  us  of  this  deed  : 
How  eaiy  is  it  then  !    Your  conftarscy 
HatU  left  you  unattenced, — Hark  I  more  knocking: 

\_KnQch 
Get  on  your  night-gown,  left  occalion  call  us, 
And  flievv  us  to  be  waicr-ers:   Benctlofh 
So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 

Mac,  To  know  my  deed, — 'twere   beft  not   knovr 

myfclt.  \Knoch 

Wake   Duncan   with    this   knocking !    I  would   thoa 

could'll.  [ExeunU 

"—  '"-  — ■'  '   ■-■■i— ^- „   .    ,  gii 

SCENE  JIL 

Enter  a  Porter, 

[KnocVing  whhin.]  Fort.  Here's  a  knocking  indeed  !  If 
a  man  were  porter,of  heil-gate,  he  fhould  have  old  Turn- 
ing the  !xey.  [Knock.]  Knock,  knock,  knock  :  Who's 
there,  i'the  name  ofBelzebob  ?  Here's  a  farmer,  that 
hane'd  h?mi"eif  on  the  expeflation  of  plenty  :  come  ia 
time  ;  have  napliius  enough  about  you  ;  here  you'll  fweat 
for't.  [Knock.]  Knock,  knock  :  Who's  there,  in  the 
other  devil's  name  r  "i'aiih,  here's  an  equivocator,  that 
could  fwe?r  in  both  thefcales  againil  either  fcale  ;  who 
cci-imitteci  treafon  enougn  tor  God's  fake,  yet  could  not 
equivocate  to  heaven  :  oh,  come  in,  equivator.  {Knock,J 
^nock,  knock>  ki.-ock  :  Who's  there  ?  'Faith,  here'?  an 
Engiifh  taylor  come4iithcr,  for  ftealing  out  of  a  t  rench 
hole  :  come  in,  taylor;  here  you  may  roal^  your  goofe. 
\_Knock,'\  KnocV,,  knock  r  Never  at  quiet  !  "v-.'har  are 
yea  :  But  this  place  is  too  cold  for  hell.  I'll  devil-porter 
It  no  u'vther  :  1  had  thought  to  have  let  in  fome  of  alt 
profeffioas,  th^t  gotiie  j^nmrofe-way  to  the  eveilafting 
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bonfire.  [Kn&cL]  Anon,  anon  ^  1  pray  you,  remcmbei'' 
the  porter. 

Enter  Macduff,  and  Lenox. 

Macd,  Was  it  fo  late,  friend,  ere  you  wentto-bej, 
That  you  do  lie  fo  late  ? 

Port,  'Faith,  Sir,  we  were  carouiing  'till  the  fecond 
cock:  anddrink,  Sir,  isa  great  provoker  of  three  things, 

Macd^  What  three  things  doth  drink  fpecially  pro- 
voke ? 

Port,  Marry,  Sir,  nofe -painting,  fleep,  and  urine.  Le- 
cliery,  Sir,  it  provokes,  andunprovokes;  itprovokesthc 
delire ;  but  it  takes  away  the  performance  :  therefore, 
much  drink  maybe  faid  to  be  an  equi  vocator  with  lechery : 
it  makes  him,  and  it  mars  him  ;  it  fets  him  on,  and  it 
takes  him  off:  itperfuades  him,  and  difheartens  him  ; 
makes  him  {land  to,  and  not  fland  to  *.  in  conclufion, 
•equivocates  him  in  a  fleep,  and,  giving  him  the  lie, 
leaves  him. 

Macd*  I  believe  drink  gave  thee  the  lie  laft  night. 

Port,  That  it  did,  Sir,  i'the  very  throat  o'me  ;  but  I 
requited  him  for  his  lie  ;  and  I  think,  being  too  ftrong 
for  him,  though  he  took  up  my  legs  fome  time,  yetl 
made  a  fiiift  to  cafl:  him. 

Macd,  Is  thy  mailer  flirring  ? 

Our  knocking  has  awak'd  him ;   here  lie  conies« 

L^n^  Good -morrow,  noble  Sir  ! 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Mac.  Good-morrow,  both  1 

Macd.  Is  the  king  iliriing,  worthy  thane  ? 

Mac.  Not  yet. 

Macd,  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  onhim^ 
I  have  ahuofl  flipt  the  hour. 

Mac.  ril  bring  you  to  him. 

Macd.  i  know  this  is  a  joyful  trouble  to  you  \ 
But  yet  'tis  one. 

Mac-  The  labour  we  delight  in,  phylicks  pain. 
This  is  the  door. 

Macd.  I'll  make  fo  bold  to  call, 
For  'tis  my  limited  fervice.  \Emt  Macduff; 

X^K.  Ooes  the  king  hence  to-day  ?  Mac^ 
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JMac,  He  does  :   he  did  appoint  (o» 

Len,  The  night  has  been  unruly  :   where  we  lay. 
Our  chimneys  were  blown  dovv^n  :   and^  as  they  lay, 
Lamentings  t-ieard  1'  the  air;  ftrange  fcreams  of  death; 
And  prophefying,  with  accents  terrible, 
Of  dire  combuftion,  and  confus'd  events, 
Kew  hatch'd  to  the  woeful  time  :    the  obfcure  bird 
Clamour'd  the  live-long  night :  fome  fay,  the  earth 
Was  feverous  and  did  fliake. 

Afac,  'Twas  a  rough  night. 

Len.  My  young  remembrance  cannot  paralM 
A  fellow  to  it. 

Re-enter  Macduff. 

Macd    O  horror !  horror !  horror !  tongue,  nor  heart. 
Cannot  conceive,  nor  name  thee  !  ' 

Mac.  and  Len.   What's  the  matter  ? 

Macd,  Confufion  now  hath  made  his  mailer-piece  !, 
Mofl:  facrilegicus  murder  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord's  anointed  temple,  and  ftole  thence 
The  life  o'  the  building. 

Mac.  What  is't  you  fay  ?  the  life  ? 

Len.  Mean  you  his  majefty  ? 

Macd.  Approach  the  chamber,  and  deftroy  your  fight 
With  a  new  Gorgon  : — Do  not  bid  me  fpeak; 
See,  and  then  fpeak  yourfelves. — Awake  !  awake  ! 

[_Exeunt  Macbeth  and  Lenox. 
Ring  the  alarum  bell  : — Murder  !  and  treafon  ! 
Banquo,  and  Donalbain  !   Malcolm  !  awake  ! 
Shake  off  this  dovvny  fleep,  death's  counterfeit. 
And  look  on  death  itfelf — up,  up,  and  fee 
The  great  doom's'  image  !  Malcolm  /    Banquo  / 
As  from  your  graves  rife  up,  and  walk  like  fprights^ 
To  countenance  this  horror  ! — Ring  the.bell. 

Bell  rings.     Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady.  What's  the  bull nefs. 
That  fuch  a  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley 
The  fleepersof  the  houfe  ?  Speak,  fpeak.— 

Alacd,  O,  gentle  Udy, 
^Tis  not  for  you  to  bear  what  I  can  fpeak, : 

D  The 
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The  repetition  in  a  woman's  ear, 

Would  murder  as  it  fell.- — O  Banquo  i    Banquof 

Enter  Banquo. 

Ouf  royal  mailer's  murdef'd  ! 

Lady*  V/oe,  alas  ! 
What,    in  our  houfe  ? 

Ban,  Too  cruel,    any  where.- 

Dear  Duff,   I  pr'ythee,  contradidl  thyfelfy 
And  fay,  it  is  not  fo. 

Re-enter  Macbeth,  ^z«^  Lenox. 

Mac,  Had  1  but  dy'd  an  hour  before  this  chance^ 
I  had  liv'd  a  blelTed  time  ;   for,  from  this  inllant^ 
There's  nothing  ferious  in  mortality  : 
All  is  but  tojs  ;    renown,  and  grace,    is  dead  ; 
The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,    and  the  mere  lees 
Is  left  this  vault  to  brag  of. 

Enter  Malcolm,   and  Donalbain. 

Don.  Wh:it  is  amils  ? 

Mac,  You  are,  and  do  not  know  it  ; 
The  fpring,  the  head,  the  fountain  of  your  blood 
Is  ftopt;  the  very  fource  of  it  is  ilopt. 

Macd.   Your  royal  father's  murder'd. 

Mai.  Oh,  by  whom  ?  : 

Len,  Thofe  of  his  chamber,  as  it  feem'd,  had  don't. 
Their  hands  and  faces  were  all  badg'd  with  blood. 
So  were  their  daggers,  which,  unvrip'd,  we  found 
Upon  their  pillows ;  they  flar'u,  and  Vv^ere  diilradled.; 
!No  man's  life  was  to  be  trufled  with  them, 

Mac.  O,  yet  I  do  repent  me  of  my  fury, 
That  I  did  kill  them. 

Macd^    vVherefore  did  you  io  ? 

MacV'iYiC)  can  be  wife,    amaz'd,  temperate,  and 
furious. 
Loyal  and  neutral  in  a  moment  ?  No  man  : 
The  expedition  of  my  violent  love 
Out-ran  the  paufer  reafon. — Here  lay  Duncan^ 
His  filver  ikin  iac'd  with  his  golden  blood  ; 
And  his  gaili'd  ftabs  look'd  like  a  breach  in  nature, 

For 
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For  ruin's  wafteful  entrance  :   there,  the  murderers, 
Steep'd  in  the  colours  of  their  trade,  their  daggers 
Unmannerly  breech'd  with  gore  :  who  could  retrain, 
That  had  a  heart  to  love,  and  in  that  heart 
Courage,  to  make  hisloye  known? 

Lady.  Help  me  hence,  ho  ! 

Macd,   Look  to  the  lady. 

Mai.   Why  do  vve  hold  our  tongues. 
That  mod  may  claim  this  argument  for  ours  ? 

Don.  What  fhould  he  fpoken  here, 
Where  our  fate,  hid  within  an  augre-hole. 
May  rufh,  and  feize  us  ?   Let's  away;  ourtear? 
Are  not  yet  brew'd. 

MaU  Nor  our  flrongforrow 
Upon  the  fr-ot  of  motion. 

Ban,  Look  to  the  lady  : — 
And  when  we  have  our  naked  frailties   hid, 
That  fufFer  in  expofure,  let  us  meet, 
And  queftion  this  moft  bloody  pieceof  work, 
To  know  it  further.     Fears  and  fcruples  fhake  us ; 
In  the  great  band  of  God  I  ftand  ;  and,  thence, 
Againft  the  undivulg'd  pretence  I  fight 
Of  treafonous  malice. 

Mac.  Andfo  do  L 

AIL  So  ail. 

Mac,  Let's  briefly  put  on  manly  readineft, 
And  meet  i'  the  hall  together. 

All.   Well  contented.  [Exeunt, 

MaL  Wh^t  will  you  do  ?  Let's  not  confort  with  them: 
To  fhew  iinfelt  forrow  is  an  ofhce 
Which  the  falfe  man  does  eafy  ;  I'll  to  England. 

Don,  To  Ireland,  I  ;  our  feparated  fortune 
Shall  keep  us  both  the  fafer  :   where  we  are. 
There's  daggers  in  men's  fmiles  :  the  near  in  blood. 
The  nearer  bloody. 

Mai.  This  murderous  fhaft  that's  (hot. 
Hath  not  yet  lighted  ;    and  our  fafeft  way 
Is,  to  avoid  the  aim.     Therefore,  to  horfe  ; 
And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave-taking. 
But  fhift  away  :  there's  warrant  in  that  theft 
Which  Heals  itfelf,  when  there's  no  mercy  left. 

[Exeunt, 
D  2  ^CENE 
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SCENE  IK 


Enter  RossE)  with  an  old  Man, 

Old  AI.  Threefcore  and  ten  I  can  remember  well, 
Wlihin  the  volame  of  which  time,  I  have  it^ri 
Hours  dreadful,  and  things  flrange  ;  but  this  fore  nigkt 
Hath  trifled  former  knowirgs. 

Rojfe.  Ab,  goodTather, 
Thou  feeft,  the  heavens,   as  troubled  with  man's  a£V^ 
Threaten  his  bloody  flage  :    by  the  dork,  'tis  day, 
And  yet  dark  night  ftrangles  the  travelling  lamp  : 
Is  It  night's  predommance,  or  the  day's  fhame, 
That  darknef;  does  the  face  of  earth  intcmb, 
"When  living  light  fhould  kifs  it  ? 

Cld  M.   'Tis  unnatural, 
Even  like  the  deed  that's  done.     On  Tuefday  lafl, 
A  faulcon,  tow'ring.in  her  pride  of  place. 
Was  by  a  mouiingowl  hawk'd  at,  and  kill'd. 

R-oJ]},  And  DuncarHs  horfes  (a  thing  moil  flrangc,  and 
certain). 
Beauteous  and  fvvi ft,  the  minions  of  their  race, 
Turn'd  wild  in  nafure,   broke  their  flails,  flung  out. 
Contending  'gainft  obedience,  as  they  would 
M'lvke  warv/ith  mankind. 

Old  IVL  'Tis  fa  id,  they  eat  each  other. 

Kojfc.  They  did  fo;  to  the  amazement  of  mine  eyes, 
That  look'd  upon't.     Here  comes  the  good  Macduif : 

Enter  ]V'!  AC  duff. 

How  goes  the  world,   Sir,  now  ? 

Macd.   Why,   fee  you  not? 

Kojfe.  Is't  known,  who  did  this  more  thnn  bloody  deed  ? 
'     Macd,   Thofc  that  Macbeth  hath  flain.- 

R-^fJl     .^..las^  the  day  ! 
What  c:ood  could  they  pretend  ? 

Macd.  They  w^ere  fuborn'd  : 
Mcdcolm  and  Donalha'in^  the  king's  two  fons. 
Are  llol'ii  avv?y  and  iied  j  which  puts  upon  them 
Sufpiv-on  Oithedeed. 

Roije.  'Gainfl  nature  flill : 

z  Thriftiefs 


MACBETH;  27 

Thriftlers  ambition,    that  will  ravin  up 
Thine  own  life's    means  ' — 'Ihci  'tis  moH:  like, 
The  -Tovei'eignty  will  Tali  upon  Macbeth, 

Macd.)   He  is  already  namVI  \   and.  gone  to  Scone, 
To  be  in'vefted. 

Ro[fc,    "Where  \%^Du:'cmis  body  ? 

IViacd.   Carried  to  '^^  olmes-kji!  ; 
Thefacred  l^ore-houfe  of  his  prccleceflbrs. 
And  \:^uardi:^n  of  their  bones. 
'    Roffe     Will  you  to  Scone  ? 

Mard    No,   coufin,  I'll  to  Fife, 

RoJ^e.    xVcH,  i  wiinhirher. 

Macd.  Well,  may  you  fee  things  well  done  there  ;— 
adieu  1  — 
Lefl  our  old  robes  fit  eafier  than  our  new  ! 

Rojfe,   Farewell,    father. 

Old  M.  G'-:d's  benifon  go  with  you  ;   and  with  thofc 
7'hat  would  make  good  of  bad,  and  friends  of  foes  ! 

\Exeiint, 

JCrilL  SCENE  I. 
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I   HOU  hail  it  now;  King,  Cawdor,  Glamis,  all. 
As  the  weird  woman  promis'd  ;   and^  I  fear, 
Thou  playd'st  moil  fouU)-  for't :  yet  it  was  faid^  ^ 
It  fliould  not  fland  in  thy  pofteriry  ; 
But  that  myfelf  lliould  be  th6  root,  and  father 
Of  niany  kings  :   if  there  come  truth  from  them, 
(As  upon  thee,   Afachcth,  their  fpeeche^  fliine) 
Why,  by  the  verities  o-i  thee  made  good,     . 
May  they  not  be  my  oracles  as  well, 
And  let  nve  up  in  hope  ?   Kui,  hufh  ;  no  m.ore. 

Senet founded.     Enter  Macbeth  as  Kin 7;   Lady  Mac- 
beth, Lenox,  Rosse  ;  Lords,  and  Attendants,    ■ 
Mac.   Here's  our  chief  gueil. 
Lndy,  If  he  had  been  forgotten, 
It  had  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  leafl". 

And 
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And  all  tilings  unbecoming. 

Mac,  To-night  we  hold  a  foleinn  fupper,  Sir, 
And  rU  iCqueii:  yoL.i-  prefence. 

Ban.   Lay  your  hi.?;hnefs' 
Command  upon  me  .    to  the  vvhich^  my  duties 
Are  with  a  mofl  indilloluble  lie 
For  ever  knit 

Afac,  Ride  you  this  afternoon  ? 

Ban»  Ay  J   my  good  lord. 

Mac,  We  fliould  have  elfc  defir'd  your  good  advice 
(Which  flill  hath  been  both  grave  and  profperous) 
Jn  this  day's  council  3  but  v/e'll  take  to-morrov^. 
Is't  far  you  ride  ? 

Mac.  As  far,  my  lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 
'Tvvixt  this  and  fupper  :  go  not  my  horfe  the  better, 
I  muft  become  a  borrower  of  the  night, 
For  a  dark  hour  or  twain. 

Mac.   Fail  not  our  fenft. 

Ban,  My  lord,  I  will  not. 

Mac.  V/e  hear  our  bloody  cou£ns  are  beftowM 
In  England,  and  in  Ireland  ;   not  confefnng 
Their  cruel  parricide,   filling  their  hearers 
With  firange  inventions  ;   but  of  that  to-morrow. 
When,  therewithal,  we  fliall  have  caufeof  flate. 
Craving  us  jointly.     Kie  you  to  horfe  :   Adieu, 
Till  ycu  return  at  night.     Goes  Fleance  with  you  ? 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  lord  :  our  time  does  call  upon  us. 

Mac.  1  wifh  your  horfes  fwift  and  fure  of  foot; 
And  fo  I  do  commend  you  to  their  backs. 

Farewell. \^Exit  Banquo. 

Let  every  man  be  mafter  of  his  time 
'Till  feven  at  night  ;    to  make  fociety 
The  fweeter  welcome,  we  will  keep  ourfelf 
'Till  fupper-tiuie  alone;  while  then,  God  be  with  you. 
\_Exeunt  Lady  lVJAceeth  and  Lordi, 
Sirrah,  a  word  wiih  you  :  attend  thofe  men  our  pleafure? 

S.er.  They  are,  my  lord,  without  the  palace-gate. 

Mac.  Bring  them  before  us; — To  be  thus  is  nothing; 

\Exk  Servanu 
But  to  be  fafely  thuse — Ouf  fears  in  Banquo 
Stick  deep  ;   and  in  his  royalty  of  nature 
Keic  ns  that^,  which  would  be  fear'd  :  'tis  much  he  dares; 

And 
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And,  to  th«  t  dauntleis  u-mpjr  of  his  mind. 

He     aih  a  wifdom  thatdodi  guide  his  valour 

To  .  6V    n  finely       There  is  nonej  but  him, 

Vi  hcfe  be' Hi?:  1  do  fe^r  :  and,  under  him, 

My  gcniu-  •  <:  n  i  uk'd  ^   as,  it  is  faid, 

Mark  A\i:to   y's  a  Jb  by  Caelar.     Pie  chid  the  fifters, 

Wh.n  fi'-i'  tJuy  pU'.  the  name  of  king  upon  me, 

And  badf  them,  ipeak  r.o  him  :  then,  prophet-like^ 

They  hail'd  him  father  to  a  line  of  kings : 

Upon  my  head  they  plac'd  a  fruitlefs  crown, 

Ano'  put  a  barren  fceptre  in  my  gripe, 

Thence  to  be  vvrenchM  with  un  unlineal  hand^ 

Isfo  fon  of  mine  fucecding.     If  it  be  fo, 

For  Banquo'^  iffue  have  T  'fiU'd  my  mind  ;        i 

For  them  the  gracious  Duncan  have  I  murder'd. 

Put  rancours  in  the  veflel  of  my  peace 

Only  for  them  ;  and  mine  eternal  jewel 

Given  to  the  common  enemy  of  man, 

To  make  them  kings.,  the  feed  oi  Banquo  kings  ! 

Rather  than  fo,  come  fate,   into  the  lift, 

And  champion  nrie  to  the  utterance  ! — Who's  there  ?— 

Re-enter  Servant^  with  tvjo  Murder ers» 

Now  go  to  the  door,  and  flay  there  till  we  call. 

\_Exit  Servant, 
Was  it  not  yefterday  we  fpoke  together  ? 

Mur.  It  was,  fo  pleafe  your  highnefs. 

Aiac,  Well  then,  now 
Have  you  confider'd  of  my  fpeeCbes  ?   Know, 
That  it  Was  he,  in  the  times  parr,  which  held  you 
Ibio  under  fortune  ;   which,  you  thought  had  been 
Our  innocent  felf :   this  1  made  good  to  you 
In  our  laft  conference,   paft  in  probation  with  you  ; 
Howyouwere  bornein  hand;  how  crcft;  theinftrurrients 
Who  wrought  with  them  ;  and  all  things  elfe,  that  might 
To  half  afoul,  and  to  a  notion  cyav'd, 
Say,  Thus  did  Banquo. 

I  Mur,  You  m^ade  it  known  to  us. 

?Aac.  I  did  fo;    and  went  further,   which  is  now 
Our  point  of  fecond  miCeting.     Do  you  find 
Xour  patience  fo  predomJnant  in  your  nature, 

1-hat 
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That  you  can  let  this  go  ?  A,re  you  {o  gofpel'd. 
To  pray  for  this  good  man,   and  for  his  iifuej 
Whofe  heavy  hand  hath  bow'd  you  to  the  grave. 
And  beggar'd  yours  for  ever  ? 
I  Mur.  We  are  men,  my  liege. 

Jl<fac.  Ay,  in  the  catalogue  you  go  for  men  ; 
As  hounds,  and  greyhounds,  muxlgrels,  fpaniels,  curs^ 
Shoughs,  water-rugs,  and  demi-wolves,  are  cleped 
All  by  the  name  of  dogs  ;   the  valued  file 
Diftinguiilies  the  fwift,  the. flow,  the  fubtle. 
The  houfe-keeper,  the  hunter,   every  one 
According  to  the  gift  which  bounteous  Nature 
Hath^ilihim  clos'd  ;  whereby  he  does  receive 
Partictl'ar  addition,  from  the  bill 
That  writes  them  all  alike  ;  and  fo  of  men. 
"Now,  if  you  have  a  ilation  in  the  iile, 
Not  in  the  Vv'orfl:  rank  of"  manhood,  fay 'it  z 
And  1  will  put  that  bulinefs  in  your  boloms, 
Whofe  execution  takes  your  enemy  off;  ., 

Grapples  you  to  the  heart  and  love  of  us, 
Who  wear  otir  health  but  lickly  in  his  life. 
Which  in  his  death  were  perfect. 

2  Mtir.  I  am  one,  my  liege. 
Whom  the  vile  blows  and  buffets  of  the  werld 
Have  fo  incens'd,  that  I  am  recklefs  what 
I  do  to  fpite  the  Vv^orkL 

I  illur.  And  1  another. 
So  weary  Vvith  difalrers,  tugg'd  with  fortune. 
That  I  would  fet  my  life  on  any  chance. 
To  mend  it,  or  be  rid  on't» 

jMac,  Both  of  you 
Know  Ba/^quo  was  your  enemy. 

Mii}\  True,  m^  lord. 

Mac.  So  is  he  mine  :  and  in  fuch  bloody  diftance^ 
That  every  minute  of  his  being  thrufts 
Againft  my  near'll  ofli'^e.  and  though  I  could 
With  bare  fac'd  power  fvveep  him  from  my  light. 
And  bid  my  will  avouch  it ;  yf^-t  I'muil  not, 
For  certain  friends  that  are  both  his  and  mine. 
Whole  loves  I  may  not  drop,  but  vail  his  fall, 
Whem  I  my  (elf  ilruck  uovvm  and  thence  it  is. 

That 
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That  T  to  your  afliflance  do  make  love  ; 
Malkingthe  bufmefs  from  the  common  eye, 
For  fundry  weighty  reafons. 

Mur*  We  fliall,  my  lord, 
Perform  what  you  command  as, 

I  Mur.  Though  our  lives • 

Mac,  Your  fpirits  fhine  through  you.     Within  this 
hour,  at  mofl, 
I  will  advife  you  where  to  plant  yourfelves ; 
Acquaint  you  with  the  perfe£l  fpy  o'  the  time. 
The  moment  on't ;  for't  muft  be  done  to-night. 
And  fomething  from  the  palace  ;  always  thought. 
That  I  require  a  clearnefs  :  and  with  him, 
(To  leave  no  rubs,  nor  botches,  in  the  work) 
fleance,  his  fon,  that  keeps  him  company, 
Whofe  abfence  is  no  lefs  material  to  me 
Than  is  his  father's,  muft  embrace  the  fate 
Of  that  dark  hour  :  refolve  yourfelves  apart  ; 
I'll  come  to  you  anon. 

Mur,  We  are  refolv'd,  my  lord. 

Mac.  I'll  call  upon  you  ftraigh*- ;  abide  within. 
It  is  concluded  : — Banquo^  thy  loul's  flight. 
If  it  find  heaven,  muft  lind  it  out  to-night.      \_Exeunt, 


SCENE  11. 


Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  and  Servant. 

Lady.  Is  Banquo  gone  from  court  ? 

Serv.  Ay,  madam  ;  but  returns  again  to-night. 

Lady.  Say  to  the  king,  I  would  attend  his  leifure 
For  a  few  words. 

Serv.  Madam,  I  will.  \Exh 

Lady.  Nought's  had,  all's  fpent, 
Where  our  defire  is  got  without  content  : 
'Tis  fafer  to  be  that  which  we  deftroy, 
Than,  by  deftru^lion,  dwell  in  doubtful  joy. 

E  Enter 
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Enter  Macbeth.  ;?* . 

How  now,  my  lord  ?  why  do  you  keep  alone. 
Of  Torrieft  fancies  your  companions  making  ? 
UiingiHofe  thoughts,  which  fliould  indeed  have  dyM 
With  them  they  think  on  ?  Things  without  all  remedy 
Should  be  without  regard  :  what's  done,  is  done. 

Mac,  We  have  fcotch'd  the  fnake,  not  kill'd  it. 
She'll  clofe,  and  be  herfelf ;  whilft  our  poor  malice 
Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth. 
But  letthe  frame  ofthings  disjoint, both  the  worldsfufFer, 
Ere  we  will  eat  our  meal  in  fear,  and  ileep 
In  the  affliftion  of  thefe  terrible  dreams, 
That  fhake  us  nightly  :  better  be  with  the  dead, 
Whom  we,  to  gain  our  place,  have  fent  to  peace^ 
Than  on  the  torture  of  the  mind  to  lie 
Jn  reftlels  ecftacy. — Dunccn  is  in  his  grave  5 
After  life's  fitful  fever,  he  fleeps  well ; 
Treafon  has  done  his  worfh  :  nor  fleel,  nor  poifon. 
Malice  domeftic,  foreign  levy,  nothing, 
Can  touch  him  further  ! 

Lady.   Come  on;  gentle,  my  lord. 
Sleek  o'er  your  rugged  looks  ;  be  bright  and  jovial 
Among  your  gueils  to-night. 

Alac,  So  (hall  I,  love  ; 
And  fo,  I  pray,  be  you  :  let  your  remembrance    > 
Apply  to  Ban.^uo ;  prefent  him  eminence,  both 
With  eye  and  tongue  :  unfafe  the  while,  that  we 
Mufl  lave  our  honours  in  thefe  flattering  ftf  earns ; 
And  make  our  faces  vizards  to  our  hearts^ 
Difguifing  what  they  are. 

Lady.  You  maift  leave  this, 

Afac.  O,  full  of  fcorpions  is  my  mind,  dear  wife  \ 
Thou  know'fl  that  Banquo,  and  his  FkariLe^  lives. 

Lady,  But  in  them  nature's  copy's  not  eterne. 

Mac.  There's  comfort  yet,  they  are  aifailable  ; 
Then  be  thou  jocund  :  ere  the  bat  hath  flown 
His  cloifler'd  fi'ight ;  ere,  to  black  Hecate'^  fummons^ 
The  fliard-bornc  beetle,  with  his  drowfy  hums, 
Hath  rung  night's  yawning  peal^  there  fhall  be  done 
A  deed  of  dreadful  note, 

Ladw 
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La-ly,  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Mac,  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  deareft  chuck^ 
"Till  thou  applaud  the  deed.     Come,  fealing  night, 
Skarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day  ; 
And,  with  thy  bloody  and  invifible  hand, 
Cancel,  and  tear  to  pieces,  that  great  bond 
Which  keeps  me  pale  ! — Light  thickens,  and  the  crow 
Makes  wing  to  the  rooky  wood  : 
Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowze  ; 
While  night's  black  agents  to  their  preys  do  rouze^ 
Thou  marvell'il  at  my  words :  but  hold  thee  flill ; 
Things,  bad  begun,  make  fcrong  themfelves  by  ill : 
So^  pr'ythee,  go  with  me.  \Exeunti 


SCENE  JIT, 


Ertter  three  Murderer  si 

i  Mur,  But  who  did  bid  thee  join  with  us  ? 

3  Mur,  Macbeth. 

2  Mnr,  He  needs  not  our  miftruft ;  lince  he  deliver^ 
Our  offices,  and  what  we  have  to  dO) 
To  the  diredion  juft. 

I  Mur,  Then  ftand  with  us: 
The  weft  yet  glimmers  with  fome  ftreaks  of  day  : 
Now  fpurs  the  lateft  traveller  apace, 
To  gain  the  timely  inn  ;  and  n*ar  approaches 
The  fubjedt  of  our  watch. 

^  Mur,  Hark!  I  hear  horfes. 

[Banquo  ivithin.']  Give  uS  a  light  there,  ho  I  ' 

2  Mur.  Then  it  is  he  ;  the  reft 
That  are  within  the  note  of  expe£tation. 
Already  are  i*  the  court. 

I  Mur,  His  horfes  go  about, 

3  Mur,  Almoft  a  mile  :  but  he  does  ufually^ 
So  all  men  do,  from  heiice  to  the  palace  gate 
Make  it  their  walk. 
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Efttsr  Banquo,  and  Fleance,  with  a  ior&K 

1  Mur,   A  lieht,   a  light  I 

3  Mur.  'Tislie. 

I  Mur.  Stand  to't. 

Ban,  It  will  be  rain  to-night. 

I  Mur.  Let  it  come  down.      [They  ajfault  Banqito* 

Ban,  Oh,  treachery  !  Fly,  good  Fleance,  fly,  fly>  Ay  ; 

Thou  may'fl  revenge. O  flave  ! 

\_Dies,    Fleance  efcapes. 
3  Mur.  Who  did  ftrike  out  the  light  ? 

1  Mur,  Wa^'t  not  the  way  ? 

3  Mur.  There's  but  one  down  ;  the  fon  is^  fled. 

2  Mur.  We  have  loft  beft  half  of  our  affair. 

I  Mur.  Well^  let's  away,  and  fay  how  much  is  done. 

[Ex^eunt, 

SCENE  IF. 

J  Banquet  prepared,      En'er  Macbeth,  Lady^  RossE^ 
Lenox,  Lords,  and  Attendants, 

Mac.  You  know  your  own  degrees,  fit  down  :  at  firft^ 
And  laft,  the  hearty  welcome. 

Lords,  Thanks  to  your  majefty. 

Mac.  Ourfelf  will  minj^le  with  fociety. 
And  play  the  humble  hoft. 
Our  hoftefs  keeps  her  ftate  ;  but,  in  beft  time. 
We  will  require  her  welcome. 

Lady.  Pronounce  it  for  me,  Sir,  to  all  our  friends  j 
For  my  heart  fpeaks,  they  arc  welcome. 

Enter  firjl  Murderer,  to-  the  door, 

Mac.  See,  they  encounter  thee  with  their  hearts* 
thanks  : 
Both  fides  are  even  :  here  Til  fit  i'tbr  midft  - 
Be  large  in  mirth  ;  anon,  we''ll  drink  a  meafure 
The  table  round. — There's  blood  upon  thy  face. 
Mur.  'Tis  Fayiquch  then. 

Mac.  'Tis  better  thee  without,  than  he  within. 
Is  he  difpatch'd  ? 

Mur. 
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Mur.  My  lord,  his  throat  is  cut ;  that  I  did  for  him. 
Mac,  Thou  art  the  bell  o'  the  cut-throats :  yet  he's 
good, 
That  did  the  like  for  Fleance  :  if  thou  didft  it. 
Thou  art  the  r\on-pareil. 
Mur.  Moil  royal  Sir, 
Fleance  is  'fcaped. 

Mac.  Then  comes  my  fit  again:  I  had  elfe  been  perfect; 
Whole  as  the  marble,  founded  as  the  rock  ; 
As  broad,  and  general,  as  the  cafing  air  : 
But  now,  I  am  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  confin'd,  bound  in 
To  faucy  doubts  and  fears.    But  Banquo's  fafe  ? 

Mur,  Ay,  my  good  lord  :  fafe  in  a  ditch  he  bides^ 
With  twenty  trenched  galhes  on  his  head  j 
The  leaft  a  death  to  nature. 

Mac.  Thanks  for  that : 
There  the  grown  ferpent  lies ;  the  worm  that's  fled, 
Hath  nature  that  in  time  will  venom  breed. 
No  teeth  for  the  prefent.— Get  thee  gone  ;  to-morroW 
W^e'll  hear  ourfelves  again.  [Exit  Murderer, 

Lady.  My  royal  lord, 
You  do  not  give  the  cheer  :  the  feaft  is  fold, 
That  is  not  often  vouch'd  while  'tis  a  making, 
'Tis  given  with  welcome  :  to  feed,  were  bell  at  home  ; 
From  thence,  the  fauce  to  meat  is  ceremony  ; 
Meeting  were  bare  without  it. 

Enter  the  Ghqft  e/'B ANQUO,  and_fits  in  M acbeth'^  place, 

Mac,  Sweet  remembrancer  ! 
Now,  good  digellion  wait  on  appetite. 
And  health  on  both  ! 

Len,  May  it  pleafe  your  highnefs,  fit. 

Mac.  Here  had  we  now  our  country's  honour  roof  d, 
Were  the  grac'd  perfon  of  our  Banquo  prefent ; 
Who  may  1  rather  challenge  for  unkindnefs. 
Than  pity  for  mifchance  I 

RoJJe.  His  abfence,  Sir, 
Lays  blame  upon  his  promife.    Pleafe  it  your  higlinef^ 
To  grace  us  with  your  royal  company  I 

Mae,  The  table's  full ! 
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Len,  Here's  a  place  referv'd.  Sir. 

Mac,  Where? 

Len.  Here,  my  lord.     What  is't  that  moves  your 

highneis  ? 
Mac,  Which  of  you  have  done  this  ? 
Lords.  What,  my  good  lord  ? 
Mac.  Thou  can'ft  not  fay,  1  did  it:  never  fhake 
Thy  goary  locks  at  me. 

RoJJe^  Gentlemen,  rife  ;  his  highnefs  is  not  well. 
Lady.  Sit,  worthy  friends  :  my  lord  is  often  thus. 
And  hath  been  from  his  youth :  pray  you,  keep  feat; 
The  "fit  is  momentary  ;  upon  a  thought 
He  will  aga.n  be  well  :  if  much  you  note  him, 
You  fhall  offend  him,  and  extend  his  paffion  ; 
Feed,  and  regard  him  not. — Are  you  a  man  I 

Mac,  Ay,  and  a  bold  one,  that  dare  look  on  that 
Which  might  appal  the  devil. 

Lady.   O  proper  ftufFI 
This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear  : 
This  is  the  air-drawn  dagger,  which,  you  faid. 
Led  you  to  Duncan.     Oh,  thefe  flaws,  and  ilarts, 
(Impofture  to  true  fear)  would  well  become 
A  woman's  ftory  at  a  winter's  fire, 
Authorlz'd  by  her  grandam,     Shame  itfelf ! 
Why  do  you  make  fucli  faces  ?    When  alTs  done. 
You  look  but  on  a  llocU 

Mac.  Pr'ythee,  fee  there  !  behold  I  look  !  lo  1  how 
fay  you  ? — 
Why,  what  care  I  ?  If  thou  can'ft  nod,  fpeak  too.-^-« 
If  charnel  houfes,  and  our  graves,  muil  fend 
Thofe  that  we  bury,  back  ;  our  monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites. 

Lady.  What  1  quite  unmanned  in  folly  1 
Mac,  If  I  {land  here,  I  faw  him. 
Lady.  Fie,  for  thame  ! 

Alac,  Blood  hath  been  llied  ere  now,  i'  the  olden  time^^ 
Ere  human  ftatute  purg'd  the  gentle  weal ; 
Ay,  and  fiice  too,  murders  have  been  perform'd 
Too  terrible  for  the  ear  :   the  times  have  been, 
That,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die. 
And  there  an  end  :  but  now,  they  rife  again, 

With 
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With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  tlieir  crowns, 
And  pufli  us  from  our  ftools  :  this  is  more  Itrange 
Than  iuch  a  murder  is. 

Lady.  My  worthy  lord. 
Your  noble  friends  do  lack  you. 

Mac.  I  do  forget :—  ,       .  .      . 

Do  not  mufe  at  me,  my  moft  worthy  friends ; 
I  have  a  ftrange  infirm'itv,  which  is  nothmg 
To  thofe  that  know  me.    Come,  love  and  health  to  all ; 
Then  I'll  fit  down  :— Give  me  fome  wme,  fill  full  :— 
J  drink  to  the  general  joy  of  the  whole  table. 

Re-enter  Ghofl, 

And  to  our  dear  friend  Banquo,  whom  we  mlfs  ; 
Would  he  were  here  !  to  all,  and  him,  we  thirlt. 
And  all  to  all.  ,  ,       ,  ^ 

Lords.  Our  duties  and  the  pledge, 
Mac.  Avaunt  '  and  quit  my  fight !  Let  the  earth  hide 
thee !  ,  .       u 

Thy  bones  are  marrowlefs,  thy  blood  is  cold. 
Thou  haft  no  fpeculaticn  in  thofe  eyes 
Which  thou  doll  glare  with  ! 

Lady.  Think  of  this,  good  peers, 
But  as  a  thing  of  cuftom  :  'tis  no  other  ; 
Only  it  fpoils  the  pleafure  of  the  time. 

Mac,  What  man  dare,  1  dare  : 
Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Ruffian  bear. 
The  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  the  Hyrcan  tyger. 
Take  any  (hape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 
Shall  never  tremble  :  or,  be  alive  ag  m. 
And  dare  me  to  the  defcrt  with  thy  fword  ; 
If  trembling  I  inhabit,  then  proteft  me 
The  baby  of  a  girl.     Hence,  horrible  Ihadow  ! 
Unreal  mockery,  hence  !-Why  fo  ;— being  gone, 
T  am  a  man  again. -^Pray  you,  fit  ftill. 

Lady,  You  have  difplac'd  the  mirth,  broke  the  good 
meeting, 
With  moft  admir'd  diforder. 
Mac,  Can  fuch  things  be  ? 
And  oyercome  us  like  a  fummer's  cloud, 
*  Without 
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Without  our  fpecial  wonder  ?    You  make  me  ft  range 

Even  to  the  difpolition  that  I  owe, 

When  now  I  think  you  can  behold  fuch  fights. 

And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your  cheek. 

When  mine  is  bianch'd  with  tear. 

RoJJe,   What  lights,  my  lord  ? 

Lady*  I  pray  you, fpeak  not ;  he  grows  worfe  and  worfc  ; 
Queftion  enrages  him  :  at  once,  good  night : — 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going, 
But  go  at  once. 

Len,  Good  night,  and  better  health 
Attend  his  majefty  ! 

Lady.  A  kind  good  night  to  all  I  \_Exeunt  Lords, 

M<^iC,  It  will  have  blood,  they  fay  ;  blood  will  have 
blood  : 
Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  trees  to  fpeak  ; 
Augurs,  and  underftood  relations,  have 
By  maggot-pies,  and  choughs,  and  rooks,  brought  forth 
The  fecret'ft  man  of  blood, — What  is  the  night  ? 

Lady.  Almoft  at  odds  with  morning,  w^hich  is  which, 

Mac,    How  fay 'ft   thou,   that  Macduff  denies    \m 
perfon, 
At  our  great  bidding  ? 

Lady.  Did  you  fend  to  him,  Sir? 

Mac.  I  hear  it  by  the  way  ;  but  I  will  fend  : 
There's  not  a  one  of  them,  but  in  his  houfe 
I  keep  a  fervant  fee'd.     I  will  to-morrow, 
(And  betimes  I  will)  unto  the  weird  fifters  : 
More  ihall  they  fpeak ;  for  now  I  am  bent  to  know. 
By  the  worft  means,  the  worft  ;  for  mine  own  good. 
All  caufes  fhall  give  way  ;  I  am  in  blood 
Stept  in  fo  far,  that,  ihould  I  wade  no  more,* 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o'er  : 
Strange  things  I  have  in  head,  that  will  to  hand  ; 
Which  muft  be  aiSled,  ere  they  may  be  fcann'd. 

Lady.  You  lack  the  ftafon  of  all  natures,  lleep. 

Mac.  Come,  we'll  to  fleep  :  my  ftrange  and  felf- 
abufe 

Is  the  initiate  fear,  that  wants  hard  ufe  ; 

We  are  yet  but  young  indeed.  \Exeunt^ 
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SCENE  K 

thunder,     Enter  the  three  Witches^  meeting  HecatE. 
I  IVitcK  Why,  how  now,  Hecat'  ?  you  look  angerly. 
Hec.  Have  1  not  reafon,  beldams,  as  you  are, 
Saucy  and  overbold  ?     How  did  you  dare 
To  trade  and  traffic  with  Machcth 
In  riddles,  and  affairs  of  death; 
And  I,  the  miftrefs  of  your  charms^ 
The  clofe  contriver  of  all  harms. 
Was  never  call'd  to  bear  my  part. 
Or  fhew  the  glory  of  our  art  ? 
And,  which  is  worfe,  all  you  have  done^ 
Hath  been  but  for  a  v/ay  ward  fon, 
Spightful,  and  wrathful ;  who,  as  others  ^o^. 
Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you.  ' 

But  make  amends  now  :  get  you  gone,  ; 

And  at  the  pit  of  Acheron 
Meet  me  i'  the  morning ;  thither  he 
Will  come  to  know  his  defliny. 
Your  veffels,  and  your  fpells,  provide. 
Your  charms,  and  every  thing  befide  : 
I  am  for  the  air ;  this  night  I'll  fpend  ■ 

Unto  a  difmal  and  a  fatal  end. 
Great  buiinefs  muft  be  wrought  ere  noon  : 
Upon  the  corner  of  the  moon 

There  hangs  a  vaporous  drop  profound  ; 

I'll  catch  it  ere  it  come  to  ground  : 

And  that,  diftill'd  by  magic  ilights. 

Shall  raife  fuch  artificial  fprights. 

As,  by  the  ftrength  of  their  iilufion. 

Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  confuiion  ; 

He  fhall  fpurn  fate,  fcorn  death,  and  bear 

JHis  hopes  'bove  wifdom,  grace,  and  fear  : 

And  you  all  know,  fecurity 

Js  mortals'  chiefeft  enemy.  \ M2iftcanda  Song. 

Hark,  I  am  call'd ;  my  little  fpirit,  fe~e. 

Sits  in  a  foggy  cloud,  and  flays  for  me, 

losing  within.     Came  awajy  come  aw^y^  l^c. 

I  Witch,  Come,  let's  make  hafle;,  Ihe'li  fooD  be  back 

again.  lExamt^ 

F  ^SCEUE 
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SCENE  FL 
pnter  Lenox,  and  another  Lord, 

Len,  My  former  fpeeclies  have  but  hit  yourthoughts^ 
Which  can  interpret  further  :  only,  i  fay. 
Things  have  been  ftrangely  borne  :  the  gracious  Duncan 
Was  pitied  oi Macbeth  : — marry,  he  was  dead  : — 
And  the  right  valiant  Banqiio  walk'd  too  late  ; 
Whom,  you  may  fee,  if  it  pleafe  you,  Fleance  kili'd. 
For  Fleance  fled.     Men  muft  not  walk  too  late, 
Who  cannot  w^ant  the  thought,  how  monllrous 
It  was  for  Malcolm,  and  for  ~F>o>iciIbalnj 
To  kill  their  gracious  father  ?  damned  fa£l  ! 
How  it  did  grieve  Macbeth  I  did  he  not  ftraight, 
Tn  pious  rage,  the  two  delinquents  tear, 
That  were  the  flaves  of  drink,  and  thralls  of  fleep  ? 
V/as  that  not  nobly  done  ?  ay,  and  wifely  too  : 
For  'twould  have  anger'd  any  heart  alive, 
To  hear  the  men  deny  it.     So  that  I  fay, 
fie  has  borne  all  things  well :  and  T  do  think. 
That,  had  he  Duncan\  fons  under  his  key 
(As,  an't  pleafe  heaven,  he  fliall  not),  they  fliould  find 
What 'twere  to  kill  a  father;  fo  fhould  Fleance. 
But,  peace  ! — for  from  broad  words,  and  caufe  he  fail'4 
His  prefence  at  the  tyrant's  feall,  I  hear 
Macduff  Xwz^  in.difgrace  :  Sir,  can  you  tell 
Where  he  beftows  himfelf  ? 
Lord*  The  <bn  of  Duncan^ 
From  whom  this  tyrant  holds  the  due  of  birth. 
Lives  in  the  Engliih  court ;  and  is  received 
Of  the  moft  pious  Edward  with  fach  grace, 
That  the  malevolence  of  fortune  nothing 
Takes  from  his  high  refpeft  :  thither  Macduff  h  gone 
To  pray  the  holy  king,  upon  his  aid 
To  wake  Northumberland,  and  warlike  Siward  % 
That,  by  the  help  of  thefe  (with  Him  above 
To  ratify  the  work)  we  may  again 
Give  to  our  tables  meat,  lleep  to  our  nights ; 
Free  from  our  fcafts  and  banquets  bloody  knives 
Do  faithful  homage,  and  receive  free  honours, 

All 
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All  which  we  pine  for  now  :  and  this  report 
Hath  lb  exalperated  the  king,  that  he 
Prepares  for  fome  attempt  of  war, 

Lcn.  Sent  he  to  Macduff  ?  r  •  r 

Lord.  He  did  ;  and  with  an  abfolute,  hir,  not  ly 
The  cloudy  meffenger  turns  me  his  back, 
And  hums';  as  who  fhould  fay,  Tou'll  rue  the  time 
That  clogs  me  with  this  anfwer, 

Len.  And  that  well  might 
Advife  him  to  a  caution,  to  hold  what  diitancc 
His  wifdom  carl  provide.     Some  holy  angel 
Fly  to  the  court  of  England,  and  unfold 
His  melTage  ere  he  come  ;  that  a  fwift  bleffing 
May  foon  return  to  this  our  fuffering  country. 
Under  a  hand  accurs'd  ! 

Lord.  I'll  fend  my  prayers  with  him.  \_txeunt. 


T 


act:  IV.    SCENE  I. 

Thunder.    Enter  the  three  Witches. 
I   JVitch. 


L  H  R I C  E  the  Brinded  cat  hath  mew'd. 

2  Witch.  Thrice  ;  and  once  the  hedge-pig  whin  d. 

3  Witch.  Harper  cries  :— 'tis  time,  "tis  time. 
I  Witch.  Round  about  the  cauldron  go  ; 

In  the  poifon'd  entrails  throw. 

Toad,  that  under  the  cold  ftone, 
bays  and  nights  haft  thirty-one, 
Swelter'd  venom  fieeping  got, 
Eoil  thou  firft  i'  the  charmed  pot  1 

M.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble  ; 
Fire,  burn  ;  and,  cauldron,  bubble. 

I  Witch.  Fillet  of  a  fenny  fnake. 
In  the  cauldron  boil  and  bake  ; 
Eye  of  newt,  and  toe  of  frog. 
Wool  of  bat,  and  tongue  of  dog. 
Adder's  fork,  and  blind^worm'sfting^ 
JUizard's  leg,  and  howlet's  wing,  ^ 

F  a  For 
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For  a  cliarm  of  powerful  trouble, 
Like  a  hell-broth  boil  and  bubble. 

^li.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble  ; 
Fire,  burn  ;  and  cauldron,  bubble. 

3  Witch»  Scale  of  dragon,  tooth  of  wolf  J 
Witches'  mummy  :  maw,  and  gulf, 
Of  the  ravin'd  falt-fea  (hark  ; 
Root  of  hemlock,  digg'd  i'  the  dark  ; 
Liver  of  blafpheming  Jew, 
Gall  of  goat,  and  flips  of  yew, 
Sliver'd  in  the  moon's  eclipfe; 
Nofe  of  Turk,  and  Tartar's  lips  : 
Finger  of  birdi-ftrangled  babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd  by  a  drab, 
Make  the  orruel  thick  and  flab  : 

o 

Add  thereto  a  tyger's  chaudron,  ' 

For  the  ingredients  of  our  cauldron. 

JH.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble  ; 
Fire,  burn  ;  and,  cauldron,  bubble. 

2  IFluh.  Cool  it  with  a  baboon's  blood, 
Th^n  the  charm  is  firm  and  good. 

Enter  HecatE,  and  other  three  Witches^ 

Hec.  Oh,  well  done  !  I  commend  your  pains  ; 
And  every  one  lliall  fliare  i'  the  gains. 
And  now  about  the  cauldron  fing, 
J^ike  elves  and  fairies  in  a  ring, 
Inchanting  all  that  you  put  in. 

MmiC  and  a  SONG. 

Black  fpirits  and  whitCy 

Blue  fpir its  and  grey, 
Almgle^  mingle^  mingle^ 

You  that  mingle  may* 

2  IFttch,  By  the  pricking  of  my  thumbs. 
Something  wicked  this  way  comes  ! 
OpcR,  locks,  whoever  knocks. 

Enter 
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^  Enter  Macbeth. 

M^,  How  now,y ou  fecr€t,black,and  midniglit  liagsl 
"What  is't  you  do  ? 

jiU.  A  deed  wkliout  a  name. 

Jid^v,  I  conjure  you  by  that  which  yea  profefs, 
(Howe'er  you  «ome  to  know  it)  anfwcr  me  : 
Though  you  untie  the  winds^  and  let  them  fight 
Aga'mft  the  churches  j  though  the  yeHy  waves 
Confound  and  fwallow  navigation  up  5 
Though  bladed  corn  be  lodg'd,  and  trees  blown  down; 
Though  caiiies  topple  on  their  warders'  heads  ; 
Thoogh  palaces,  zad  pyramids,  do  ilope 
Their  heads  to  their  foundations  ;  though  the  treafure 
Of  nature's  gcrmins  tumble  all  together, 
Even  'till  deftruiSlion  iickeo,  anfwer  nie 
To  what  I  afk  you, 

I  Witch,  Speak. 

2.  IViich.  Demand. 

3  Witch ^  We'll  anfwer. 

I  Witch,    Say,  if  thou'dil:  rather  hear  it  from  QUt 
mouths* 
Or  from  our  mailers'  f 

Mac.  Call  them,  let  me  fee  thern. 
I  JVitck,  Pour  in  fow's  blood,  that  hath  eatea 
Her  nine  farrow  ;  greafe,  that's  fweatea 
From  the  murderer's  gibbet,  throw 
Into  the  flame* 

ML  Come,  high,  or  low  ; 
Thyfelf,  and  office,  deftly  (how.  \Tl^mnder^ 

iji  Ap^arilion^  an  armed  Head, 

Mac.  Tell  me,  thou  unknown  pow'r— 

I  IVitch.  He  knows  thy  thought; 
Hear  his  fpeech,  but  fay  thou  nought. 

App,  Macbeth  I  Macbeth  !  Macbeth  i  beware  Macduff  i 
Beware  the  thane  of  Fife.—Difmifs  me  :— Enough, 

S^Defc£nism 

A'fi^c,  V/hate'er  thou  art,  for  thy  good  cautionjthanks  5 
Thouhaflharp'd  my  fear  aright: — Butone  wordmore-— 

I  Witch,  He  will  not  be  commanded  :  here's_another^ 
More  potent  than  the  firft«  i  Thmidcr, 


44  MACBETH. 

id  Jpparitlony  a  bkody  Child'.. 

Jpp.  Macbeth!  Macheth  !  Macbeth! — 

Mac,  Had  I  three  years,  I'd  hear  thee. 

Jpp.  Be  bloody,  bold,  and  relolute  :  laugh  to  fcorri 
The  power  of  man  ;  for  none  of  woman  born 
Shall  harm  Macbnh,  \J)ef.endu 

Mac.  Then  live,  Macduff^  what  heed  I  fear  of  thee  \ 
But  yet  I'll  make  affurance  double  fure, 
And  take  a  bond  of  fate  t  thou  fhalt  not  live  ; 
That  I  may  tell  pale -hearted  fear,  it  lies, 
And  Heep  in  fpight  of  thundery — What  is  this  ? 

\fThunder. 

's^d  Apparition^  a  Child  crowned^  with  a  Tree  In  his  Hand^ 

That  rifes  like  the  ilTue  of  a  king ; 

And  wears  upon  his  baby  brow  the  round 

And  top  of  lovereignty  ? 

M.  Liften,  but  fpeak  not  to't. 

App.  Be  lion- mettled,  proud  ;  and  take  no  care 
Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  where  confpirers  are  : 
Macbeth  fhall  never  vanquifh'd  be,  until 
Great  Birnam  wood  to  high  Duniinane  hill 
Shall  come  againft  him,  ^Defcendu 

Mac.  That  will  never  be  ; 
Who  can  imprefs  the  forefl ;  bid  the  tree 
Unfix  his  earth-bound  root  ?  fweet  bodements  !  good- 
Rebellious  head,  rife  never,  till  the  wood 
Of  Birnam  rife,  and  our  high-plac'd  Macbeth 
Shall  live  the  leafe  of  nature,  pay  his  breath 
To  time,  and  mortal  cuftom. — Yet  my  heart 
Throbs  to  know  one  thing;  tell  me  (if  your  art 
Can  tell  io  much),  fhail  Banquo\  ilTue  ever 
Reign  in  this  kingdom  ? 

Jll.  Seek  to  know  no  more. 

Mac.  I  will  be  fati^fy'd  :  deny  me  this, 
And  an  eternal  curfe  fall  on  you  !  let  me  know: — ■ 
Why  fmk$  that  cauldron  ?  and  what  noife  is  this  ? 

\_Hautbop. 

I  Witch^ 
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1  PPitch.  Shew  ! 

2  PFitch,   Shew  ! 

3  I  flitch.  Shew  ! 

yf//.  Shew  his  eyes,  and  grieve  his  heart ; 
Come  like  fhadows,  fo  depart. 

[^  Shew  of  eight  Kings,  and^Kiaq^O  \  the  laji 
with  a  Glajs  in  his  hand. 

Mac,  Thou  art  too  like  the  fpirit  of  Banquo  ;  down  ! 
Thy  crown  does  fear  mine  eye-balls : — And  thy  air. 
Thou  other  gold-bound  brow,  is  like  the  firft  ; — 
A  third  is  like  the  former  : — Filthy  hags  : 
Why  do  you  (hew  me  this  ?< — A  fourth  ? — Start,  eyes  ! 
What  !  will  the  line  ftretch  out  to  the  crack  of  doom  I — 
Another  yet  ? — A  feventh  ? — I'll  fee  no  n:»ore  : — 
y/Vnd  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  aglafs, 
W^hich  fhews  me  many  more  :  and  fome  i  fee. 
That  twofold  balls  and  treble  fceptres  carry  : 
Horrible  light ; — Now,  I  fee,  'tis  true  ; 
For  the  blood -bolter'd  Banquo  fmiles  upon  me. 
And  points  at  them  for  his. — What  ?  is  this  fo  ? 

I  Witch.  Ay,  Sir,  all  this  is  fo  : — But  why- 
Stands  Macbeth  thus  amazedly  ? — 
Come,  lifters,  cheer  we  up  his  fprights. 
And  Ihew  the  beft  of  our  delights  ; 
I'll  charm  the  air  to  give  a  found, 
While  you  perform  your  antique  round  : 
That  this  great  king  may  kindly  fay, 
Our  duties  did  his  welcome  pay.  \^Miific, 

[  T^he  If  itches  dance  and  vanijh . 
Mac,  Where  are  they  ?  Gone  f — Let  this  pernicious 
hour 
Stand  aye  accurfed  in  the  calender  i 
Come  in,  without  there  I 

f.nter  Lenox. 

Len,  What's  your  grace's  will  ? 
Mac,  Saw  you  the  we'ird  lifters  I 
Len,  No,  my  lord. 
Mac,  Came  they  not  by  you  } 
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Len,  N05  indeed,  my  lord. 

Mae,  Infected  be  the  air  wliereon  thej  ricle; 
And  damn'd  all  thofe  that  trnll  them  !— I  did  ^easr 
The  galloping  of  horfe  -,  who  was't  came  hj  } 

Lm.  'Tis  two  or  three^  mj  lord^  tbat  bring  job 
word, 
M^dteff^h  fied  to  England, 
^   Mae,  Fled  to  England  ? 

Xjf2?,  Ay,  my  good  lord,. 

Msc.  I'ime,  thou  anticipat'fl:  my  dread  exploits  : 
The  fiighty  purpofe  never  is  overtook, 
Uolefs  the  de^d  go  with  it :  from  this  momesitj, 
The  very  firftlings  of  my  heart  Ihall  be 
The  firftlings  of  my  hand.     And  even  now 
To  croY/n  my  thoughts  with  afts,  be  it  thought  and 

done  ; 
The  caf^Ie  of  Macdufl  will  furprlfe  ; 
Seize  upoB  Fife  ;  give  to  the  tdgQ  o'  the  fword 
His  wife,  his  babes,  and  ail  ynfortBnate  fouls 
That  trace  him  in  his  line.     No  boafling  like  a  fool  : 
This  d^cd.  Y\\  dOy  before  this  purpofe  cool : 
But  no  more  fights  [—Where  are  thefe  gentlemen  ? 
Come^  bring  me  where  they  are.  TExsmii, 
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Enicr  MACDTJFP'i-  Wifcy  her  Son^  and  Ro£S.E, 

L.  Macd.  What  h-Kth  he  done,  to  niake  him  fly  tli^ 
land  ? 

R&J^e,  Yoo  muR  have  patience^  madam. 

L.  Macd,  He  had  none  i 
Hi^  flight  was  madnefs  :  when  our  a^iions  do  notg^ 
Otir  fears  do  make  11s  traitors* 

RdlJi,  Yon  know  not. 
Whether  it  was  his  wH'comj,  or  his  fear. 

L.  Macd.  Wifdom  [  to  leave  his  3.\-ife;  Jo  leaTe  la^ 
babes, 
His  mannon,  and  his  titles,  in  a  place 
From  whence  himfelf  does  iiy  ?  He  loves  us  not ; 
Hs  want^  the  Ttztmrzl  toisch  :Tot  the  poor  wrei>. 
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The  mofl  diminutive  of  birds,   will  fighf. 
Her  young  ones  in  tier  nefl,  againft  the  owl* 
All  is  the  fear,  and  nothing  is  the  love  ; 
As  little  is  the  wifdora,  where  the  flight 
So  runs  againil:  all  realbn. 

RcJJe.  My  dearcfl  coz% 
Iprayyou,  fchool  yourfelf :  but,  for  your  hufband. 
He  is  noble,  wife,  judicious,  and  beil  know 
I'he  fits   o'the  feafon.  1  dare  not  fpeak  much  further  : 
But  cruel  are  the  times,  when  we  are  traitors, 
And  do  not  know  ourfelves ;  when  we  hold  rumour 
From  what  we  fear,    yet  know  not  v^hat  we  tear  ;     , 
But  float  upen  a  wild  and  violent  fea, 
Each  way,  and  move.     I  take  my  leave  of  you  : 
Shall  not  be  long  but  I'll  be  here  again  : 
Things  at  the  worll  will  ceafc,  or  elfe  climb  upward 
To  what  they  weie  before.     My  pretty  coufin, 
BleiHng  upon  you  ! 

Z.  Macd.  Father'd  lie  is,   and  yet  he's  fatherlefs. 

RoJJe,  I  am  fo  much  a  fool,  fliould  I  Itay  longer. 
It  would  be  my  difgrace,  and  your  difcomfort  : 
I  take  my  leave  at  once.  [  Exit  Rosse. 

Z.  Macd.  Sirrah,   your  father's  dead  ; 
And  what  will  you  do  nov/  }   How  will  you  live  ? 

0(?/2,  As  birds  do,  mother. 

Z.  Macd.  What,  with  worms  and  flies  ? 

Son.  With  what  I  get,  I  mean  ;    and  fo  do  they. 

Z.  Macd.  Poor  bird,  thou'dfh  never  fear  the  net  nor 
lime. 
The  pit-fall,  nor  the  gin. 

Bo7u  Why  fliould  1,  mother  ?  Poor  birds  they  are  not 
let  for. 
My  father  is  not  dead,  for   all  your  faying. 

L,  Macd,  Yes,  he   is  dead  ;  how  wilt  thou  do  for 
a  father  ? 

^on,  Kay,  how  will  you  do  for  a  hufband  ? 

L,  Macd.  Why,  1  can  buy  me  twenty  at  any  market. 

^Sijw.  Then  you'll  buy  'em  to  fell  again. 

Z.  Macd,  Thou  fpeak' it  with  all  thy  wit  ;    and  yet 
'ifaith. 
With  wit  enough  for  thee. 
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Son.  Was  my  father  a  traitor,  mother  I 

Z.  Macd.  Ay,  that  he  was. 

Son*  What  is  a  traitor  ? 

X.  Alacd.   Why,  one  that  fvvears  and  lies. 

Son.  And  be  all  traitors,  that  do  fo  ? 

L.Macd,  Every  one  that  does  fo  is  a  traitor,  and  muft 
"be  hang'd. 

Son.  And  mufl  they  all  be  hang'd,  that  fwear  and  lie  ? 

X.  Macd.  Every  one. 

Son.   Who  niuft  hang  them  ? 

L.  Macd.  Why  the  honeil:  men. 

Son,  Then  the  liars  and  fwearers  are  fools  :  for  there 
are  liars  and  fwearers  enough  to  beat  the  honell  men, 
and  hang  up  them. 

L,  Macd.  Now  God  help  thee,  poor  monkey  !  but 
how  wilt  thou  do  for  a  father  ? 

Son.  If  he  were  dead,  you'd  weep  for  him  :  if  you 
would  not,  it  were  a  good  lign  that  I  fhould  quickly 
have  a  new  father. 

X.  Macd.  Poor  prattler  !   how  thou  talk'il  ! 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mejj.  Blefs  you,  fair  dame  !   I  am  not  to  you  known. 
Though  in  your  flatc  of  honour  I  am  perfeft. 
I  doubt,  fome  danger  does  approach  you  nearly  : 
If  you  will  take  a  homely  man's  advice, 
B*  not  found  here  ;   hence,  with  your  little  ones. 
To  fright  you  thus,  methinks,  I  am  too  favage  ; 
To  do  worfe  to  you,  were  fell  cruelty, 
Which  is  too  nigh  your  perfon.    Heaven  preferve  you  ! 
I  dare  abide  no  longer.  \_Exit  Mejfenger^ 

L.  Macd.  Whither  fhould  I  fly  ? 
I  have  done  no  harm.     But  I  remember  now 
I  am  in  this  earthly  world  :  where,  to  do  harm, 
Ts  often  laudable  ;   to  do  good,  fometlme, 
Accounted  dangerous  folly  :    why  then,  alas  I 
Do  I  put  up  that  womanly  defence, 
To  fay,  i  have  done  no  harm.? — What  are  thefe  faces? 


Enter  Murderers, 
Mur,  Where  is  your  hufband  ? 
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Z.  Macd.  I  hope,  in  no  place  fo  unfanlbi-fieJ, 
Where  fuch  as  thou  may'll  find  him. 

Mur^  He's  a  traitor. 

Son.  Thou  ly'ft,  thou  fliag-ear'd  villain. 

Mur.  What,  you  t^g  ? 
Young  fry  of  treachery  ? 

Son.   He  has  kill'd  me,  mother: 
Run  away,  i  pray    you. 

\_Extt  L  Macduff,  crying  Murder. 


SCENE    III, 
England.     Enter  Malcolm,  and  Macduff. 

Mai.  Let  us  feek  out  fome  defolatc  fhade,  and  there 
Weep  our  fad  bofoms  empty. 

Macd.   Let  us  rather 
Hold  fail  the  mortal  fword ;  and,  like  good  men, 
Bellride  our  down-fali'n  birthdom  :   Each  new  morn, 
New  widows  howl ;  new  orphans  cry  ;  new  forrcws 
Strike  heaven  on  the  face,   that  it  relbunds 
As  if  it  felt  with  Scotland,  and  yell'd  out 
Like  fyllable  of  dolour. 

MaL  What  I  believe,  I'll  wail  • 
What  know,  believe  ;  and  what  I  can  redrefs. 
As  I  fhall  find  the  time  to  friend,  I  will. 
What  you  havefpoke,  it  may  be  fo,  perchance. 
This  tyrant,  w-hofefole  name  blifters  our  tongues, 
Was  once  thought  honeft  :  you  have  lov'd  him  well ; 
He  hath  nottouch'd  you  yet.  I  am  young  ;  but  fome- 

thing 
You  may  deferve  of  him  through  me  :    and  wifdom 
To  offer  up  a  weak,  poor,  innocent  lamb. 
To  appeafe  an  angry  god. 

Macd,  I  am  not  treacherous, 

MaL  Rut  Macbeth  is. 
A  good  and  virtuous  nature  may  recoil 
In  an  imperial  charge,  but  I  fhall  crave  your  pardon  ; 
That  which  you  are,  my  thoughts  cannot  tranfpofe  : 
Angels  are  bright  Hill,  though  the  brigktefl  fell : 

G  2  Though 
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Though  all  things  foul  Vv^oiild  wear  the  brows  of  gracej 
Yet  grace  mull  fiill  look  fo. 

Macd,  I  have  lofl  my  hopes. 

MaL  Perchance,    even  there,  where  I  did  find  my 
doubts. 
Why  in  that  rawnefs  left  you  wife,  and  child, 
(Thofe  precious  motives,  thofe  ftrong  knots  of  love) 
Without  leave-taking  ?---!  pray  you. 
Let  not  my  jealoufies  be  your  dillionours. 
But  mine  own  fafeties:— You  may  be  rightly  juft. 
Whatever  I  iliall  think. 

A4accL  Bleed,  bleed,  poor  country  ! 
Great  tyranny,  lay  thou  thy  baiis  fure. 
For  goodnefs  dare  not  check  thee  :— Wear  thou    thy 

wrongs, 
His  title  is  afFeat'd  .'—Fare  thee  well,  lord  : 
I  would  not  be  the  villain  that  thou  think'ft. 
For  the  whole  fpace  that's  in  the  tyrant's  grafp. 
And  the  rich  Eaft  to  boot, 

A^al.  Be  not  offended  : 
I  fpeak  not  as  in  abiblute  fear  of  you. 
I  think,  our  country  fmks  beneath  the  yoke  ; 
It  weeps,   it  bleeds ;    and  each  new  day  a  gafh 
Is  added  to  her  wounds  :  I  think,  withal,*^ 
There  would  be  hands  uplifted  in  my  right  ; 
And  here,  from  gracious  England,  have  I  offer 
Of  goodly  thoufands :  but,  for  all  this. 
When  i  fliall  tread  upon  the  tyrant's  head. 
Or  wear  it  on  my  fword,  yet  my  poor  country 
Shall  have  more  vices  than  it  had  before  ; 
More  fuffer,  and  more  fundry  ways  than  ever^ 
By  him  that  fh all  fucceed. 

Macd,  What  fhould  he  be  ? 

MaL  It  is  myfelf  I  mean  :    in  whom  I  know 
All  the  particulars  of  vice  fo  grafted. 
That  when  they  fliall  be  openM,  black  Macbeth 
Will  feem  as  pure  as  fnow  ;  and  the  poor  flate 
Efteem  him  as  a  lamb,   being  compared 
With  my  con-hnelefs  harms. 

Macd,  Not  in  the  legions 

Of 
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Of  horrid  hell,  can  come  a  devil  more  damn'd. 
In  evils  to  top  Macbeth, 

Mai.  I  grant  him  bloody, 
Luxurious,  avaricious,  fdfe,  deceitful, 
Sudden,  malicious,  fmacklng  of  every  fin 
That  has  a  name  :   But  there's  no  bottom,  none, 
In  my  voluptuoufnefs  :  your  wives,  your  dauglitcrs. 
Your  matrons,   and  your  maids,  could  not  fill  up 
The  ciftern  of  my  lull ;  and  my  delire 
All  continent  impediments  would  o'er-bear. 
That  did  oppofe  my  will:  better  Macbeth ^ 
Than  fuch  a  one  to  reign. 

Macd.    Boundlefs  intemperance 
In  nature  is  a  tyranny  :    it  hath  been 
The  untimely  emptying  of  the  happy  throne. 
And  fall  of  many  kings.     But  fear  not  yet 
To  take  upon  you  what  is  yours  :  you  may 
Convey  your  pieafures  in  a  fpacicus  plenty,^ 
And  yet  feem  cold,  the  time  you  may  fo  hoodwink. 
We  have  willing  dames  enough  ;  there  cannot  bs 
That  vulture  in  you  to  devour  fo  many 
As  will  to  greatnefs  dedicate  themfelves, 
Finding  it  fo  inclin'd. 

Mai.   With  this  there  grows. 
In  my  mofi:  ill-compos'd  afFeftion,   fuch 
A  ftanchlefs  avarice,  that,  were  1  a  king, 
I  fiiould  cut  oiFthe  nobles  for  their  lands  ; 
Delire  his  jewels,  and  this  other's  houfe  : 
And  my  more-having  would  be  as  a  fauce 
To  make  me  hunger  more;  that  I  fhould  forge 
Quarrels  unjuft  agalnft  the  good,  and  loyal, 
Deftroying  them  for  wealth. 

Macd,  This  avarice 
Sticks  deeper;  grows  with  more  pernicious  root 
Than  fummer-feeming  luft  :   and  it  hath  been 
The  fword  of  our  llain  kings :   yet  do  not  fear  ; 
Scotland  hath  foyfons  to  fill  up  your  will, 
Of^our  mere  own  :   all  thefe  are  portable. 
With  other  graces  weigh'd. 

MaL  But  I  have  none  :   the  king-becomino-  oraces 
Asjuitice^  verity,  temperance^  llabienefs, 

Bounty, 
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Bounty,  perfeverance,   mercy,  lowHnefs, 

Devotion,  patience,   courage,  fortitude, 

I  have  no  relifli  of  them  ;   but  abound 

In  the  diviiion  of  each  feveral  crime, 

A£ling  it  many  ways.     Nay,  had  I  power,  I  fl^.ould 

Pour  the  fweet  milk  of  concord  into  hell. 

Uproar  the  univerfal  peace,  confound 

All  unity  on  earth. 

Macd.  Oh,   Scotland  !   Scotland  ! 

MaL  If  fuch  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  fpeak  : 
I  am  as  1  have  fpoken. 

Macd.  Fit  to  govern  ! 
No,  not  to  live. — O  nation  miferable. 
With  an  untitled  tyrant  bloodv-fcepter'd. 
When  flialt  thou  fee  thy  wholelbme  days  again  ? 
Since  that  the  trueil  illue  of  thy  throne 
By  his  own  interdiflion  itands  accurs'd. 
And  does  blafpheme  his  breed?-— Thy  royal  father 
Was  a  m.oft  fainted  king  ;  the  queen,  that  bore  thee, 
Oft'ner  upon  her  knees  than  on  her  feet, 
Dy'd  every  day  file  liv'd.     Fare  thee  well  ! 
Thefe  evils  thou  repeat' ft  upon  thyfelf, 
Have  baniih'd  me  from  Scotland. ---O,  my  breaft. 
Thy  hope  ends  here  I 

Alal.     Macduff'^  this  noble  paffion. 
Child  of  integrity,  hath  from  my  foul 
Wip'd  the  black  fcruples,  reconcil'd  my  thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth  and  honour.  Devililh  Macbeth^ 
By  many  of  thefe  trains,   hath  fought  to  win  me 
Into  his  power  ;    and  modeit  wifdom  plucks  me 
From  over-credulous  hafte  :   but  God  above 
Deal  between  thee  and  me  !  for  even  now 
I  put  myfelf  to  thy  direftion,  and 
Unfpeak  mine  own  detraction  ;  here  abjure 
The  taints  and  blames  I  laid  upon  myfelf. 
For  Grangers  to  my  nature,     i  am  yet 
Unknown  to  woman  ;   never  was  forefworn  ; 
Scarcely  have  coveted  what  was  mine  own; 
At  no  time  broke  my  faith  ;    would  not  betray 
The  devil  to  his  fellow  ;  and  delight 
No  lefs  in  truth,  than  life  :  my  firll  falfe  fpeaking 

I  '  Was 
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Was  this  upon  myfelf :  what  I  am  truly, 

Is  thine,  and  my  poor  country's  to  command: 

Whither,  indeed,  before  thy  here-approach. 

Old  Slward,   with  ten  thoufand  warlike  men, 

All  ready  at  a  point,  was  letting  forih  : 

Now  we'll  together  :    and  the  chance,  of  gbodnefs. 

Be  our  warranted  quarrel  !   Why  are  you  iilent  ? 

Macd,  Such  welcome  and  unwelcome  things  at  once, 
'Tis  hard  to  reconcile. 

Enter  a  Do^or. 

MaL  Well  ;   more  anon.— -Com.es  the  king  forth,  I 
pray  you  ? 

DoB*  K'j^  Sir  :  there  are  a  cre\v  of  wretched  fouls. 
That  {lay  his  cure  ;  their  malady  convmces 
The  great  aflay  of  art ;  but,  at  his  touch. 
Such  fanftity  hath  heaven  given  his  hand. 
They  prefently  amend. 

Aial.  1  thank  you,  Doflor.  \_ExiU 

Macd,   What's  the  difeafe  he  means  ? 

MaU  'Tis  call'dthe  evil: 
A  moft  miraculous  work  in  this  good  king  ; 
Which  often,  iince  my  here-remain  in  England, 
I  have  feen  him  do.     How  he  folicits  heaven, 
Himfelf  beft  knows  :  but  flrangely-vifited  people. 
All  fwoln  and  ulcerous,  pitiful  to  the  eye. 
The  mere  defpair  of  furgery,  he  cures  ; 
Hanging  a  golden  ftamp  about  their  necks. 
Put  on  Vk'ith  holy  prayers  :  and  'tis  fpoken. 
To  the  fucceeding  royalty   he    leaves 
l^he  healing  benedi6tion.     With  this  ftrange  virtue. 
He  hath  a  heavenly  gift  of  prophecy  ; 
And  fnndry  bleffings  hang  about  his  throne, 
Tht  fpeak  him  full  of  grace. 

Enter  RossE. 

Macd,  See,  who  comes  here  ? 
MaL  My  contryman  ;  but  yet  I  know  him  not, 
Macd.  My  ever-gentle  coufin,  welcome  hither. 
MaU  I  know  him  now  ;  good  God,  betimes  remove 

The 
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The  means  that  make  US  Grangers ! 

RoJJe,  Sir,  Amen. 

Macd,  Stands  Scotland  where  it  did? 

Kojje.  Alas  !   poor  country  ; 
Almoft  afraid  to  know  itfelf  !    it  cannot 
Be  caird  our  mother,  but  our  grave;  where  m  thing, 
But  who  knows  nothing,   is  once  feen  to  fmile  ; 
Where  fighs-,  and  gToans,  and  fhrieks  that  rend  the  air^i 
Are  made,  not  mark'd  ;  where  violent  forrow  feems 
A  modern  ecftacy  ;  the  dead  man's  knell 
Is  there  fcarce  aik'd,  for  whom  ;  and  good  men's  lives 
Expire  before  the  flowers  in  their  caps. 
Dying,  or  ere  they  licken. 

Macd,  Oh,   relation, 
Too  nice,   and  yet  too  true  ! 

J^^/.  What  is  the  neweft  gift  ? 

Ro[[e.  That  of  an  hour's  age  doth  hifs  the  fpcaker^ 
Each  minute  teems  a  new  one. 

Macd.  How  does  my  wife  ? 

Rojfe,  Why,  well. 

Macd,  And  all  my  children  ? 

Rojfe,  Well  too. 

Macd,  The  tyrant  has  not  batter'd  at  their  peace  ? 

RoJfe,  No  ;  they  were  all  at  peace,  when  I  did  leave 
them. 

Macd,  Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  fpeech  ;  how  goes  it  ? 

RoJ^e.  When  I  came  hither  to  tranfport  the  tidings, 
W^hich  I  have  heavily  borne,   there  ran  a  rumour 
Of  many  worthy  fellows  that  were  out ; 
Which  was  to  my  belief  witnefs'd  the  rather. 
For  that  I  faw  the  tyrant's  power  a-foot  :^ 
Now   is  the  time  of  help;  your  eye  in  Scotland 
Would  create  foldiers,   make  our  women  iight. 
To  doff  their  dire  diilreffes. 

Mai,  Be  it  their  comfort, 
We  are  coming  thither  :   gracious  England  hath 
Lent  us  good  Siward,    and  ten  thoufand  men  5 
An  older,   and  a  better  foldier,  none 
That  Chriftendom  gives  out. 

Rojp.  Would  I  could  anfwer 
This  comfort  v/ith  the  like  !    But  I  have  words, 

That 
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That  would  be  howl'd  out  in  the  defert  air. 
Where  hearings  fhould  not  catch  them. 

Macd.  What  concern  they  ? 
The  general  caufc  ?    or  is  it  a  fee-gift. 
Due  to  fome  lingle  breaft  ? 

Rojfe.  No  mind,  that's  honed, 
But  in  it  fhares  fome  woe  j  though  the  main  part 
Pertains  to  you  alone. 

Macd,  If  it  be  mine, 
Keep  it  not  from  me,  quickly  let  me  have  it. 

RoJfe,  Let  not  your  ears  defpife  my  tongue  for  ever. 
Which  fliall  pollefs  them  with  the  heaviefl  found, 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

Macd,  Hum  !   I  guefs  at  it, 

Rojp,  Your  caftle  is  furpriz'd  ;  your  wife. and  babes, 
Savagely  flaughter'd  :  to  relate  the  manner. 
Were,  on  the  quarry  of  thefe  murder'd  deer 
To  add  the  death  of  you. 

Mai,  Merciful  heaven  ! 
What,  man  !  ne'er  pull  your  hat  upon  your  brows  ; 
Give  forrow  words  :   the  grief,  that  does  not  fpeak, 
Whifpers  the  o'er-fraught  heart,  and  bids  it  break. 

Macd,  My  children  too  ? 

RoJfe.  Wife,  children,  fervants,  all 
That  could  be  found. 

Macd.  And  I  muft  be  from  thence  ! 
My  wife  kill'd  too  ? 

RoJfe.  I  have  faid. 

MaL  Be  comforted: 
Let's  make  us  med'cines  of  our  great  revenge. 
To  cure 'this  deadly  grief. 

Macd.  ■  He  has  no  children. — All  my  pretty  ones  ^ 
Did  you  fay  all  ?— Oh,  hell-kite!— All  ? 
What,  all  my  pretty  chickens,  and  their  dam. 
At  one  fell  fwoop  ? 

Mai,  Difpute  it  like  a  man, 

Macd.    I  fhall  do  fo  ; 
But  I  mull  alfo  feel  it  as  a  man  : 
I  cannot  but  remember  fuch  things  were, 
That  were  moft  precious  to  me. — Did  heaven  lookon;, 
And  would  not  take  their  part  ?   Sinful  Macduff 

H  They 
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They  were  all  llruck  for  thee  !  naught  that  I  ara. 

Not  for  their  own  demerits,  but  for  mine, 

Fell  {laughter  on  their  fouls  ;  Heaven  reft  them  now  t 

MaL  Be  this  the  whetftone  of  your  fword  :  let  grief 
Convert  to  anger ;  blunt  not  the  heart,  enrage  it. 

Macd.  Oh  !  I  could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes. 
And  braggart  with  my  tongue  ! — But,  gentle  heaven. 
Cut  fhort  all  intermiffion  ;   front  to  front. 
Bring  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland,  and  myfelf; 
Within  my  fword 's  length  fet  him  ;  if  he  'fcapc. 
Heaven,  forgive  him  too  1 

MaL  This  tune  goes  manly. 
Come,  go  we  to  the  king ;  our  power  is  ready  ; 
.  Our  lack  is  nothing  but  our  leave  :  Macbeth 
Is  ripe  for  fhaking,  and  the  powers  above 
Put  on  their  inftruments.  Receive  what  cheer  you  may; 
The  night  is  long,  that  never  finds  the  day,     \Exeunu 


ACT.  V.    SCENE  1. 

Enter  a  Do^or  of  Fhyfick^  and  a  waiting  Gentlewoman, 

Do^or, 

X  Have  two  nights  watch'd  with  you,but  can  {jcrceivcn^ 
truth  in  your  report.     When  was  it  fhe  laft  walk'd  r 

Gent,  Since  his  majefly  went  into  tlie  field,  I  have  feen 
her  rife  from  her  bed,  throw  her  night-gown  uponher^ 
unlock  hcrclofet,  take  forth  paper,  fold  it,  write  upon 
it,  read  it,  afterwards  feal  it,  and  again  return  to  bed; 
yet  all  this  while  in  a  moft  faft  fleep. 

Don,  A  great  perturbation  in  nature  !  to  receive  at 
once  the  benefit  of  lleep,  and  do  the  effects  of  watching. 
Inthisllumbry  agitation,befides  her  walking,  and  other 
aftual  performances,  what,  at  anytime,  have  you  heard 
her  fay  ? 

Gent,  That,  Sir,  which  I  fhall  not  report  after  her, 

Do^,  Y  ou  may,  to  me ;  and  'tis  moft  meet  you  ftiould. 

Gent» 
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Gent,  Neither  to  you,  nor  any  one ;  having  no 
witnefs  to  confirm  my  fpeech. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  with  a  Taper, 

Lo  you,  here  fhe  comes  !  This  is  her  very  guife  ;  and 
upon  my  life,   faft  afleep.     Obferve  her  ;   ftand  clofe. 

Do^,  How  came  fhe  by  that  light  ? 

Gent,  Why,  it  flood  by  her  :  fhe  has  light  by  her 
continually  ;   'tis  her  cotfimand. 

Do^.   You  fee,  her  eyes  arc  open. 

Gent.  Ay,  but  their  fenfe  is  fhut, 

Dg^.  What  is  it  file  does  now?  Look,  how  fhe 
rubs  her  hands. 

Gent,  it  is  an  accuilomM  aftion  with  her,  to  feem 
thus  wafhing  her  hands  ;  I  have  known  her  continue 
in  this  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Lady    Yet  here's  a  fpot, 

Do^.  Hark,  flie  fpeaks  :  I  will  fet  down  what  comes 
from  her,  to  fatisfy  my  remembrance  the  more  flrongly. 

Lady,  Out,  damned  fpot !  out,  I  fay  !— One  ;  Two ; 
Why,  then  'tis  time  to  do't : — Hell  is  murky  ! — Fie, 
my  Lord,  fie  !  afoldier,  and  afraid  ?  Wnat  need  we  fear 
who  knows  it,  when  none  can  call  our  power  to  ac« 
count  ? — Yet  who  would  have  thought  the  old  man 
to  have  had  fo  much  blood  in  him  ! 

Do^.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Lady,  The  thane  of  Fife  had  a  wife  ;  where  is  fhe 
now  ? — What,  will  thefe  hands  ne'er  be  clean  ?— 
No  more  o'that,  my  lord,  no  more  o'that :  you  mar 
all  with  this  flarting. 

Do^,  Go  to,  go  to;  you  have  known  what  you 
fhould  not. 

Gent,  She  has  fpoke  what  fhe  fhould  not,  I  am  fure 
of  that  :  heaven  knows  what  fhe  hath  known. 

Lady  Here's  the  imell  of  blood  ftill :  all  the  perfumes 
of  Arabia  will  not  fweeten  this  little  hand.  Oh!  oh!  oh! 

DoH,  VVhat  a  figh  is  there?  The  heart  is  forely 
charg'd. 

Gent.  I  would  not  have  fuch  a  heart  in  my  bofom, 
for  the  dignity  of  the  whole  bodv. 

H  2     '  Dq^. 
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Doa,  Well,  well,  well, — ' 

Gent,  Pray  God  it  be,   Sir. 

Dod.  This  difeafe  is  beyond  my  praftice  ;  y  ct  I  have 
l^ncAvn  tho^:"  which  have  walk'd  in  their  lleep,  who 
have  died  holily  in  their  beds. 

Lady.  Walh  your  hands,  put  on  your  nigh^-gown; 
look  not  fo  pale  : — I  tell  you  yet  again,  Banquo\  buried; 
he  cannot  ccme  out  of  his  grave, 

DoB,  Even  (o  ? 

Lady.  To  bed,  to  bed  ;  there's  knocking  at  the  gate. 
Come,  come,  come,  come,  give  me  your  hand  ;  what's 
done,  cannot  be  undone:  To  bed, to  bed,  to  bed. 

\_Epcit  Lady, 

Do^.  Willfhe  gonowto-bed  ? 

Gent    Directly. 

Do^>  Foul  whifperings  are  abroad  :  unnatural  deeds 
Dc  biced  unatural  troubles  :    infe£led  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  difcharge  their  fecrets. 
More  needs  flie  the  divine,  than  the  phyfician. 
God,  God  forgive  us  all !   Look  after  her  ; 
Remove  from  her  the  means  of  all  annoyance. 
And  Hill  keep  eyes  upon  her  :---So,  good  night : 
^iy  mind  ihehas  mated,  and  amaz'd  my  light; 
1  think,  but  dare  not  fpeak. 

Gent*  Good  night,  good  do£lor.  [^Exeunt, 


SCENE  IL 

Drum   and    Colours,       Enter    Menteth,   CatHNES.s, 
Angus,  Lenox,    and  Soldiers, 

Ment,  The  Englifli  power  is  near,  led  on  hy  Malcolm^ 
His  uncle  Skuard,  and  the  good  Macd-uff. 
Keven2.es  burn  in  them  :   for  their  dearcaufes 
Would,  to  the  bleeding  and  the  grim  alarm. 
Excite  the  mortified  man. 

Ano-.  Near  Birnam  wood 
Shall  we  well  meet  them  ;  that  way  are  they  coming. 

Cath.  Who  knows,  i^ Donalbain  be  with  his  brother? 

Len^  For  certain,  Sir,  he  is  not:  I  have  a  file 

Of 
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Of  all  th'e  gentry  ;  there  is  Shvard^s  fon, 
And  many  iinroiigh  youths,  that  even  now 
Protcft  their  firft  of  manhood. 

Merit.   What  does  the  tyrant  ? 

Cath.  Great  Ouniinane  he  ftrongly  fortifies : 
Some  fay  he  s  mad;   others,  that  lefier  hate  him^ 
Do  call  it  valiant  fur>r  :    but,  tor  certain, 
He  cannot  buckle  h's  dillemper'd  caufe 
"Within  the  belt  of  rule. 

ying.  Now  does  he  feel 
His  fecret  murders  ftick;ng  on  his  hands  ; 
Now  minutely  revolts  upbraid  his  faith -breach  ; 
Thofe  he  commands,  move  only  in  command. 
Nothing  in  love  :    now  does  he  feel  his  title 
Hang  loofe  about  him,  like  a  giant's  robe 
Upon  a  dwarfifh  thief. 

Ment,  Who  then  fliall  blame 
His  pefter'd  fenfes  to  recoil  and  Hart, 
When  all  that  is  within  him  does  condemn 
Itfelf,  for  being  there  ? 

Cath,   vV^ell,  march  we  on, 
To  give  obedience  where  'tis  truly  ow'd  : 
Meet  we  the  medecin  of  the  fickly  weal; 
And  with  him  pour  we,  in  our  countr}''s  purg^. 
Each  drop  of  us. 

Len»  Or  fo  much  as  it  needs. 
To  dew  the  fovereign  flower,  and  drown  the  weeds* 
Make  we  our  march  towards  Birnam. 

Exeunt  marching. 


SCENE  IIL 

Enter  Macbeth,  Do^or^  and  Attendants, 

Mac.  Bring  me  no  more  reports  ;  let  them  fly  all : 
'Till  Birnam  wood  remove  to  Dunfinane, 
1  cannot  taint  with  fear.     What's  the  boy  Malcolm  f 
Was  he  not  born  of  woman  ?    The  fpirits  that  know 
AU  mortal  confequences^  have  pronounc'd  me  thus  : 
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Fear  not^  Macbeth  ;  m  man  that's  born  ofwQman^ 
Shall  e'er  have  power  upon  thee, — Then  fly,  falfe  thanes. 
And  mingle  with  the  Englifh  epicures  : 
The  mind  I  fway  by,  and  the  heart  I  bear, 
Shall  never  fagg  with  doubt,  nor  Ihake  with  fear. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

The  devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  crcam-fac'dloon  I 
Where  got'ft  thou  that  goofe  look  ? 

Ser.  There  is  ten  thoufand — 

Mac.  Geefe,   villain? 

Ser,  Soldiers,  Sir. 

Mac,  Go,   prick  thy  face,   and  over-red  thy  fear, 
Thou  lily-liver'd  boy.     What  foldiers,  patch  ? 
Death  of  thy  foul  !   thofe  linen  cheeks  of  thine 
Are  counfellors   to  fear.     What  foldiers,  whey-face  ? 

Ser,  The  Englifji  force,  fo  pleafe  you. 

Mac,  Take  thy  face  hence. — Seyton  I — I  am  lick  at 
heart, 
When  I  behold' — Seyton^   I  fay  ! — This  pufh 
Will  cheer  me  ever,   or  diffeat  me  now. 
I  have  liv'd  long  enough  :  my  May  of  life 
Is  faMen  into  the  fear,  the  yellow  leaf : 
And  that  which  fiiould  accompany  old-age. 
As  honours,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  frknds, 
I  muil  not  look  tahave  ;   but  in  their  Head, 
Curfes,  not  loud,  but  deep,  mouth-honour,  breath, 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny,  and  dare  not# 
Seyton  /— 

Enter  Seyton. 

Sey,  What  is  your  gracious  pleafure  ? 

Mac,  What  news  more  ? 

Sey    All  iS  ( onfirmM,  my  lord,  which  was  reported. 

Mac.  I'll  fight,  'till  from  my  bones  my  flelli  behack'd. 
Give  me  my  armour. 

Sey,  'Tis  not  needed  yet. 

Mac,  I'll  put  it  on. 
Send  out  more  horfes,  fkirr  the  country  round  ; 

Han.c: 
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Hahg  thofe  that  talk  of  fear. — Give  me  mine  armovir. 
How  does  your  patient,  dod^or  ? 

Do^,  Not  fo  lick,  my  lord. 
As  fhe  is  troubled  with  thick-coming  fancies. 
That  keep  her  from  her  rell. 

Mac.  Cure  her  of  that ; 
Canft  thou  not  minifter  to  a  mind  difeas'd  ; 
Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  forrow  ; 
Raze  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain  ; 
And,  with  fome  fweet  oblivious  antidote, 
Cleanfe  the  foul  bofom  of  that  perilous  Huff, 
^Which  weighs  upoiT  the  heart  ? 

Do^,  Therein  the  patient 
Muft  minifter  to  himfelf. 

Mac.  Throw  phyfick  to  the  dogs,  I'll  none  of  it, 

Come,  put  mine  armour  on  ;   give  me  my  ftafF:  # 

Seyton,  fend  out. — Doflor,  the  thanes  fly  from  me  : 
Come,  Sir,  difpatch  : — If  thou  could'ft,  dodor,  cafl 
The  water  of  my  land,  find  her  difeafe. 
And  purge  it  to  a  found  and  priftine  health, 
I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  echo, 

That  Ihould  applaud  again.— Pull't  off,  I  fay. 

,   What  rhubarb,  fenna,  or  what  purgative  drug. 
Would  fcourthefeEnglilh  hence?  Heareft  thou  of  them? 

X)(?/?.  Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  your  royal  preparation 
Makes  us  hear  fomething, 

Mac,  Bring  it  after  me. 
I  will  not  be  afraid  of  deatli  and  bane, 
'Till  Birnam  foreft  come  to  Dunfinane. 

Do^.  Were  1  from  Dunfinane  away  and  clear, 
Profit  again  fliould  hardly  draw  me  here.         [Exeunt, 


SCENE  IF. 


Drum  and  Cdours.  Enter  Malcolm,  Siward,  Mac^ 
DUFF,  Siw^rd's  Son,  M£NT£TH,  Cathness,  An- 
gus, and  SoLiiers  marching. 


Mai.  Coufins,  I  hope,  the  daytijire  zjear  at  hand. 
That  chambers  will  be  fafe. 


MenL 
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Ment.  We  doubt  it  nothing, 

Si-iv»  What  wood  is  this  before  us  ? 

Ment,,  The  wood  of  Birnam. 

MaL  Let  every  foldier  hewLim  down  a  bougri. 
And  bear't  before  hirn  ;  thereby  (hall  we  fhadow 
The  numbers  ofourholl,  and  make  difcovery 
Err  in  report  of  us. 

Soli.  It  fliall  be  done. 

Siw,  We  learn  no  other,  but  the  confident  tyrant 
Keeps  ftill  in  Dunfinane,  and  will  endure 
Our  fetting  down  before''t. 

M^aL  'Tis  his  main  hope  : 
For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given. 
Both  more  and  lefs  have  gi/en  him  the  revolt ; 
And  none  ferve  with  hirn  but  conflrained  things, 
Whofe  hearts   are  abi'cnt  too. 

Macd,  Let  our  jud  cenfures 
Attend  the  true  event,  and  put  we  on 
Induflrious  foldierfhip. 

Siw,  The  time  approaches. 
That  will  with  due  decilion  make  us  know 
What  we  fhall  lay  v\e  have,  and  what  we  owe. 
Thoughts  fpeculativt  their unfure  nopes  relate; 
But  certain  ilTue  ftro'ces  mull  arbitrate  : 
Towards  which,   advance  tlie  war.     \_Exeunt  jnarchlng. 


SCENE  V, 


£«/fr  Macbeth,  Seyton,     and  foldier s^    with  Drums 

and  Colours, 

Mac,  Elang  out  our  banners  on  tlie  outward  walls: 
The  cry  isft-11,   Tbey  ccme :   Our  cable's  ftrength 
Will  lau^li  a  ficge  to  fcora  :  here  let  them  lie, 
'Till  famine  and  the  a^^u?  eat  them  up: 
Were  they  not  forc'J  with  thofe  that  fhould  be  ours. 
We  might  have  :neL  tliea:  dareful,  beard  to  beard. 
And  beat  them  backward  heme.     What  is  that  noife  ? 

[  A  cry  within  of  women, 
Sey^ 


Sey,  It  IS  tlie  cry  of  women,  my  good  lord. 

Mac.  T  have  almoft  forgot  the  tafte  of  fears  : 
The  time  has  been,   my  fenfes  would  have  cool'd 
To  hear  a  night-fhriek  ;  and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  difmal  treatife  roufe,  and  ftir 
As  life  were  in't :   I  have  fupt  full  with  horrors ; 
Direnefs,  familiar  to  my  flaught'i'bus  thoughts. 
Cannot  once  ftart  me.     Wherefore  was  that  cry  ? 

Scy.  The  queen,  my  lord,  is  dead. 

Mac,  She  fhould  have  dy'd  hereafter; 
There  would  have  been  a  time  for  fuch  a  word. 
To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow. 
Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day. 
To  the  laft  fyllable  of  recorded  time  ; 
And  all  our  yefterdays  have  lighted  fools 
The  way  to  dully  death.     Out,  out,  brief  candle  ! 
Life's  but  a  walking  fhadow  ;  a  poor  player. 
That  ftruts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  flage. 
And  then  is  heard  no  more  :    it  is  a  tale 
Told  by  an  ideot,  full  of  found  and  fury, 
Signifying  nothing. — 

Enter  a  MeJJhnger. 

Thou  com'fl  to  ufe  thy  tongue  :  thy  llory  quickly^ 

Mef.  Gracious,  my  lord, 
I  fhould  report  that  which,  I  fay  Ifaw, 
Eut  know  not  how  to  do't. 

Mac.  Well,  fay.  Sir. 

Mef.  As  I  did  ftand  my  watch  upon  the  hill, 
I  look'd  toward  Birnam,  and  anon,  methought. 
The  wood  began  to  move. 

Mac.  Liar,  and  flave  |  [Striking  him^ 

Mef.  Let  me  endure  your  wrath,  if't  be  not  fo  : 
Within  this  three  mile  may  you  fee  it  coming  ; 
I  fay,  a  moving  grove. 

Mac,  If  thou  fpeak'ft  falfe. 
Upon  the  next  tree  {halt  thou  hang  alive, 
^Till  famine  cling  thee  :  if  thy  fpeech  be  footh, 
I  care  not  if  thou  do'ft  for  me  as  much. — 
I  p-ull  in  refolution  ;  and  begin  ^ 
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To  doubt  the  equivocation  of  the  iiend, 

That  lies  like  truth  :   Fear  not^   Will  Birnam  wood 

Do  come  to  Dun/wane  /—and  now  a  wood 

Comes  toward  Duniinane.- — Arm,  arm,  and  out  !— - 

If  this,  which  he  avouches,  does  appear. 

There  is  no  flying  hence,   nor  tarrying  here. 

I 'gin  to  be  a- weary  of  the  fun. 

And  wifh  the  eifate  o'the  world  w^ere  now  undone.— 

Ring  the  alarum-bell : — Blow,  wind  !   come,  wrack  \ 

At  leafl  we'll  die  with  harnefs  on  our  back.      \_Exeimt, 


SCENE  VI. 

J)  rum  and  Colours*     £«/^r  Malcolm,  Si  WARD,  M  AG- 
dUFf,  and  their  Army^  with  Boughs. 

-    MaU  Now  near  enough  ;   youT  leafy  fcreens  throw 

down, 
And  (hew  like  thofe  you  are  : — You,  worthy  uncles- 
Shall,  with  my  coufin,   your  right   noble  fon. 
Lead  our  firfl:  battle  :  worthy  A/Iacdi-iff^   and  we. 
Shall  take  upon  us  what  elfc  remains  to  do. 
According  to  our  order. 
Siwi  Fare  you  well, — 
Do  we  but  find  the  tyrant's  power  to-night. 
Let  us  be  beaten,  if  we  cannot  fight, 

Macd,   Make  all  our  trumpets  fpeak  ;  give  them  all 
breath, 
Thofe  clamorous  harbingers  of  blood  and  death. 

\Ecieunt,     Alarums  continued^ 


SCENE  FIL 


Enter   Macbeth. 


Mac.  They  have  ty'd  me  to  a  flake  ;  T  cannot  fly,  ' 
But,   bear-like,  1  mull  fight  the  courfe. — What's  he, 
T^at  was  not  born  of  woman  ?   Such  a  one 
Am  I  tO  fear,  or  none.  Entef 


MACBETH,  6^ 

Enter  Toung  SiwARD. 

Vo,  S'lW,  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Afac.  Thou'lt  be  afraid  to  hear  it. 

To,  Siw.  No;  though  thou  call'il  th^felf  a  hotter 
name 
Than  any  is  in  hell, 

A'lac,   My  name's  Macbeth. 
[     To,  Si-w,  The  devil   himfelf  could  not    pronounce 

a  title 
More  hateful  to  mine  ear. 

Mac.   No,  r.or  more  fearful. 

To,  Siw.  Thou  liell,  abhorred  tyrant ;  with  my  fword 
I'll  prove  the  lie  thou  fpeak'ft. 

j_  Fight ;  and  Toung  Si  WARD  Isjlalm 

Mac,  Thou  waft  born  of  woman. 
But  fword s  I  fmile  at,  weapons  laugh  to  fcorn, 
Brandifli'd  by  man  that's  of  a  woman  born.         [Exit, 

JIarums.  Enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  That  way  the  noife  is: — Tyrant,fhew  thy  face; 
If  thoube'll  flain,  and  with  no  ftroke  of  mine, 
My  wife  and  children's  ghofts  will  haunt  me  ftill. 
I  cannot  ftrike  at  wretched  kernes,  whofe  arms 
Are  hir'd  to  bear  their  ftaves  ;   either  thou,  Machethy 
Or  elfe  my  fword,  with  an  unbaiter'd  ^^g<i., 
I  (heath  again  undeeded.     There  thou  fhould'll  be  ; 
By  this  great  clatter,  one  of  greateft  note 
Seems  bruited  :    Let  m.e  find  him,   fortune!   and 
More  I  beg  not.  {^Exlt.     Alarum, 

Enter  Malcolm  ani  Old  Si  ward. 

Sivj.  This  way,  my  lord  ;— the  caftle's  ffently  ren- 
der'd: 
The  tyrant's  people  on  both  fides  do  fight; 
T  he  noble  thanes  do  bravely  in  the  war  j 
The  day  almofl  itfelf  profefies  yours. 
And  little  is  to  do. 

MaL  We  have  met  with  foes 
That  ftrike  belide  us. 

Siw.  Enter,  Sir,  the  callle.  \_Exeunu  Alanm, 

I  2  Re^ 
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Re  enter  Macbeth. 

Mac,  Why  fhould  I  play  the  Roman  fool,  ancf  die 
On  mine  own  fword  ?  whiles  I  fee  lives,  the  gallies 
Do  better  upon  them. 

'    Re-enter  Macduff, 

Macd,  Turn,  hell-hound,  turn. 

Mac,  Of  all  men  elfe  Thave  avoided  thee  : 
But  get  thee  back,  my  foul  is  too  much  charg'd 
With  blood  of  thine  already. 

Macd,  I  have  no  words, 
My  voice  is  in  my  fword  :  thou  bloodier  villain 
Than  terms  can  give  thee  out  ?  \Fight.  Alarum, 

Mac.  Thou  lofeft  labour  : 
As  eafy  may'fl  thou  theintrenchant  air 
With  thy  keen  fword  imprefs,  as  make  me  bleed  : 
Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  crefts  ; 
I  bear  a  charmed  life,  which  mull  not  yield 
To  one  of  woman  born. 

Macd,  Defpair  thy  charm  ; 
And  let  the  angeJ,   whom  thou  ftill  haft  ferv'd. 
Tell  thee  Macduff  Vi2is  from  his  mother's  womb 
Untimely  ripp'd. 

Mac,  Accurfed  be  that  tongue  that  tells  me  {o^ 
For  it  hath  cow'd  my  better  part  of  man  ! 
And  be  thefe  juggling  fiends  no  more  believ'd, 
That  palter  Avith  us  in  a  double  fenfe ; 
That  keep  the  word  of  promife  to  our  ear,  \ 

.  And  break  it  to  our  hope.     I'll  not  fight  with  thee, 

Macd.  I'hen  yield  thee,  coward, 
And  live  to  be  the  iliew  and  gaze  o'the  time. 
We'll  have  thee,  as  our  rarer  monflers  are. 
Painted  upon  a  pole;  and  under  writ, 
Here  fnay  you  fee  the  tyrant, 

Mac.  I  will  not  yield, 
To  kifs  the  ground  before  young  Malcolm'^  feet. 
And  to  be  baited  with  the  rabble's  curfe. 
Though  Birnham  wood  be  come  to  Dunfinane, 
And  thou  oppos'd,  being  of  no  woman  born, 
Vet  I  will  try  the  laft :   before  my  body 


MACB12TH.  67 

I  throw  my  warlike  fhield  :  lay  on,  Macduff: 
And  damn'd  be  him  that  firft  cries,   HJd^  enough, 

\Exeunt fighting.     Jlwumz* 

Re-enter  fightings  ««^  Macbeth  Is  Jla'm, 

Retreat  and  Flourljh,  Enter  with  Drum  and  Colours ^ 
Malcolm,  Old  oIW^rd^  Rosse,  Thanes ^  and  SoI^ 
d'nrs, 

MaL  I  would  the  friends  we  mifs,  were  fafearriv'd. 

Siiv,  Some  muft  go  off:  and  yet,  by  thefe  I  fee 
So  great  a  day  as  this  is  cheaply  bought. 

MaL  Macduff  \%  miffing,  and  your  noble  fon. 

Roffe.  Your  fon,  my  lord,  has  paid  a  foldier's  debt: 
He  only  liv'd  but  till  he  was  a  man  ; 
The  which  no  fooner  had  his  prowefs  fronfirm'd 
In  the  unfhrinking  flation  where  he  fought. 
But  like  a  man  he  dy'd. 

S'liv,  Then  he  is  dead  ?     . 

Rffe.  Ay,  and  brought  off  the  field  :  your  caufe  of 
for  row 
Muff  not  be  meafur'd  by  his  worth,  for  then 
It  hath  no  end. 

Siw.  Had  he  his  hurts  before  ? 

Roffe.  Ay,  on  the  front. 

Siw,  Why  then,   God's  foldierbe  he  I 
Had  I  as  many  fons  as  I  have  hairs, 
I  would  not  wifh  them  to  a  fairer  death  : 
And  fo  his  knell  is  knoU'd, 

MaU  He's  worth  more  forrow. 
And  that  I'll  fpend  for  him. 
Siw.  He's  worth  no  more  ; 
They  fay,  he  parted  well,    and  paid   his  fcore  : 
And  fo,  God  be  with  him  ! — Here  comes  ncw€r  com- 
fort. 

Re-enter  Macduff,  with  Macbeth's  Head. 

Macd,  Hail,  king  I   for  fo  thou  art :  behold,  where 
ftands 
■The  ufurper'^  curfed  head  :  the  time  is  free; 
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I  fee  thee  compafs'd  with  thy  kingdom's  pearly, 
That  fpeak  my  falntation  in  their  minds ; 
Whofe  voices  I  delire  aloud  with  mine, — 
Hail,  king  of  Scotland  ! 

AIL  Hail,  king  of  Scotland  !  \FlouriJh. 

Mai,  We  fhall  not  fpend  a  large  expcnce  of  time. 
Before  we  reckon  with  your  feveral  loves, 
And  make  us  even  with  you.  My  thanes  and  kinfmen. 
Henceforth  be  earls,  the  firft  that  ever  Scotland 
In  fuch  an  honour  nam'd.     What's  more  to  do, 
Which  would  be  planted  newly  with  the  time, — 
As  calling  home  our  exil'd  friends  abroad, 
That  fled  the  fnares  of  watchful  tyranny ; 
producing  forth  the  cruel  minifters 
Of  this  dead  butcher,  and  his  hend-like  queen-; 
Who,  as  'tis  thought,  by  felf  and  violent  hands 
Took  off  her  life  ; — this,  and  what  needful  elfe 
That  calls  upon   us,  by  the  grace  of  Grace, 
We  will  perform  in  meafure,  time,   and  place  : 
So  thanks  to  all  at  once,  and  to  each  one, 
Whom  we  invite  to  fee  us  crown'd  at  Scone. 

\Flour\fh.     ExeiinU 


THE    END, 


^h 
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The  following  Scenes  are  not  In  the  original  Copies  y  but  huve 
been  introduced  In  Reprcfentationy  and  fct  to  Mufick  ky 
Mr.  Locke,  with  Alterations  by  Dr.  Arne. 


[at  the  ekd  of  the  second  act.] 

The  Scene  changes   to   a   Wood,     Thunder  and  Lightning, 
Enter  fever al  Witches^  and  fing, 

I  Witch. 

SPEAK,  fiflerj—is  the  deed  done  ? 

2  Witch,     Long  ago,  long  ago  ; 
Above  twelve  glalFes  fince  have  run, 

3  Witch.     Ill  deeds  are  feldom  flow, 

Or  fingle,  but  following  crimes  on  former  wait, 

4  Witch.  The  worft  of  creatures  fafeft  propagate. 
A3  any  more  murders  muft  this  one  enfue ; 

Dread  horrors  ftill  abound, 
And  every  place  furround. 
As  if  in  death  were  found 
Propagation  too. 

2  Witch,  He  muft  ! 

3  Witch.  He  fhall ! 

4  Witch.  He  will  fpill  much  more  blood, 
And  become  worfe,  to  make  his  title  good. 

Cho.  He  will,  he  will  fpill  much  more  blood, 
And  become  worfe,  to  make  his  title  good. 

1  Witch.  Now  let's  dance, 

2  Witch,  Agreed. 

3  Witch.  Agreed, 

4  Witch,  Agreed, 
All.  Agreed. 

Cho.    We  fhould  rejoice  when  good  kings  bl^d. 
When  cattle  die,  about,  about  we  go  ; 
when  lightning  and  dread  thunder 
Rend  flubborn  rocks  in  funder. 
And  fill  the  world  with  wonder. 
What  fhould  we  do  ^ 
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Chu,  Rejoice — we  Hiould  rejoice. 
tVhen  winds  and  waves  are  warring, 
Earthquakes  and  mountains  tearing. 
And  monarchs  die  defpairing. 
What  fliould  we  do  ? 

Cho,  Rejoice — we  lliould  rejoice. 


1  TVztch,  Let's  have  a  dance  upon  the  heathj 
We  gain  more  life  by  DuncarC^  death. 

2  If  itch.  Sometimes  like  brinded  cats  we  fliew. 
Having  no  mulick  but  our  mew. 

To  which  we  dance  in  fome  old  mill, 
Upon  the  hopper,  ftone,  or  wheel. 
To  fome  old  favv,  or  bardifli  rhime, 

Chor,  Where  ilill  the  mill-clack  does  keep  time. 

II. 

Sometimes  about  a  hollow  tree. 
Around,  around,  around  dance  we  ; 
Thither  the  chirping  crickets  come. 
And  beetles  iing  in  drowfy  hum  : 
Sometimes  we  dance  o'er  femes  or  furzCj 
To  howls  of  wolves,  or  barks  of  curs  ; 
Or  if  with  none  of  thefe  we  meet, 

Chor»  We  dance  to  th'  echoes  of  our  feet. 

Chor,  At  the  night-raven's  difmal  voice, 
When  others  tremble  we  rejoice. 
And  nimbly,  nimbly  dance  we  ftiil, 
To  th'  echoes  from  a  hollow  hill. 

[end  of  the  fifth  scene  in  the   third  act.] 

Witches  within. 

Witch,  Hecate,  Hecate^ — come  away. 

Hec.  Hark,  hark,  I'm  caird; 
My  little  merry  airy  fpirit,  fee, 
Sits  in  a  foggy  cloud,  and  waits  for  me. 

Witch,  Hecate^  Hecat^^  Hfcate. 

Mec,  Thy  chirping  voice  I  hear, 
So  pleafmg  to  my  eat. 
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At  which  T  poft  away. 
With  all  the  fpeed  1  may, 
Where's  Puckle? 

Enter  TVitches^ 

pp'itch.  Here. 

Hec,  Where  Stradling? 

Witch.  Here. 
And  Hopper  too,  and  Hcllway  too  ? 
We  want  but  you,  we  want  but  you» 

2  Witch.  Come  away,  come  away,  make  up  tli'ac- 
count. 

Hect  With  new-  fall'n  dew. 
From  church-yard  yew, 
I  will  but  'noint,  and  then  I'll  mount. 
Now  I'm  furniih'd  for  my  flight. 

\_Sympho72y,  wh'iljl  Hecate  places  herfelf  in  the  machine, 
Now  I  go,  and  now  I  fly, 
Jiaalkin^  my  fweet  fpirit,  and  I. 
O  what  a  dainty  pleafure's  this. 
To  fail  in  the  air, 
When  the  moon  fhines  fair. 
To  fing,  to  dance,  to  toy,  and  kifs. 
Over  woods,  high  rocks  and  mountains  j 
Over  hills  and  mifty  fountains  ; 
Over  fteeples,  tow'rs  and  turrets. 
We  fly  by  night  'mong  troops  of  fpirits, 

Chor,  We  fly  by  night  'mong  troops  of  fpirits* 
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